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PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FIRST  VOLUME. 

Fiimiiro  it  to  be  the  wish  of  my  Publishers 
that  at  least  the  earlier  Yolumes  of  this  col- 
lection should  each  be  accompanied  by  some 
prefatory  matter,  illustrating,  by  a  few  bio- 
p^phieal  memoranda,  the  progress  of  my 
humble  literary  career,  I  have  consented, 
though  not,  I  confess,  without  some  scruple 
and  hesitation,  to  comply  with  their  reqiup^it. 
In  no  country  is  there  so  much  curiosity  felt 
respecting  the  interior  of  the  lives  of  public 
men  as  in  England ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
IB  no  country  is  he  who  ventures  to  tell  his  own 
story  so  little  safe  from  the  imputation  of  van- 
ity and  self-display. 

The  whole  oi'  the  poems  contained  in  the 
first,  as  well  as  in  the  greater  part  of  the 
secon'  volume  of  this  collection  were  written 
between  the  sixteenth  and  the  twenty-third 
year  of  the  author's  age.  But  I  had  begun 
still  earlier,  not  only  to  rhyme  but  to  publish. 
A  sonnet  to  my  schoolmaster,  Mr.  Samuel 
Wbyte,  written  in  my  fourteenth  year,  ap- 
peared at  the  time  in  a  Dublin  magazine, 
called  the  Anthologii, — the  first,  and,  I  fear, 
almost  only,  creditable  attempt  in  periodical 
literature  of  which  Ireland  has  to  boast.  I  had 
even  at  an  earlier  period  (1793)  sent  to  this 
angazine  two  short  pieces  of  verse,  prefaced 


of  thla  fkct  hat  led  the  writer  of  a 
ftmtaiad  to  the  **Pbcket  EdiHon**  of  my  Piiems, 
•I  Zwkkaa*  lo  alate  that  Brtnsley  Sherldaa  was  my 


by  a  note  to  the  editor,  requesting  the  inser- 
tion of  the  "  following  attempts  of  a  yoiithful 
muse  ;'*  and  the  fear  and  trembling  with  which 
I  ventuied  upon  this  step  were  agreeably  dis- 
pelled, not  only  by  the  appearance  of  the  con- 
tributions, but  still  more  by  my  finding  myself, 
a  few  months  after,  hailed  as  *'  Our  esteemed 
correspondent,  T.  M." 

It  was  in  the  pages  of  this  publication,—* 
where  the  whole  of  the  poem  was  extracted, — 
that  I  first  met  with  the  Pleasures  of  Memory  ; 
and  to  this  day,  when  I  open  the  volume  of 
the  Anthulogia  which  contains  it,  the  very 
form  of  the  type  and  color  of  the  paper  brings 
back  vividly  to  my  mind  the  delight  with  which 
I  first  read  that  poem. 

My  schoolmaster,  Mr.  Whyte,  though  amu- 
singly vain,  was  a  good  and  kind-hearted  man ; 
and,  as  a  teacher  of  public  reading  and  elocu- 
tion, had  long  enjoyed  considerable  reputa- 
tion. Nearly  thirty  years  before  I  became  his 
pupil,  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan,  then  about 
eight  or  nine  years  of  age,  had  been  placed  by 
Mrs.  Sheridan  under  his  care;*  and,  strange 
to  say,  was,  afler  about  a  yearns  trial,  pro- 
nounced, both  by  tutor  and  parent,  to  be  **  an 
incorrigible  dunce."  Among  those  who  took 
lessons  from  him  as  private  pupils  were  several 
young  ladies  of  rank,  belonging  to  some  of 
those  great  Irish  families  who  still  continued  to 
lend  to  Ireland  the  enlivening  influence  of 
their  presence,  and  made  their  country -scats, 
through  a  great  part  of  the  year,  the  scenes  of 

tutor !~"  Great  atlenUoa  waa  paid  to  kU  educatSca  ly  hla 
tutor,  Sheridan.** 
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refined  as  well  as  hospitable  festivity.  The 
Miss  Montgomerys,  to  whose  rare  beauty  the 
pencil  of  Sir  Joshua  has  given  immortality^ 
were  among  those  whom  my  worthy  preceptor 
most  boasted  of  as  pupils ;  and  his  description 
of  them,  I  remember,  long  haunted  my  boyish 
imagination,  as  though  they  were  not  earthly 
women,  but  some  spiritual  "  creatures  of  the 
element." 

About  thirty  or  forty  years  before  the  pe- 
riod of  which  I  am  speaking,  an  eager  taste 
for  private  theatrical  performances  bad  sprung 
up  among  the  higher  ranks  of  society  in  Ire- 
land ;  and  at  Carton,  the  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster,  at  Castletown,  Marley,  and  other 
great  houses,  private  plays  were  got  up,  of 
which,  in  most  instances,  tlie  superintendence 
was  intrusted  to  Mr.  Whyte,  and  in  general 
the  prologue,  or  the  epilogue,  contributed  by 
his  pen.  At  Marley,  the  seat  of  the  Latouches, 
where  the.  masque  of  Comus  was  performed  in 
the  year  1776,  while  my  old  master  supplied 
the  prologue,  no  less  distinguished  a  hand  than 
that  of  our  **  ever-glorious  Grattan,"*  fur- 
nished the  epilogue.  This  relic  of  his  pen, 
too,  is  the  more  memorable,  as  being,  I  believe, 
the  only  poetical  composition  he  was  ever 
known  to  produce. 

At  the  time  when  I  first  began  to  attend  his 
school,  Mr.  Whyte  still  continued,  to  the  no 
small  alarm  of  many  parents,  to  encourage  a 
taste  for  acting  among  his  pupils.  In  this  line 
I  was  long  his  favorite  ^Aoti^-scholar ;  and 
nmong  the  play-bills  introduced  in  his  volume, 
to  illustrate  the  occasions  of  his  own  prologues 
and  epilogues,  there  is  one  of  a  play  got  up  in 
the  year  1790,  at  Lady  Borrowes^s  private 
theatre  in  Dublin,  where,  among  the  items  of 
the  evening^s  entertainment,  is  "  An  Epilogue, 
A  Squeeze  to  St,  PauTs,  Master  Moore." 

With  acting,  indeed,  is  associated  the  very 
first  attempts  at  verse-making  to  which  my 
memory  enables  me  to  plead  guilty.  It  was  at 
a  period,  I  think,  even  earlier  than  the  date  last 
mentioned,  that,  while  passing  the  summer 
holidays,  with  a  number  of  other  young  people, 
tX  one  of  those  bathing-places,  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Dublin,  which  afford  such  fresh 
and  healthful  retreats  to  its  inhaliitants,  it  was 
proposed  among  us  that  we  should  combine 
logetiicr  in  some  theatrical  performance ;  and 

*  Byron. 


the  Poor  Soldier  and  a  Harlequin  Pantomime 
being  the  entertainments  agreed  upon,  the  parts 
of  Patrick  and  the  Motley  hero  fell  to  my  share. 
I  was  also  encouraged  to  write  and  recite  an 
appropriate  epilogue  on  the  occasion ;  and  the 
following  lines,  alluding  to  our  speedy  return 
to  school,  and  remarkable  only  for  their  having 
lived  so  long  in  my  memory,  formed  part  of 
this  juvenile  effort : — 

Onr  PantalooB,  who  did  to  aged  look, 

Ma«t  DOW  resume  his  ynath,  his  task,  his  book: 

Our  Uarleqoin,  who  skipp'd,  iADgh*d,  danced  and  died. 

Most  BOW  stand  trembling  by  his  master's  side. 

I  have  thus  been  led  back,  step  by  step, 
from  an  early  date  to  one  still  earlier,  with  the 
view  of  ascertaining,  for  those  who  take  any 
interest  in  literary  biography,  at  what  period  I 
first  showed  an  aptitude  for  the  now  common 
crafY  of  verse-making ;  and  the  result  is — so 
far  back  in  childhood  lies  the  epoch — that  I 
am  really  unable  to  say  at  what  age  I  first  be- 
gan to  act,  sing,  and  rhyme. 

To  these  different  talents,  such  as  they  were, 
the  gay  and  social  habits  prevailing  in  Dublin 
afforded  frequent  opportunities  of  display ; 
while,  at  home,  a  most  amiable  father,  and  a 
mother  such  as  in  heart  and  head  has  rarely 
been  equalled,  furnished  me  with  that  purest 
stimulus  to  exertion — the  desire  to  please 
those  whom  we,  at  once,  most  love  and  mosx 
respect.  It  was,  I  think,  a  year  or  two  afWr 
my  entrance  into  college,  that  a  masque  written 
by  myself,  and  of  which  I  had  adapted  one  of 
the  songs  to  the  air  of  Haydn^s  Spirit-Song, 
was  acted,  under  our  own  humble  roof  in 
Aungier  street,  by  my  elder  sister  myself, 
and  one  or  two  other  young  persons.  The 
little  drawing-room  over  the  shop  was  our 

grand  place  of  representation  and  young , 

now  an  eminent  professor  of  music  in  Dublin, 
enacted  for  us  the  part  of  orchestra  at  the 
piano-forte. 

It  will  be  seen  from  aU  this,  that,  however 
imprudent  and  premature  was  my  first  appear- 
ance in  the  London  world  as  an  author,  it  is 
only  lucky  that  I  had  not  much  earlier  assumed 
that  responsible  character ;  in  which  case  the 
public  would  probably  have  treated  my  nursery 
productions  in  much  the  same  manner  in  which 
that  sensible  critic,  my  Uncle  Toby,  would 
have  disposed  of  the  "  work  which  the  great 
Lipeios  produced  on  the  day  he  was  born. 
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While  thos  the  turn  1  had  so  early  shown 
for  rhjme  and  .song  was,  by  the  gay  and  so- 
eiiMe  circle  in  which  I  lived,  called  so  en- 
eoongingly  into  play,  a  far  deeper  feeling — 
ud,  I  should  hope,  power — was  at  the  same 
time  awakened  in  rae  by  the  mighty  change 
tlien  working  in  the  political  aspect  of  Europe, 
ud  the  stirring  influence  it  had  begun  to  ex- 
ercise on  the  spirit  and  hopes  of  Ireland.    Born 
of  Caibolic  parents,  I  had  come  into  the  world 
inth  the  slare^s  yoke  around  my  neck  ;  and  it 
WIS  ill  in  Tain  that  the  fond  ambition  of  a 
mother  looked  forward  to  the  Bar  as  opening 
t  etreer  that  might  lead  her  son  to  honor  and 
iffluence.     Against  the  young  Papist  all  such 
STeooes  to  distinction  were  closed ;   and  even 
the  CniTersity,  the  professed  source  of  public 
education,  was  to  him  '*  a  fountain  sealed.''  Can 
aoTooe  now  wonder  that  a  people  thus  wronged 
and  trampled  upon  should  have  hailed  the  first 
daxsliug  outbreak  of  the  French  Revolution 
as  a  signal  to  the  slave,  wherever  suffering, 
that  the  day  of  his  deliverance  was  near  at 
hand.     I  remember  being  taken  by  my  father 
(1792)  to  one  of  the  dinners  given  in  honor 
of  that  great  event,  and  sitting  upon  the  knee 
I  of  the  chairman  while  the  following  toast  was 
1  enthusiastically  sent  round : — "  May  the  breezes 
from  France  fan  our  Irish  Oak  into  verdure." 
In  a  few  months  aAer  was  passed  the  me- 
'  morable  Act  of  1793,  sweeping  away  some  of 
I  the  most  monstrous  of  the  remaininpr  sanctions 
of  the  penal  code ;   and  I  was  myself  among 
\  the  first  of  the  young  Helots  of  the  land,  who 
hastened  to  avail  themselves  of  the  new  privi- 
lege of  being  educated  in  their  country's  uni- 
versity,— though  still  excluded  from  ail  share 
io  those  college   honors  and  emoluments   by 
which  the  ambition  of  the  youths  of  the  ascen- 
dant class  was  stimulated  and  rewarded.     As  I 
weU  knew  that,  next  to  my  attaining  some  of 
ikese  distinctions,  my  showing  that  I  deserved 
Is  attain  them  would  most  gratify  my  anxious 
■ether,  1   entered  as  candidate  for  a  scholar- 
abip,  and  (as  far  as  the  result  of  the  examina- 
weot)  successfully.     But,  of  course,  the 
barren  credit  of  the  effort  was  ail  I  en- 
I  )tijed  for  my  pains. 

It  was  in  this  year,  (1794,)  or  about  the  be- 

ftming  of  the  next,  that  I  remember  having, 

i  far  l^e  first  time,  tried  my  hand  at  political 

I  atirtL     In  their  rery  worst  times  of  slavery 
t 

I 


and  suffering,  the  happy  disposition  of  my 
countrymen  had  kept  their  cheerfulness  still 
unbroken  and  buoyant ;  and,  at  the  period  of 
which  I  am  speaking,  the  hope  of  a  brighter 
day  dawning  upon  Ireland  had  given  to  the 
society  of  the  middle  classes  in  Dublin  a  mure 
than  usual  flow  of  hilarity  and  life.  Among 
other  gay  results  of  this  festive  spirit,  a  club, 
or  society,  was  instituted  by  some  of  our  most 
convivial  citizens,  one  of  whose  objects  was  to 
burlesque,  good-humoredly,  the  forms  and 
pomps  of  royalty.  With  this  view  they  es- 
tablished a  sort  of  mock  kingdom,  of  which 
Dalkey,  a  small  island  near  Dublin,  was  made 
the  seat,  and  an  eminent  pawnbroker,  named 
Stephen  Armitage,  much  renowned  for  his 
agreeable  singing,  was  the  chosen  and  popular 
monarch. 

Before  public  affairs  had  become  too  serious 
for  such  pastime,  it  was  usual  to  celebrate, 
yearly,  at  Dalkey,  the  day  of  this  sovereign's 
accession  ;  and,  among  the  gay  scenes  that  still 
live  in  my  memory,  there  are  few  it  recalls 
with  more  freshness  than  the  celebration,  on  a 
fine  Sunday  in  summer,  of  one  of  these  anni- 
versaries of  King  Stephen's  coronation.  The 
picturesque  sea-views  from  that  spot,  the  gay 
crowds  along  the  shores,  the  innumerable  boats, 
full  of  life,  floating  about,  and,  above  all,  that 
true  spirit  of  mirth  which  the  Irish  tempera- 
ment never  fails  to  lend  to  such  meetings, 
rendered  the  whole  a  scene  not  easily  forgotten. 
The  state  ceremonies  of  the  day  were  perform- 
ed, with  all  due  gravity,  within  the  ruins  of  an 
ancient  church  that  stands  on  the  island,  where 
his  mock  majesty  bestowed  the  order  of  knight- 
hood upon  certain  favored  personages,  and 
among  others,  I  recollect,  upon  Incledon,  the 
celebrated  singer,  who  arose  from  under  the 
touch  of  the  royal  sword  with  the  appropriate 
title  of  Sir  Charles  Melody.  There  was  also 
selected,  for  the  favors  of  the  crown  on  that 
day,  a  lady  of  no  ordinary  poetic  talent,  Mrs. 
Battier,  who  had  gained  much  fame  by  some 
spirited  satires  in  the  manner  of  Churchill,  and 
whose  kind  encouragement  of  my  early  at- 
tempts in  versification  were  to  me  a  source  of 
much  pride.  This  lady,  as  was  officially  an- 
nounced, in  the  course  of  the  day,  had  been 
appointed  his  majesty's  poetess  laureate,  under 
the  style  and  title  of  Henrietta,  Countess  of 
Laurel. 
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There  could  hardly  have  heen  Jeyised  an 
apter  vehicle  for  lively  political  satire  than  this 
gay  travesty  of  monarchical  power,  and  its 
showy  appurtenances,  so  temptingly  supplied. 
The  very  day,  indeed,  after  this  commemora- 
tion, there  appeared,  in  the  Dalkey  state- 
gazette,  an  amusing  proclamation  from  the 
king,  offering  a  large  reward,  in  cronebanesy* 
to  the  finder  or  finders  of  his  majesty^s  crown, 
which,  owing  to  his  **  having  measured  both 
sides  of  the  road**  in  his  pedestrian  progress 
on  the  preceding  night,  had  unluckily  fallen 
from  the  royal  brow. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  whatever 
natural  turn  I  may  have  possessed  for  the 
lighter  skirmishing  of  satire  should  have  been 
called  into  play  by  so  pleasant  a  field  for  its 
exercise  as  the  state  affairs  of  the  Dalkey 
kingdom  afforded ;  and,  accordingly,  my  first 
attempt  in  this  line  was  an  Ode  to  his  Majesty, 
King  Stephen,  contrasting  the  happy  state  of 
security  in  which  he  lived  among  his  merry 
lieges,  with  the  '*  metal  coach,**  and  other  such 
precautions  against  mob  violence,  which  were 
said  to  have  been  adopted  at  that  time  by  his 
ro3ral  brother  of  England.  Some  portions  of  this 
Juvenile  squib  still  live  in  my  memory  ;  but  they 
fall  far  too  short  of  the  lively  demands  of  the 
subject  to  be  worth  preserving,  even  as  juvenilia. 

In  college,  the  first  circumstance  that  drew 
any  attention  to  my  rhyming  powers  was  my 
giving  in  a  theme,  in  English  verse,  at  one  of 
the  quarterly  examinations.  As  the  sort  of 
short  essays  required  on  those  occasions  were 
considered,  in  general,  as  a  mere  matter  of 
form,  and  were  written,  invariably,  I  believe, 
in  Latin  prose,  the  appearance  of  a  theme  in 
English  verse  could  hardly  fail  to  attract  some 
notice.  It  was,  therefore,  with  no  small  anx- 
iety that,  when  the  moment  for  juaging  of  the 
themes  arrived,  I  saw  the  examiners  of  the  dif- 
ferent divisions  assemble,  as  usual,  at  the 
bottom  of  the  hall  for  that  purpose.  Still  more 
trying  was  it  when  I  perceived  that  the  rev- 
erend inquisitor,  in  whose  hands  was  my  fate, 
had  left  the  rest  of  the  awful  group,  and  was 
bending  his  steps  towards  the  table  where  I 
was  seated.  Leaning  across  to  me,  he  asked 
suspiciously,  whether  the  verses  which  I  had 
just  given  in  were  nry  own ;  and,  on  my  an- 

«  Irish kall^Mee,  MCftlM. 


swering  in  the  affirmative,  added  these  chw 
words,  **  They  do  you  great  credit ;  and  I 
not  fail  to  recommend  them  to  the  notie 
the  Board.**    This  result  of  a  step,  ven) 
upon  with  some  little  fear  and  scruple,  wi 
course  very  gratifying  to  me ;  and  the  prem 
received  from  the  Board  was  a  well-bound ec 
the  Travels  of  Anacharsis,  together  with  a< 
ficate,  stating,  in  not  very  lofty  Latin,  that  th 
ward  had  been  conferred  upon  me,  "propte 
dabilem  in  versibus  componendis  progreai 
The  idea  of  attempting  a  version  of  soi 
the  Songs  or  Odes  of  Anacreon  had  very 
occurred  to  me ;   and  a  specimen  of  m; 
ventures  in  this  undertaking  may  be  foa 
the  Dublin  Magazine  already  referred  to,  •« 
in  the  number  of  that  work  for  Februai" 
appeared  a  "  Paraphrase  of  Anacreon** 
Ode,  by  T.  Moore."    As  it  may  not  be 
teresting  to  future  and  better  ^ranslaU) 
tlie  poet  to  compare  this  schoolocy  cxpei 
with  my  later  and  more  labored  versi 
the  same  ode,  I  shall  here  extract  the  spe 
found  in  the  Anthologia : — 

*'  Let  ns,  with  the  clostering  vine, 
The  rose,  Love*s  blosblng  flower,  eotwl«» 
Fancy's  hand  oar  chapleft  wreathing. 
Vernal  tweets  aroond  as  breathing, 
We'll  gayly  drink,  full  frobleu  qaaffing. 
At  frighted  Care  securely  laaghJng. 

**  Rose !  thoa  balmy-scented  flower, 
Rear'd  by  Spring's  most  fostering  power, 
Thy  dewy  blossoms,  opening  bright. 
To  gods  themselves  can  give  delight ; 
And  Cyprla's  child,  with  roses  crown'd. 
Trips  with  each  Grace  the  mazy  round. 

**  Bind  my  brows, — I'll  tune  the  lyre 
Love  my  rspturous  strains  shall  fire, 
Near  Bacchus'  grepe-encireled  shrine. 
While  roses  fresh  my  brows  entwine, 
Led  by  the  winged  train  of  Pleasures, 
I'll  dance  with  nymphs  to  sportive  measi 

In  pursuing  further  this  light  task,  t> 
object  I  had  for  some  time  in  view  was 
before  the  Board  a  select  number  of  ti; 
I  had  then  translated,  with  a  hope, — su^ 
by  the  kind  encouragement  I  had  aires 
ceived, — that  they  might  be  conside 
deserving  of  some  honor  or  reward.  J 
experienced  much  hospitable  attentioi 
Doctor  Kearney,  one  of  the  senior  felh 
man  of  most  amiable  character,  as  well 
refined  scholarship,  I  submitted  to  his  ] 

t  Appointed  Provost  of  the  University  In  the  p 
•ad  madt  aiterwards  BlahfMp  of  Omqtv. 
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dM  maiiii8cri|it  of  my  translation  as  far  as  it 
hi  (hen  proceeded,  and  requested  his  advice 
nipecting  my  intention  of  laying  it  before  the 
Bosrd.    Om  this  latter  point  his  opinion  was 
neh  as.  iirith  a  little  more  thought,  I  might 
lire  anticipated,  namely,  that  he  did  not  see 
hovf  the  Board  of  the  University  could  lend 
ikm  sanction,  by  any  public  reward,  to  writings 
•0  eoBTiTial  and  amatory  as  were  almost  all 
those  of  AnaereoB.     He  very  good-naturedly, 
howcTcr,  lauded  my  translation,  and  advised 
me  to  complete  and  publish  it ;  adding,  I  well 
recollect,  "  young  people  will  like  it."    I  was 
also  indebted  to  him .  for  the  use,  during  my 
task,  of  Spaletti^s  curious  publication,  giving 
a  fiiesimile  of  those  pages  of  a  MS.  in  the 
Vatican  Library  which  contain  the  Odes,  or 
**  Symposiacs,"  attributed  to  Anacreon.*    And 
here  I  shall  venture  to  add  a  few  passing  words 
00  a  point  which  J  once  should  have  thought  it 
profimation  to  question, — ^the  authenticity  of 
these  poems.     The  cry  raised  against  their 
gennioeness  by  Robertellus  and  other  enemies 
of  Henry  Stephen,  when  that  eminent  scholar 
first  introduced   them  to  the  learned  world, 
may  be  thought  to  have  long  since  entirely 
subsided,  leaving  their  claim  to  so  ancient  a 
paternity  safe   and   unquestioned.     But  I  am 
forced,  however  reluctantly,  to  confess  ihat  there 
ippear  to  me  strong  grounds  for  pronouncing 
these  light  and  beautiful  lyrics  to  be  merely 
modem  fabrications.     Some  of  the  reasons  that 
incline  me  to  adopt  this   unwelcome  conclu- 
■ioQ  ai^  thus  clearly  stated  by  the  same  able 
scholar,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  emen- 
dations of  my  own  juvenile  Greek  ode  :— "  I 
do  not  see  how  it  is  possible,  if  Anacreon  had 
written  chiefly  in  Iambic  dimeter  verse,  that 
Horace   should   have   wholly  neglected    that 
metre.     I  may  add  that,  of  those  fragments  of 
Amiereon,  of  whose  genuineness,  from  internal 
evidefflce,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  almost  all  are 
written  in  one  or  other  of  the  lighter  Horatian 
metres,  and   scarcely  one  in  Iambic  dimeter 
verse.     This  may  be  seen  by  looking  through 
the  list  io  Fibcber." 


the  Bonuroent  to  ProTovt  Baldwin,  which  stands 
li  thm  hall  &C  the  College  of  Dnblin,  arrived  from  Italy,  there 
tamm  tn  the  aame  pncklac-OM  with  It  two  copies  of  this 
«afe  of  0palettl,  one  of  wbkh  was  piesented  by  Dr.  Tmy, 
ike  loMMa  Cbtbolie  Archbishop,  as  a  gift  fhmi  the  Pope  to 
ike  Uhrvy  ^  ^'^  UBlversity.  and  the  other  (of  which  I  was 
fcvaiM  wtth  tht  sse)  be  presented,  In  like 


1 


The  unskilful  attempt  at  Greek  verse  from 
my  own  pen,  which  is  found  prefixed  to  the 
Translation,  was  intended  originally  to  illus- 
trate a  picture,  representing  Anacreon  con- 
versing with  the  Goddess  of  Wisdom,  from 
which  the  frontispiece  to  the  first  edition  of 
the  work  was  taken.  Had  I  been  brought  up 
with  a  due  fear  of  the  laws  of  prosody  before 
my  eyes,  I  certainly  should  not  have  dared  to 
submit  so  untutored  a  production  to  the  criti- 
cism of  the  trained  prosodians  of  the  English 
schools.  At  the  same  time,  I  cannot  help 
adding  that,  as  far  as  music,  distinct  from 
metre,  is  concerned,  I  am  much  inclined  to 
prefer  the  ode  as  originally  written  to  its  pre- 
sent corrected  shape  •  and  that,  at  all  events, 
I  entertain  but  very  little  doubt  as  to  which  of 
the  two  a  composer  would  most  willingly  sot 
to  music. 

For  the  means  of  collecting  the  materials  of 
the  notes  appended  to  the  Translation,  I  was 
chiefly  indebted  to  the  old  library  adjoining  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral,  called,  from  the  name  of 
the  archbishop  who  founded  it.  Marsh's  Library 
Through  my  acquaintance  with  the  deputy 
librarian,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Cradock,  I  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  constant  access  to  this  collection, 
even  at  that  period  of  the  year  when  it  is 
always  closed  to  the  public.  On  these  occa- 
sions I  used  to  be  locked  in  there  alone ;  and 
to  the  many  solitary  hours  which,  both  at  the 
time  I  am  now  speaking  of  and  subsequently, 
I  passed  in  hunting  through  the  dusty  tomes  of 
this  old  library,  I  owe  much  of  that  odd  and 
out-of-the-way  sort  of  reading  which  may  be 
found  scattered  through  some  of  my  earlier 
writings. 

Early  in  the  year  1799,  while  yet  in  my 
nineteenth  year,  I  left  Ireland,  for  the  first 
time,  and  proceeded  to  London,  with  the  two 
not  very  congenial  objects,  of  keeping  my  terms 
at  the  Middle  Temple,  and  publishing,  by  sub- 
scription, my  Translation  of  Anacreon.  One 
of  those  persons  to  whom,  through  the  active 
zeal  of  friends,  some  part  of  my  manuscript 
had  been  submitted  before  it  went  to  press, 

manner,  to  my  friend.  Dr.  Kearney.  Thu^,  cnrlonsly  enough, 
while  Anacreon  in  English  was  considered— «nd,  I  grant,  on 
no  nnreasonabie  grounds — as  a  work  to  which  grave  collegi- 
ate authorities  could  not  openly  lend  their  sanction,  Anacreon 
in  Gruk  was  thought  no  unflltlng  present  to  be  received  by 
a  Protestant  bishop,  through  the  medium  of  a  CathoUe  arch- 
bishop, ihun  the  hands  of  his  holiness,  the  Pope. 
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nras  Doctor  Laurence,  the  able  friend  of  Burke ; 
ind,  as  an  instance,  however  slight,  of  that 
ready  variety  of  learning — as  well  the  lightest 
IS  the  most  solid — for  which  Laurence  was  so 
remarkable,  the  following  extract  from  the  letter 
Bvritten  by  him,  in  returning  the  manuscript 
to.  my  friend  Dr.  Hume,  may  not  be  without 
lomo  interest : — 

**  Dec  S),  1799. 

"  I  return  you  the  four  odes  which  you  were 
so  kind  to  communicate  for  my  poor  opinion. 
They  are,  in  many  parts,  very  elegant  and 
poetical ;  and,  in  some  passages,  Mr.  Moore 
bas  added  a  pretty  turn  not  to  be  found  in  the 
original.  To  confess  the  truth,  however,  they 
in.,  in  not  a  few  places,  rather  more  paraphras- 
tical  than  suits  my  notion  (perhaps  an  indorrect 
notion)  of  translation. 

"  In  the  fifty-third  odfe  there  is,  in  ray  judg- 
ment, a  no  less  sound  tnan  beautiful  emend- 
ettion  suggested — would  you  suppose  it! — ^by 
a  Dutch  lawyer.  Mr.  M.  possibly  may  not  be 
aware  of  it.  J  have  endeavored  to  express 
the  sense  of  it  in  a  couplet  interlined  with 
pencil.  Will  you  allow  me  to  add,  that  I  am 
not  certain  whether  the  translation  has  not 
missed  the  meaning,  too,  in  the  former  part  of 
that  passage  which  seems  to  me  to  intend  a 
distinction  and  climax  ot  pleasure : — '  It  is 
sweet  even  to  prove  it  among  the  briery  paths ; 
it  is  sweet  again,  plucking,  to  cherish  with 
tender  hands,  and  carry  to  the  fair,  the  flower 
of  love.'  This  is  nearly  literal,  including  the 
conjectural  correction  of  Mynheer  Medenbach. 
If  this  be  right,  instead  of 

'  *Tis  sweet  to  dare  the  tangle !  fence,* 
I  wo  dd  propose  something  to  this  eflfect : — 

*T1s  sweet  the  rich  perAime  to  prove, 
As  by  the  dewy  bosh  yon  rove ; 
*Tis  sweet  to  dare  the  tangled  fence, 
To  ctill  the  timid  beaaty  thence, 
To  wipe  with  tender  hands  away 
The  tears  that  on  Its  blushes  lay  ;* 
Then,  to  the  bosom  of  the  (klr, 
The  flower  of  love  In  trlamph  bear. 

"  I  would  drop  altogether  the  image  of  the 
stems  *  dropping  with  gems.*  I  believe  it  is  a 
confused  and  false  metaphor,  unless  the  painter 

*  Query,  if  it  ought  not  to  be  lie  t    The  line  might  ma. 
With  tender  hand  the  tears  to  brash. 
That  give  new  soAness  to  lu  blush  (or,  ito  flash.) 


should  take  the  figure  of  Aurora  from  Mrs. 
Hasting!. 

"  There  is  another  emendation  of  the  same 
critic,  in  the  following  line,  which  Mr.  M.  may 
seem,  by  accident,  to  have  sufficiently  expressed 
in  the  phrase  of  '  roses  shed  their  light.* 

"  I  scribble  this  in  very  great  haste,  but  fear 
that  you  and  Mr.  Moore  viill  find  me  too  long, 
minute,  and  impertinent.  Believe  me  to  be, 
very  sincerely, 

*'  Your  obedient,  humble  servant, 

"  F.  Laurbkce.'* 


PREFACE 


TO 


THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 

The  Poems  suggested  to  me  by  my  t,%.  to 
Bermuda,  in  the  year  1803,  as  well  as  by  the 
tour  which  I  made  subsequently,  through  some 
parts  of  North  9lmerica,  have  been  hitherto 
very  injudiciously  arranged ; — any  distinctive 
character  they  may  possess  having  been  dis* 
turbed  and  confused  by  their  being  mixed  up 
not  only  with  trifles  of  a  much  earlier  date, 
but  also  with  some  portions  of  a  classical  story, 
in  the  form  of  Letters,  which  I  had  made  some 
progress  in  before  my  departure  from  England. 
In  the  present  edition,  this  awkward  jumble 
has  been  remedied  ;  and  all  the  Poems  relating 
to  my  Transatlantic  voyage  will  be  found  classed 
by  themselves.  As,  in  like  manner,  the  line  of 
route  by  which  I  proceeded  through  some 
parts  of  the  States  and  the  Canadas,  has  been 
left  hitherto  to  be  traced  confusedly  through  a 
few  detached  notes,  I  have  thought  that,  to 
future  readers  of  these  poems,  some  clearei  ac- 
count of  the  course  of  that  journey  might  not 
be  unacceptable, — together  with  such  vestiges 
as  may  still  linger  in  my  memocy  of  events 
now  fast  fading  into  the  background  of  time 

For  the  precise  date  of  my  departure  from 
England,  in  the  Phaeton  frigate,  I  am  indebted 
to  the  Naval  Recollections  of  Captain  Scott, 
then  a  midshipman  of  that  ship.  **  We  were 
soon  ready,**  says  this  gentleman,  '^  for  sea,  and 
a  few  days  saw  Mr.  Merry  and  suite  embarked 
on  board.   Mr.  Moore  likewise  took  his  passage 
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^  lilh  08  on  his  vray  to  Bermuda.     We  quitted 
I  Spithead  on  the  25th  of  September,  (1803,)  and 
I  io  a  thort  week  lay  becalmed  under  the  lof\y 
I  pea4  of  Pico,     la  this  situation  the  Phaeton  is 
I  lepicted  in  the  frontispiece  of  Moore^s  Poems.** 
I     During  the  ▼03rage,  I  dined  very  frequently 
with  the  oificers  of  the  .gun-room ;  and  it  was 
Bot  a  little  gratifying  to  me  to  learn,  from  this 
grntleman^s  volume,  that  the  cordial   regard 
tkse  social  and  open-hearted  men  inspired  in 
me  was  not  wholly  unreturned  on  their  part. 
After  mentioning  our  arrival  at  Norfolk,  in  Vir- 
ginia, Captain  Scott  says, "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merry 
left  the   Phaeton,  under  the  usual  salute,  ac- 
companied   by    Mr.    Moore ;" — ^then,    adding 
tome  kind  compliments  on  the  score  of  talents, 
&c.,  he  concludes  with  a  sentence  which  it  gave 
me  tenfold  more  pleasure  to  read, — *^  Thie  gun- 
room mess  witnessed  the  day  of  his  departure 
with  genuine  sorrow.**     From  Norfolk,  afler  a 
itaj  of  about  ten  days,  under  the  hospitable 
I  loof  of  the  British  Consul,  Colonel  Hamilton, 
I  proceeded,  iu  the  Driver  sloop  of  war,  to 
Bermuda. 

Th^re   was  then   on   that    station   another 
joathhil  sailor,  who  has  since  earned  for  him- 
self a  distinguished  name  among  English  writers 
of  travels.  Captain  Basil   Hall, — then  a  mid- 
ihipman  on  board  the  Leander.     In  his  Frag- 
I  ments  of  Voyages  and  Travels,  this  writer  has 
ealled  up  some  agreeable  reminiscences  of  that 
pen<»d  ;  in  perusing  which, — so  full  of  life  and 
I  reality  are  his  sketches, — I  found  all  my  own 
I  naval  recollections  brought  freshly  to  my  mind. 
The  very  names  of  the  diflferenl  ships,  then  so 
familiar  to  my  ears, — the  Leander,  the  Boston, 
the  Cambrian, — transported   me   back   to  the 
season  of  youth  a'^d  those  Summer  Isles  once 
more. 

The  testimony  borne   by   so   competent  a 

witness  as  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of  my 

sketches  of  the  beautiful  scenery  of  Bermuda 

is  of  ^Lr  too  much  value  to  me,  in  my  capacity 

I  of  traveller,  to  be  here  omitted  by  me,  however 

i  conscious  of  but  ill  deserving  the  praise  he 

!  lavishes  on  me,  as  a  poet.     Not  that  I  mean  to 

pretend  indifference  to  such  kind  tributes  : — on 

the  contrary,  those  are  always  the  most  alive  to 

praise,  who  feel  iiiwardly  least  confidence  in 

the  souDdoess  of  their  own  title  to  it.     In  the 

fRseot  iusianc-e,  however,  my  vanity  (for  so 

this  BJieasj  feeling  is  always  called)  seeks  its 


food  in  a  different  direction.  It  is  nst  as  a 
poet  I  invoke  the  aid  of  Captain  Hairs  opinion, 
but  as  a  traveller  and  observer ;  it  is  not  to 
my  invention  I  ask  him  to  bear  testimony,  but 
to  my  matter-of-fact. 

*'  The  most  pleasing  and  most  exact  descrip- 
tion which  I  know  of  Bermuda,*'  says  this  gen- 
tleman, *'  is  to  be  found  in  Moore*s  Odes  and 
Epistles,  a  work  published  many  years  ago. 
The  reason  why  his  account  excels  in  beauty 
as  well  as  in  precision  that  of  other  men  prob- 
ably is,  that  the  scenes  described  lie  so  much 
beyond  the  scope  of  ordinary  observation  in 
colder  climates,  and  the  feelings  which  they 
excite  in  the  beholder  are  so  much  higher  than 
those  produced  by  the  scenery  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  look  at,  that,  unless  the  imagi- 
nation be  deeply  drawn  upon,  and  the  diction 
sustained  at  a  correspondent  pitch,  the  words 
alone  strike  the  ear,  while  the  listener's  fancy 
remains  where  it  was.  In  Moore's  account 
there  is  not  only  no  exaggeration,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  wonderful  degree  of  temperance  in 
the  midst  of  a  feast  which  to  his  rich  fancy 
must  have  been  peculiarly  tempting.  He  has 
contrived  by  a  magic  peculiarly  his  own,  yet 
without  departing  from  the  truth,  to  sketch 
what  was  before  him  with  a  fervor  which 
those  who  have  never  been  on  the  spot  might 
well  be  excused  for  setting  down  as  the  sport 
of  the  poet's  invention."* 

How  truly  politic  it  is  in  a  poet  to  connect 
his  verse  with  well-known  and  interesting  lo- 
calities,— to  wed  his  song  to  scenes  already  in- 
vested with  fame,  and  thus  lend  it  a  chance  of 
sharing  the  charm  which  encircles  them, — 1 
have  myself,  in  more  than  one  instance,  very 
agreeably  experienced.  Among  the  memorials 
of  this  description,  which,  as  I  learn  with  pleas- 
ure and  pride,  still  keep  me  remembered  in 
some  of  those  beautiful  regions  of  the  West 
which  I  visited,  1  shall  mention  but  one  slight 
instance,  as  showing  how  potently  the  Genius 
of  the  Place  may  lend  to  song  a  life  and  imper- 
ishablenesi  to  which,  in  itself,  it  boasts  no 
claim  or  pretension.  The  following  lines  in 
one  of  my  Bermudian  poems, 

*TwM  there.  In  the  nhnde  of  the  Calabash  Tree, 
With  a  few  who  could  feel  and  remember  like  ca% 

Still  live  in  memory,  I  am  told,  on  those  (airy 
*  PFBgroenta  of  Voyages  and  TrayeU,  voi.  .  eha|^  vl 
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ikoffM,  connecting  my  name  vaih  the  pictu- 
rtvi^ue  spot  they  describe,  and  the  noble  old 
tree  whioh  I  believe  still  adorns  it.*  One  of 
Uie  A»w  treasures  (of  any  kind)  I  can  boast  the 
uoi»ession  of*  is  a  goblet  formed  of  one  of  the 
IViiit^ahells  of  this  remarkable  tree,  which  was 
hr^rtght  fVom  Bermuda,  a  few  years  since,  by 
Mr.  Dudley  Costello,  and  which  that  gentle- 
iuiai»  KaYiug  had  it  tastefully  mounted  as  a 
gubl«>t,  very  kindly  presented  to  me  ;  the  fol- 
lowing w^ords  being  part  of  the  inscription 
which  it  bears  : — '*  To  Thomas  Moore,  Esq., 
this  eup«  formed  of  a  calabash  which  grew  on 
the  tree  that  bears  his  name,  near  Walsingham, 
Ui«rnmda,  is  inscribed  by  one  who,**  &c.  &c. 

Krtun  Bermuda  I  proceeded  in  the  Boston, 
with  my  Aiend  Captain  (now  Admiral)  J.  E. 
lK>uglas,  to  Now  York,  from  whence,  aAer  a 
nhort  stay,  we  sailed  for  Norfolk,  in  Virginia ; 
ami  ab4tut  the  beginning  of  June,  1804, 1  set 
otil  ttiWk  that  city  on  a  tour  through  part  of 
the  Statics.  At  Washington,  I  passed  some 
days  with  the  English  minister,  Mr.  Merry ; 
and  was,  by  him,  presented  at  the  levee  of  the 
Presidi^nt,  Joflerson,  whom  I  found  sitting  with 
Oeneral  Dearborn  and  one  or  two  other 
oltloers,  and  in  the  same  homely  costume,  com- 
prising slip|)ers  and  Couneniara  stockings,  in 
whii>h  Mr.  Merry  had  been  received  by  him — 
luuoh  to  that  formal  minister's  horror — when 
wsiting  u|M)n  him,  in  full  dress,  to  deliver  his 
credt»ntinls.  My  single  interview  with  this 
remarkable  person  was  of  very  short  duration  ; 
but  to  have  seen  and  spoken  with  the  man  who 
di'ew  up  the  Declaration  of  American  Inde- 
pendence WAS  an  event  not  to  bo  forgotten. 

At  Philadelphia,  the  society  I  was  chiefly 
made  acquainted  with,  and  to  which  (as  the 
verses  addressed  to  **  Delaware's  green  banks''! 
suinciently  testify)  I  was  indebted  for  some  of 
my  must  agreeable  recollections  of  the  United 
States,  consisted  entirely  of  persons  of  the 
Federalist  or  A nti- Democratic  party.  Few 
and  transient,  too,  as  had  been  my  opportu- 
nities, of  Judging  for  myself  of  the  political 
or  social  state  of  the  country,  my  mind  was 
letX  open  too  much  to  the  influence  of  the  feel- 
ings and  prejudices  of  those  I  chiefly  consorted 
with ;   and,  certainly,  in  no  quarter  was  I  so 

*  A  rvprvJtfntAtlon  of  tsit  enUbash,  taken  ttmn  %  dmwing 
of  ll  SMMit  on  Iht  tpol,  hf  Ur.  Savac*  of  tba  Bofal  ArtUlary, 


sure  to  find  decided  hostility,  both  to  the  men 
and  the  principles  then  dominant  thronghout 
the  Union,  as  among  officers  of  the  British 
navy,  and  in  the  ranks  of  an  angry  Federalist 
opposition.  For  any  bias,  therefore,  that, 
under  such  circumstances,  my  opinions  and 
feelings  may  be  thought  to  have  received,  full 
allowance,  of  course,  is  to  be  made  in  apprais- 
ing the  weight  due  to  my  authority  on  the  I 
subject.  All  I  can  answer  for,  is  the  perfect 
sincerity  and  earnestness  of  the  actual  impres- 
sions, whether  true  or  erroneous,  under  which 
my  Epistles  from  the  United  States  were 
written  ;  and  so  strong,  at  the  time,  I  confess, 
were  those  impressions,  that  it  was  the  only 
period  of  my  past  life  during  which  I  have 
found  myself  at  all  skeptical  as  to  the  sound- 
ness of  that  Liberal  creed  of  politics,  in  the 
profession  and  advocacy  of  which  I  may  be 
almost  literally  said  to  have  begun  life,  and 
shall  most  probably  end  it. 

Reaching,  for  the  second  time.  New  York, 
I  set  out  from  thence  on  the  now  familiar  and 
easy  enterprise  of  visiting  the  Falls  of  Niagara. 
It  is  but  too  true*of  all  grand  objects,  whether 
in  nature  or  art,  that  facility  of  access  to  them 
much  diminishes  the  feeling  of  reverence  they 
ought  to  inspire.  Of  this  fault,  however,  the 
route  to  Niagara,  at  that  period — at  least  the 
portion  of  it  w^hich  led  through  the  Genesee 
country — could  not  justly  be  accused.  The 
latter  part  of  the  journey,  which  lay  chiefly 
through  yet  but  half-cleared  wood,  we  were 
obliged  to  perform  on  foot;  and  a  slight  acci- 
dent  I  met  with,  in  the  course  of  our  rugged 
walk,  laid  me  up  for  some  days  at  Buffalo. 
To  the  rapid  growth,  in  that  wonderful  region, 
of,  at  least,  the  materials  of  civilization, — how- 
ever ultimately  they  may  be  turned  to  ac- 
count,— this  flourishing  town,  which  stands 
on  Lake  Erie,  bears  most  ample  testimony. 
Though  little  better,  at  the  time  when  1  visited 
it,  than  a  mere  village,  consisting  chiefly  of 
huts  and  wigwams,  it  is  now,  by  all  accounts, 
a  populous  and  splendid  city,  with  five  or  six 
churches,  town-hall,  theatre,  and  other  such 
appurtenances  of  a  capital. 

In  adverting  to  the  comparatively  :  ide  state 
of  Buffalo  at  that  period,  I  should  be  ungrato- 

haa  been  Introdaced  in  the  vl|mette  prefixed  to  the  second 
voliiaM  of  the  edition  in  ten  Tolnnee.  | 

t  See  EpUtle  to  BIr.  W.  R.  Spencer,  p.  181  of  this  edition     * 


bl  were  I  to  omit  mentioning,  that,  even  then, 
« the  ahores  of  those  far  lakes,  the  title  of 
"Poet," — however  unworthily  in  that  instance 
bestowed, — bespoke  a  kind  and  distinguishing 
veleome  for  its  wearer ;  and  that  the  captain 
whoeommanded  the  packet  in  which  I  crossed 
Lake  Ontario,*  in  addition  to  other  marks  of 
eooitesy,  begged,  on  parting  with  me,  to  be 
allowed  to  decline  payment  for  my  passage. 

When  we  arrived,  at  length,  at  the  inn,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  Falls,  it  was  too  late 
to  think  of  visiting  them  that  evening ;  and  I 
lay  twake  almost  the  whole  night  with  the 
MQiid  of  th«  cataract  in  my  ears.     The  day 
ibflowing  I  consider  as  a  sort  of  era  in  my  life ; 
and  the  first  glimpse  I  caught  of  that  wonder- 
fid  cataract  gave  me  a  feeling  which  nothing  in 
I  this  world  can  ever  awaken  again.f    It  was 
I  Ihnmgfa   an  opening  among  the  trees,  as  we 
approached  the  spot  where  the  full  view  of  the 


Falls  was  to  burst  upon  us,  that  I  caught  this 
^impse  of  the  mighty  mass  of  waters  folding 
■nooihly  over  the  edge  of  the  precipice  ;  and 
80  overwhelming  was  the  notion  it  gave  roe  of 
the  awful  spectacle  J  was  approaching,  that, 
during  the  short  interval  that  followed,  imagin- 
ation had  far  outrun  the  reality;  and,  vast 
za4  vonde.rful  as  was  the  scene  that  then 
opeDcd  upon  me,  my  first  feeling  was  that  of 
disappointment.  It  would  have  been  impos- 
sible, indeed,  for  any  thing  real  to  come  up  to 
the  vision  I  had,  in  these  few  seconds,  formed 
of  it ;  and  those  awful  scriptural  words,  "  The 
foootains  of  the  great  deep  were  broken  up,*' 
can  alone  give  any  notion  of  the  vague  wonders 
for  which  I  was  prepared. 

Bat,  i '  spite  of  the  start  thus  got  by  imagin- 
ation, the  triumph  of  reality  was,  in  the  end, 
but  the  grreater ;  for  the  gradual  glory  of  the 
scene  that  opened  upon  me  soon  took  poss>es- 
sioD  of  my  whole  mind  ;  presenting,  from  day 
to  day,  some  aew  beauty  or  wonder,  and,  like 
all  that  is  most  sublime  in  nature  or  art,  awa- 
kening sad  as  well  as  elevating  thoughts.  I 
retain  io  my  memory  but  one  other  dream — 
ibr  Bueh  do  events  so  long  past  appear — which 


*  Tike  Caaunodnn  of  the  Lakes,  a«  be  Is  styled. 

t  TIm  two  lint  ssnlences  of  the  above  parngniph,  as  well 
—  m.  ptiiffi  that  ueean  In  the  miMeqaeni  cnlornn,  stood 
mh^atMf  as  pnitof  the  Notes  od  one  of  the  American  Poems. 

t  Imxtadmtmd  \m  the  SplsUe  to  Lady  Charlotte  Rawdon« 
f  ]9t  flf  lUa  ediikm. 


can  in  any  respect  be  associated  with  the  grand 
vision  I  have  just  been  describing ;  and,  how- 
ever different  the  nature  of  their  appeals  to  the 
imagination,  I  should  find  it  difficult  to  say  on 
which  occasion  I  felt  most  deeply  afiecled, 
when  looking  on  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  or  when 
standing  by  moonlight  among  the  ruins  of  the 
Coliseum. 

Some  changes,  I  understand,  injurious  to 
the  boauty  of  the  scene,  have  talen  place  in 
the  shapo  of  the  Falls  since  the  tin  e  of  my 
visit  to  them ;  and  amou^  *hese  is  the  total 
disappearance,  by  the  graduai  crumbling  away 
of  the  rock,  of  the  small  leafy  island  which 
then  stood  near  the  edge  of  the  Great  Fall, 
and  whose  tranquillity  and  unappicachableness, 
in  the  midst  of  so  much  turmoil,  lent  it  an  interest 
which  I  thus  tried  to  avail  myself  of,  in  a  Song 
of  the  Spirit  of  that  region  :J — 

• 

There,  amid  the  Island-sedge, 
Just  above  the  cataract*s  edge, 
Where  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  tmd  since  time  began. 
Lone  I  sit  at  cloee  of  day,  ttc  ttc. 

Another  characteristic  feature  of  the  vicinity 
of  the  Falls,  which,  I  understand,  no  longer 
exists,  was  the  interesting  settlement  of  the 
Tuscarora  Indians.  With  the  gallant  Brock,^ 
who  then  commanded  at  Fort  George,  I  passed 
the  greater  part  of  my  time  during  the  few 
weeks  I  remained  at  Niagara :  and  a  visit  I 
paid  to  these  Indians,  in  company  with  him 
and  his  brother  officers,  on  his  going  to  distrib- 
ute among  them  the  customary  presents  and 
prizes,  was  not  the  least  curious  of  the  many 
new  scenes  I  witnessed.  These  people  received 
us  in  all  their  ancient  costume.  The  young 
men  exhibited  for  our  amusement  in  the  nee, 
the  bat-game,  and  other  sports,  while  the  old 
and  the  women  sat  in  groups  under  the  sur- 
rounding trees ;  and  the  whole  scene  was  as 
picturesque  and  beautiful  as  it  was  new  to  me. 
It  is  said  that  West,  the  American  painter, 
when  he  first  saw  the  Apollo,  at  Rome,  ex- 
claimed instantly,  "  A  young  Indian  warrior  !" 
— and,  however  startling  the  association  may 


^  This  brave  ami  amiable  officer  was  killed  at  Qneenslon, 
In  Upper  CanadH,  souo  after  the  cnnmiencement  of  the  war 
with  America,  in  the  year  ISliZ.  He  was  In  the  act  of  cheer 
ing  on  his  men  when  be  fell.  The  Inscription  on  the 
ment  raised  to  his  memory,  on  Uacenston  Heights,  does 
d«e  honor  lo  his  manly  character. 
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ifpea;  aome  of  the  giaeefol  and  agiLs  ibnns 
irluch  I  saw  that  day  among  the  Toacaioras 
were  soch  as  woold  account  for  its  arising  in 
the  young  painter's  mind. 

After  crossing  '^the  fresh-water  ocean"  of 
Ontario,  I  passed  down  the  St.  Lawrence  to 
Montreal  and  Quebec,  staying  for  a  short  time 
U  each  of  these  places ;  and  this  part  of  my 
journey,  as  well  as  my  Toyage  on  from  Quebec 
to  Halifax,  is  sufficiently  traceable  through  the 
few  pieces  of  poetry  that  were  suggested  to  me 
liy  scenes  and  erents  on  the  way.  And  here  I 
must  agaiu  renture  to  avail  myself  of  the  Talu- 
ible  testimony  of  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of 
my  descriptions  of  some  of  those  scenes  through 
mrhich  his  more  practised  eye  followed  me  ; — 
taking  the  liberty  to  omit  in  my  extracts,  as 
far  as  may  be  done  without  injury  to  the  style 
>r  context,  some  of  that  generous  surplusage 
>f  praise  in  which  friendly  criticism  delights  to 
ndulge. 

In  speaking  of  an  excursion  he  had  made 
ip  the  river  Ottawa, — '*  a  stream,*'  he  adds, 
'  which  has  a  classical  place  in  every  one's 
magination  from  Moore's  Canadian  Boat  Song," 
I^aptain  Hail  proceeds  as  follows  : — **  While 
he  poet  above  alluded  to  has  retained  all  that 
s  essertially  characteristic  and  pleasing  in  these 
)oat  songs,  and  rejected  all  that  is  not  so,  he 
las  contrived  to  borrow  his  inspiration  from 
mmerous  9Mrrounding  circumstances,  present- 
ng  nothing  remarkable  to  the  dull  senses  of 
ordinary  rravellers.  Yet  these  highly  poetical 
mages,  drawn  in  this  way,  as  it  were  carelessly 
ind  from  every  hand,  he  has  combined  with 
»uch  graphic — I  had  almost  said  geographical — 
ruth,  that  the  eflfect  is  great,  even  u)M)n  those 
vho  have  never,  with  their  own  eyes,  seen  the 
Utawa*s  tide/  nor  *  flown  down  the  Rapids,' 
lor  heard  the  *  bell  of  8t.  Anne's  toll  its  even- 
ng  chime ;'  while  the  same  lines  give  to  dis- 
ant  regions,  previously  consecrated  in  our 
magination,  a  vividnrss  of  interest,  when 
'iewed  on  the  spot,  of  which  it  is  diflTicult  to 
»ay  how  much  is  duo  to  tha  magio  of  the  |Miotry, 
Mid  how  much  to  the  beauty  of  the  real  scene."* 

While  on  the  subjnct  of  thn  ('artadiaii  Hoat 
$ong,  an  anecdote  couiioctud  with  ttmt  once 

•  **  If  U  •IriKatfirtjr  gniUrytfig."  tHo  Nwiliof  «iM<,  ••  Ut  dts- 
ofu  ihNi,  ut  ibhi  hiisr.  ihs  ('miin4Uii  «i»y«/r#4»r#  A*v«r  omit 
btlr  oderlnK*  In  ilui  •hrtiui  tt(  IH,  Annm,  \m(itf0  #fifiig1nf  In 
a|  MilsrprUMi ;  and  ibm  SsHsf  it«  fwrlbrmssM,  llisy  uaili 


popular  ballad  may,  for  my  mnsical  icaden  ml 
least,  possess  some  interes;.  A  few  years 
since,  while  staying  in  Dablin,  I  was  present- 
ed, at  his  own  request,  to  a  gentleman  wlio 
told  me  that  his  family  had  in  their  possession 
a  curious  relic  of  my  youthful  days, — being  the 
first  notation  I  had  made,  in  pencilling,  of  the 
air  and  words  of  the  Canadian  Boat  Song, 
while  on  my  way  down  the  St.  Lawrence, — 
and  that  it  was  their  wish  I  should  add  my 
signature  to  attest  the  authenticity  of  the  anto- 
g^ph.  I  assured  him  with  truth  that  I  had 
wholly  forgotten  even  the  existence  of  such  a 
memorandum ;  that  it  would  be  as  much  a 
curiosity  to  myself  as  it  could  be  to  any  one 
else,  and  that  I  should  feel  thankful  to  be  al- 
lowed to  see  it.  In  a  day  or  two  »Aer,  my 
request  was  complied  with,  and  the  following 
is  the  history  of  this  musical  '*  relic." 

In  my  passage  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  I  had 
with  me  two  travelling  companions,  one  of 
whom,  named  Harkness,  the  son  of  a  wealthy 
Dublin  merchant,  has  been  some  years  dead. 
To  this  young  friend,  on  parting  with  him,  at 
Quebec,  I  gave,  as  a  keepsake,  a  volume  I  had 
been  reading  on  the  way, — Priestley *s  Lectures 
on  History  ;  and  it  was  upon  a  fly-leaf  of  this 
volume  I  found  1  had  taken  down,  in  pencilling, 
both  the  notes  and  a  few  of  the  words  of  the 
original  song  by  which  my  own  boat-glee  had 
been  suggested.  The  following  is  the  form  of 
my  memorandum  of  the  original  air  : — 


^s-. 


^^ 


Then  follows,  as  pencilled  down  at  the  same 
moment,  the  first  verse  of  my  Canadian  Boat 
Song,  with  air  and  words  as  they  are  at  present. 
From  all  this  it  will  be  perceived,  that,  in  my 
own  setting  of  the  air,  I  departed  in  almost 
every  respect  but  the  time  from  the  strain  our 
voyageurs  had  sung  to  us,  leaving  the  music  of 
the  glee  nearly  as  much  my  own  as  the  words. 

no  ofipormnity  of  keepiac  «P  ao  pmplikiat  an  Intertonraa. 
The  floarUbloff  villiifea  whks  ramNimb  the  ehvreli  on  tlm 
*  Green  Ule*  In  qnesUoa  owes  lu  ezistenee  and  Mpprnt  •«- 
tlrely  to  diese  ploiis  cootribntkms.** 
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Tetihow  stroDf^ly  impressed  I  had  become  with 
tke  notion  that  this  was  the  identical  air  sung 
bjrthe  boatmen, — ^how  closely  it  linked  itself 
m  mj  imagination  with  the  scenes  and  sounds 
ifflidst  which  it  had  occurred  to  me, — may  be 
leen  by  reference  to  a  note  appended  to  the 
glee  as  first  published,  which  wUi  be  found  in 
the  following  pages.* 

To  the  few  desultory  and,  perhaps,  valueless 
rsooQections  I  have  thus  called  up,  respecting 
tbe  eontents  of  our  second  volume,  I  have  only 
to  tdd,  that  the  heavy  storm  of  censure  and 
eritieisDi — some  of  it,  I  fear,  but  too  well  de- 
terred— which,  both  in  America  and  in  Eng- 
taad^  the  publication  of  my  "  Odes  and  Epis- 
Uet"  drew  down  upon  me,  was  followed  by  re- 
nhs  which  have  far  more  than  compensated 
fu  any  pain  such  attacks  at  the  time  may  have 
inflieted.     In  the  most  formidable  of  all  my 
eenaors,  at  that  period, — the  great  master  of 
(be  art  of  criticism,  in  our  day, — I  have  found 
erer  since  one  of  the  most  cordial  and  highly 
Tiloed  of  all  my  friends ;  while  the  good-will 
I  have  experienced  from  more  than  one  dis- 
tinguished American  sufficiently   assures  me 
that  any  injustice  I  may  have  done  to  that  land 
o(  freemen,  if  not  long  smce  wholly  forgotten, 
is  now  remembered  only  to  be  forgiven. 

As  some  consolation  to  me  for  the  onsets  of 
criticism,  I  received,  shortly  after  the  appear- 
ance of  my  volume,  a  letter  from  Stockholm, 
addressed  to  *^the  author  of  Epistles,  Odes, 
and  other  poems,"  and  informing  me  that  **  the 
Princes,  Nobles,  and  Gentlemen,  who  composed 
the  General  Chapter  of  the  most  Illustrious, 
Equestrian,  Secular,  and  Chapteral  Order  of 
St.  Joachim,"  had  elected  me  as  a  Knight  of 
this  Order.  Notwithstanding  the  grave  and 
official  sty  e  of  the  letter,  I  regarded  it,  I  own, 
at  first,  as  «.  mere  ponderous  piece  of  pleasant- 
ry :  and  even  suspected  that  in  the  name  of  St. 
**  Joachim"  I  could  detect  the  low  and  irrever- 
ent pan  of  St.  Jokehim. 

On  a  little  inquiry,  however,  I  learned  that 
there  actually  existed  such  an  order  of  knight- 
hood ;  that  the  title,  insignia,  &c.,  conferred  by 
it  had,  in  the  ii^stances  of  Lord  Nelson,  the 
Duke  of  Bouillon,  and  Colonel  Imhoff,  who 
were  all  Knights  of  St.  Joachim,  been  author- 
iaed  by  the  British  court ;  but  that  since  then, 

•  PBfa  181  of  this  edlUon 


this  sanction  of  the  order  had  been  withdrawn. 
Of  course,  to  the  reduction  thus  caused  in  the 
value  of  the  honor  was  owing  its  descent  in 
the  scale  of  distinction  to  ''  such  small  deer"  of 
Parnassus  as  myself.  I  wrote  a  letter,  how- 
ever,  full  of  grateful  acknowledgment,  to  Mon- 
sieur Hansson,  the  Vice-Chancellor  of  the 
Order,  saying  that  I  was  unconscious  of  having 
entitled  myself,  by  any  public  sen  ice,  to  a 
reward  due  only  to  the  benefactors  of  man- 
kind ;  and  therefore  begged  leave  m  >st  re- 
spectfully to  decline  it. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  THIRD  VOLUME. 

The  three  satirical  Poems,  with  which  'hia 
volume  commences,  were  published  origin  illy 
without  the  author^s  name  ;  *^  Corruption"  and 
"  Intolerance"  in  the  year  1808,  and  **  The 
Skeptic"  in  the  year  following.  The  politi- 
cal opinions  adopted  in  the  first  of  these  Sa- 
tires— the  Poem  on  Corruption — were  chiefly 
caught  up,  as  is  intimated  in  the  original  Pre- 
face," from  the  writings  of  Bolingbroke,  Sir 
William  Wyndham,  and  other  statesmen  of  that 
factious  period,  when  the  same  sort  of  alliance 
took  place  between  Toryism  and  what  is  now 
called  Radicalism,  which  is  always  likely  to 
ensue  on  the  ejection  of  the  Tory  party  from 
power.f  In  the  somewhat  rash  effusion,  it  will 
be  seen  that  neither  of  the  two  great  English 
parties  is  handled  with  much  respect ;  and  I 
remember  being  taken  to  task,  by  one  of  tho 
few  of  my  Whig  acquaintances  that  ever  looked 
into  the  poem,  for  the  following  allusion  to  the 
silencing  effects  of  official  station  on  certain 
orators : — 

As  bees,  on  flowers  ali^htlnfr.  cease  their  hum, 
BOf  settling  apon  places,  Whigs  grow  daoib. 

But  these  attempts  of  mine  in  the  stately, 
Juvenalian  style  of  satire,  met  with  but  little 
success, — never  having  attained,  I  believe, 
even  the  honors  of  a  second  edition ;  and  I 
found  that  lighter  form  of  weapon,  to  which  I 

tBollnpbroke  himself  acknowledues  that  "both  parUot 
wera  become  TacUuns,  In  the  strict  sense  of  the  word.** 


afterwards  betook  myself,  not  only  nnre  easy 
to  wield,  but,  from  its  very  lightness,  perhaps, 
more  sure  to  reach  its  mark. 

It  would  almost  seem,  too,  as  if  the  same 
nnembittered  spirit,  the  same  freedom  from  all 
real  malice  with  which,  in  most  instances,  this 
sort  of  squib  warfare  has  been  waged  by  me, 
was  felt,  in  some  degree,  even  by  those  who 
were  themselves  the  objects  of  it ; — so  gener- 
ously forgiving  have  I,  in  most  instances,  found 
them.  Even  the  high  personage  against  whom 
the  earliest  and  perhaps  most  successful  of  my 
lighter  missiles  were  launched,  could  refer  to 
and  quote  them,  as  I  learn  from  an  incident 
mention«^d  in  the  Life  of  Sir  Walter  Scolt,* 
with  a  degree  of  good-humor  and  playfulness 
which  was  creditable  alike  to  his  temper  and 
good  sense.  At  a  memorable  dinner  given  by 
the  Regent  to  Sir  Walter  in  the  year  1815, 
Scott,  among  other  stories  with  which  his  royal 
host  was  much  amused,  told  of  a  sentence 
passed  by  an  old  friend  of  his,  the  Lord  Justice 
Clerk  Braxfield,  attended  by  circumstances  in 
which  the  cnielty  of  this  waggish  judge  was 
even  more  conspicuous  than  his  humor.  "  The 
Regent  laughed  heartily,**  says  the  biographer, 
"  at  this  specimen  of  Braxfield*s  brutal  humor ; 
and,  *  r  faith,  Walter,'  said  he,  *  this  old  big- 
^ig  seems  to  have  taken  things  as  coolly  as 
my  tyrannical  self.  Don't  you  remember  Tom 
Moore's  descriptioi!  of  me  at  breakfast  ^ — 

*The  table  Mpread  with  t^^  and  toast. 
Death-warrants  and  the  Morning  Post.*  ** 

In  reference  to  this,  and  other  less  exalted 
instances,  of  the  good-humored  spirit  in  which 
my  "  innocui  sales"  have  in  general  been  taken, 
I  i'^Ul  venture  to  cite  here  a  few  flattering  sen- 
tences nv  hich,  coming  as  they  did  from  a  polit- 
ical adversary  and  a  stranger,  touched  me  far 
jnore  by  their  generosity  tlnn  even  by  their 
praise.  In  speaking  of  the  pension  which  had 
just  then  been  conferred  upon  me,  and  express- 
ing, in  warm  terms,  his  approval  of  the  grant, 

•  Vol.  ili.  p.  34S.  t  The  Standard,  Angost  34, 1835 

I      *'  The  same  fauUuU§  and  g Irandolet— 
The  came  gold  asses,  pretty  sonis. 
That,  In  this  rich  and  classic  dcMne, 
Appear  so  perfectly  at  bonie ; 
Tlie  same  bright  river,  *mong  the  dlshe». 
But  not— ah !  not  the  same  dear  fishes. 
Late  hoars  and  claret  kiU'd  the  old 
Bo,  stead  of  silver  ani  of  gold 


the  editor  of  a  leading  Tory  joiimalf  tliua  lib- 
erally expresses  himself: — "We  know  that 
some  will  blame  U8  for  our  prejudice — if  it  be 
prejudice,  in  favor  «.  Mr.  Moore  ;  but  we  can- 
not help  it.    As  he  tells  us  himself, 

*  Wit  a  diamond  brings 
That  cuu  its  bright  way  through* 

the  most  obdurate  political  antipathies.  •  •  • 
We  do  not  believe  that  any  one  was  ever  hurt 
by  libels  so  wi**y  as  those  of  Mr.  Moore ; — 
great  privilege  of  wit,  which  renders  it  impos- 
sible even  for  those  whose  enemies  wits  are,  to 
hate  them !" 

To  return  to  the  period  of  the  Regency  : — 
In  the  numerous  attacks  from  the  government 
press,  which  my  occasional  volleys  of  small  shot 
against  the  Court  used  to  draw  down  upon  me, 
it  was  constantly  alleged,  as  an  aggravation  of 
my  misdeeds,  that  I  had  been  indebted  to  the 
Royal  personage  thus  assailed  by  me  for  many 
kind  and  substantial  services.  Luckily,  the 
list  of  the  benefits  showered  upon  me  from  that 
high  quarter  may  be  dispatched  in  a  few  sen- 
tences. At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  one 
of  my  earliest  and  best  friends,  his  Royal  High- 
ness graciously  permitted  me  to  dedicate  to  him 
my  Translation  of  the  Odes  of  Anacreon.  I  was 
twice,  I  think,  admitted  to  the  honor  of  dining 
at  Carlton  House  ;  and  when  the  Prince,  on  his 
being  made  Regent  in  1811,  gave  his  memora- 
ble f&te,  I  was  one  of  the  crowd — about  1500, 
I  believe,  in  number — who  enjoyed  the  privi- 
lege of  being  his  guests  on  the  occasion. 

There  occur  some  allusions,  indeed,  in  the 
Twopenny  Post- Bag,  to  the  absurd  taste  dis- 
played in  the  ornaments  of  the  Royal  supper- 
table  at  that  ftite  ;{  and  this  violation — for  such, 
to  a  certain  extent,  I  allow  it  to  have  been— - 
of  the  reverence  due  to  the  rights  of  the  Hos- 
pitable Jove,^  which,  whether  administered  by 
prince  or  peasant,  ought  to  be  sacred  from 
such  exposure,  I  am  by  no  means  disposed  to 
dc  fend.     But,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 

(It  being  rather  hard  to  raise 

Fish  of  that  apteU  now-a-days) 

Some  sprats  have  been,  ny  Y— rm— h's  wish. 

Promoted  Into  silver  Ash. 

And  gudgeons  (so  V— ns— tt— t  told 

The  Beg— 4)  are  as  good  as  guld.** 

TWtfpmay  Pott^Ba^^  p.  137. 


%       **  Ante  fores  stabat  Jovis  Hotpitis  ara. 
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titte  or  prudence  of  some  of  * hese  satires,  there 
exists  no  longer^  I  apprehend,  much  difference 
of  opinion  respecting  the  character  of  the  Royal 
personage  against  whom  they  were  aimed.  Al- 
ready, ir.ieeu,  has  the  stem  verdict  which  the 
Toice  of  History  cannot  hut  pronounce  upon 
him,  been  in  some  degree  anticipated,*  in  a 
iketch  of  the  domestic  events  of  his  reign,  sup- 
posed to  have  proceeded  from  the  pen  of  one 
who  was  himself  an  actor  in  some  of  its  most 
painful  scenes,  and  who,  from  his  professional 
position,  commanded  a  near  insight  into  the 
character  of  that  exalted  individual,  both  as 
husband  and  father.  To  the  same  high  author- 
ity I  most  refer  for  an  account  of  the  myste- 
rious '*  Book,"t  to  which  allusion  is  more  than 
ooce  made  in  the  following  pageu. 

One  of  the  earliest  and  jnost  successful  of  the 
Qomerous  trifles  I  wrote  at  that  period,  was  the 
Parody  on  the  Regent^s  celebrated  Letter,  an- 
,  DOBDcing  to  the  world  that  he  "  had  no  predi- 
!  lections,**  &c.     This  very  opportune  squib  was, 
I  at  first,  circulated  privately  ;   my  friend,  Mr. 
j  Perry,  having  for  some  time  hesitated  to  publish 
it    He  got  some  copies  of  it,  however,  printed 
off  for  me,  which  I  sent  round  to  several  mem- 
bers of  the  Whig  party ;  and,  having  to  meet  a 
i  nomber  of  them  at  dinner  immediately  ailer, 
found  it  no  e.asy  matter  to  keep  my  countenance 
while  they  were  discussing  among  them  the 
merits  of  the  Parody.     One  of  the  party,  I  re- 
collect, having  quoted  to  me  the  following  de- 
scription of  the  state  of  both  King  and  Regent, 
at  that  moment, — 


*  EdialNirfh  Beview,  No.  cxxxv^  Oeorg*  ik*  F^rth  and 
Qtuwu  CkralMc. — **Wben  the  Prince  entered  upon  public 
life  hb  WW  fiwiMi  to  have  exhniuted  the  resources  of  a  career 
ofplaMiw :  to  hftTe  ^tlaed  followers  withoat  making  friends ; 
kitmre meqnlnd  mach  envy  and  some  admiration  among  the 
VBtkinktaf  niiltitade  of  polished  society ;  bat  not  to  com* 
MMmd  la  asy  qnaner  eitber  respect  or  esteem.  *  *  *  The 
{  pnnrait  whieb  we  have  painted  of  him  b  undoubtedly  one 


of  tlw  d  irtcest  shade  and  mmt  repulsive  formJ 

t  "Tnero  to  no  dn«bt  whatever  that  The  Book,  written  by 
Mr.  INwtctal.  and  privately  printed  at  his  himae,  under  Lord 
Eld«4i*s  superlnteodeooeand  hlsown«  was  prepnred  In  concert 
wicb  tbe  KinCt  <^d  was  Intended  to  sound  tiM  alarm  against 
Gkrtton  ntmne  and  the  Whigs.**— fil.  Rniow.  ib. 

t  T^iyniar  P—t'Bmg,  pp.  153,  ISS.  I  avail  myself  of  the 
mtmtiam  hen  of  tUs  bitter  squib,  to  reeant  a  correctioo  which 
I  loo  baallly  mada  in  the  two  following  lines  of  It : — 

*  Aad,  though  stntesmeo  may  glory  in  being  unbought, 
la  aa  aatbor,  we  thlok,  sir.  that's  rather  a  fault.** 

Ktiitliaf  tbat  Pin|ie*s  e  ir  was  satisfied  with  the  sort  of  rhyme 
hm»  vm4,  f  fooltebly  tilwed  (and  spoiled)  the  whole  coup- 
hliaffMndtf  it 


*  A  strait  waistcoat  on  Atm,  and  restrictions  on  sis, 
A  mora  limited  monarchy  enuld  not  well  be,** 

grew  rather  provoked  with  me  for  not  enjoying 
the  fun  of  the  parody  as  much  as  himself. 

While  thus  the  excitement  of  party  feeling 
lent  to  the  political  trifles  contained  in  this 
volume  a  relish  and  pungency  not  their  own, 
an  effect  has  been  attributed  to  two  Sf^uibs, 
wholly  unconnected  with  politics — the  Letters 
from  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Cork,  and  from 
Messrs.  Lackington  and  Co. J — of  which  I 
had  myself  nut  the  slightest  notion  till  I  found 
it  thus  alluded  i  :n  Mr.  Lockhart^s  Life  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  In  speaking  of  the  cr.uses  which 
were  supposed  to  have  contributed  to  the  com- 
parative failure  of  the  Poem  of  "  Rokeby,"  the 
biographer  says,  **  It  is  fair  to  add,  that,  among 
the  London  circles,  at  least,  some  sarcastic 
flings,  in  Mr.  Moore's  Twopenny  Post-Bag, 
must  have  had  an  unfavorable  influence  on 
this  occasion.**^ 

Among  the  translations  that  have  appeared 
on  the  Continent,  of  the  greater  part  of  my 
poetical  works,  there  has  been  no  attempt,  as 
far  as  I  can  learn,  to  give  a  version  of  any  of 
my  satirical  writings. — with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  a  squib  contained  in  this  volume,  en- 
titled *'  Little  Man  and  Little  SouI,"|  of  which 
there  is  a  translation  into  German  verse,  by 
the  late  distinguished  oriental  scholar.  Profes- 
sor Von  Bohlen.^  Though  unskilled,  myself, 
in  German,  I  can  yet  perceive — sufficiently 
to  marvel  at  it — the  dexterity  and  ease  with 
which  the  Old  Ballad  metre  of  the  original  is 

$  "See,  for  instance,**  says  Mr.  Lockhart,  *'  the  EpiaUe  of 
Lady  Cork ;  or  that  of  Messrs.  Lackington,  booksellers,  to 
one  of  their  dandy  authors : — 

***  Should  you  feel  any  touch  of  poetical  glow, 
We*ve  a  scheme  to  suggest : — Mr.  8c — tt,  you  must  know, 
(Who,  we*re  s<xrry  to  say  It,  now  works  for  the  /tow,* ) 
Having  quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  ranown, 
k  coming,  by  long  Quarto  stages,  to  Town  ; 
And  beginning  with  Rokeby  (the  Job*s  sure  to  pay 
Means  to  do  all  the  G«ntlemen*s  Seats  on  the  way. 
Now,  the  scheme  is  (though  none  of  our  hackneys  can  beat 

him) 
To  start  a  (Vesh  Poet  through  Hlghgate  to  mea  him ; 
Who,  by  means  of  quick  proofs^no  revises — long  eoaehot— 
May  do  a  few  villas,  before  Sc— tt  appniaches. 
Indeed,  if  our  Itgaaiu  be  not  curst  shabby, 
He*ll  reach,  without  foundering,  at  least  Wobum  Abliey.*** 

II  Alluding  to  a  speech  delivered  In  the  year  ltf13  by  tbt 
Right  Hon.  Charles  Abbott  (then  Speaker)  against  M^  Grat- 
tan*s  motion  for  a  Committee  on  the  Claims  of  the  Cjfttholks. 

1i  Author  of  *'The  Ancient  Indian.** 

1  PsUnMwttf  aov. 
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adopted  and  managed  in  the  translation.  As 
this  trifle  may  be  considered  curious,  not  only 
in  itself,  but  still  more  as  connected  with  so 
learned  a  name,  I  shall  here  present  it  to  my 
readers,  premising  that  the  same  eminent  Pro- 
fessor has  left  a  version  also  of  one  of  my  very 
early  facetue,  **  The  Rabbinical  Origin  of 
Woman." 

"THERE  WAS  A  LITTLB  MAN." 
( Ttanslated  hp  Prof et tor  von  BokUm.) 

Eb  war  ein  klelner  Mann 

TTnd  der  hatl*n  kleinen  Gelt t 
Und  er  t prech :  kletaer  Gelst  sehn  wir  zn,  so,  so, 

Ob  nns  mOglich  wnhl  wlrd  seyn 

80  ein  kleines  Redelein 
Das  wlr  ha  I  ten.  klelner  icb  and  klelner  do,  do,  do, 

Da«  wlr  haiten,  klelner  Ich  and  klelner  da. 

Und  der  klelne  Gclst,  der  brach 

Aas  deni  Loche  nan  and  tprach  : 
leh  behaupte,  klelner  Mann,  da  bist  keck,  keck,  keck, 

Niinni  nicht  ubel  meine  Zwelfel, 

Aber  sage  mlr.  sum  Toafel, 
Hat  die  kleine  kleine  Red*  einon  zweck,  cweck,  sweck, 

Hat  die  kleine  kleine  Red*  einen  xweck  1 

Der  kielne  Mann  daraaf 

Blless  die  Racken  mftrhtig  aaf; 
Und  er  sprach    klelner  Gelst  sey  gescheat,  acbeut,  schent ; 

Klelner  kh  and  klelnei  da 

Bind  berafen  Ja  daza 
Zn  verdammen  and  bekehron  alle  Leat*,  Leaf,*  Leat\ 

Za  verdaniinen  and  bekehren  alle  Leat*. 

Und  sle  fin|;en  beldo  an 

Der  kleine  Geht  and  kleine  Mann, 
Paokien  ab  Ihre  Rede  so  klein,  kleln,  klein ; 

Und  die  ganse  Welt  (Tir  wahr 

Meint,  das  aafxeblas'ne  Paar 
Moss  ein  wlnzlites  Pfaflelein  nar  seyn.  seyn,  loyn, 

Muss  ein  wlnziges  PUffeleln,  nar  seyn. 

Havmg  thus  brought  together,  as  well  from 
the  r^'^ords  of  others,  as  from  my  own  recol- 
lection, whatever  incidental  lights  could  be 
thrown  from  those  sources,  on  some  of  the 
satirical  elTudions  contained  in.  these  ppges,  I 
shall  now  r«;serve  all  such  reminiscences  and 
notices  as  i  elate  to  the  Irish  Melodies  for  our 
next  volunie. 

It  is  right  my  readers  should  here  be  ap- 
prized, that  the  plan  of  classing  my  poetical 
works  according  to  the  order  of  their  first  pub- 
lication is  pursued  no  further  than  the  Second 
Volumr:  of  this  Collection  ;  and  that,  therefore, 
the  arrangement  of  the  contents  of  the  suc- 
eeediMg  Volumes,  though  not,  in  a  general  way, 
departing  much  from  this  rule,  is  not  to  be  de- 
peiided  upon  as  observing  it. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FOURTH  VOLUME. 

The  recollections  connected,  in  mi 
with  that  early  period  of  my  life,  when 
thought  of  interpreting  in  verse  the  U 
language  of  my  country's  music,  tempt  no 
to  advert  to  those  long-past  days ;  and 
the  risk  of  being  thought  to  indulge  ov 
in  what  Colley  Gibber  calls  "  the  great  | 
of  writing  about  one's  self  all  day,'*  t< 
briefly  some  of  those  impressions  and  ini 
under  which  the  attenipt  to  adapt  w« 
our  ancient  Melodies  was  for  some  tim' 
tated  by  me,  and,  aMast,  undertaken. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  to  the  1 
industry  of  Mr.  Bunting  his  country  is  11 
for  the  preservation  of  her  old  nation: 
During  the  prevalence  of  the  Penal  Cc 
music  of  Ireland  was  made  to  share  in  1 
of  its  people.     Both  were  alike  shut  o 
the  pale  of  civilized  life ;  and  seldom  an 
but  in  the  huts  of  the  proscribed  raci 
the  sweet  voice  of  the  songs  of  other  c 
heard.     Even  of  that  class,  the  itinerait 
ers,  among  whom  for  a  long  period  our 
music  had  been  kept  alive,  there  remaii 
few  to  continue  the  precious  tradition 
great  music-meeting  held  at  Belfast  in  tl 
1792,  at  which  the  two  or  three  still  reo 
of  the  old  race  of  wandering  harpers  ai 
exhibited  the  last  public  effort  nnde 
lovers  of   Irish   music,  to  preserve  t< 
country  the  only  grace  or  ornament  left 
out  of  the  wreck  of  all  her  liberties  and 
Thus  what  the  fierce  legislature  of  th 
had  endeavored  vainly  through  so  man 
turies  to  effect, — the  utter  extinction  • 
land's  Minstrelsy, — the  deadly  pressure 
Penal  Laws  had  nearly,  at  the  close 
eighteenth  century,  accomplished ;  and, 
the  zeal  and  intelligent  research  of  Mr.  Bi 
at  that  crisis,  the  greater  p«irt  of  our  n 
treasures  would  probablv  have  been  lost 
world.    It  was  in  the    /ear    179G   thi 
gentleman  published  his  first  volume ;  ai 
national  spirit  and  hope  then  wakened 
land,  by  the  rapid  spread  of  the  dcmi 
principle  throughout  Europe,  could  iwt  1 
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me  a  most  cordial  reception  for  ftuch  a  work ; 
— flanering  as  it  was  to  the  fond  dreams  of 
Erio's  early  days,  and  containing  in  itseW, 
imieed,  remarkable  testimony  to  the  truth  of  her 
ebiins  to  an  early  date  of  civilization. 

It  was  in  the  year  1797  that,  through  the 
oiedium  of  Mr.  Bunting's  book,  1  was  first  made 
aecjnabted  with  the  beauties  of  our  native  mu- 
nc.    A  young  friend  of  our  family,  Edward 
Hodaos,  the  nephew  of  an  eminent  dentist  of 
that  same,  who  played  with  much  taste  and 
^Uog  on  the  flute,  and,  unluckily  for  himself, 
VIS  bat  too  deeply  warmed  with  the  patriotic 
ardor  then  kindling  around  him,  was  the  first 
wao  made  known  to  me  this  rich  mine  of  our 
eoontry's  melodies ; — a  mine,  from  the  work- 
ioff  tf  which  my  humble  labors  as  a  poet  have 
;  aiiew  then  derived  their  sole  lustre  and  value. 
I     About  the  same  period  I  formed  an  acquaint- 
.  aaee,  which  soon  grew  into  intimacy,  with 
{  joug  Robert  Emmet.     He  was  my  senior,  I 
I  dnak  by  one  class,  in  the  university ;  for  when, 
I  a  the  first  year  of  my  course,  I  became  a  mem- 
,  Ker  of  the  Debating  Society — a  sort  of  nursery 
I  to  the  authorized  Historical  Society — I  found 
-  him  m  fall  repr^ation,  not  only  for  his  learning 
;  and  eloquence,  out  also  for  the  blamelessness  of 
i  his  life,  and  the  grave  suavity  of  his  manners. 
Of  the  political  tone  of  this  minor  school  of 
oratory,  which  was  held  weekly  at  the  rooms  of 
different  r«*8ident  members,  some  notion  may  be 
formed  from  the  nature  of  the  questions  pro- 
posed for  discussion, — one  of  which  I  recollect, 
was,  *'  WTiether  an  Aristocracy  or  a  Democracy 
ismvtft  favorable  to  the  advancement  of  science 
and  literature  V  while  another,  bearing  even 
more  pointedly  on  the  ..jlative  position  of  the 
government  and  the  people,  at  this  crisis,  was 
this  significantly  propounded  : — "  Whether  a 
soldier  was  bound,  on  all  occasions,  to  obey  the 
orden  of  his  commanding  officer  V*     On  the 
finiDer  of  these  questions,  the  effect  of  Emmet^s 
ckiqoence  upon  his  young  auditors  was,  I  recol- 
feet,  most  striking.     The  prohibition  against 
tDQching  upon  modem  politics,  which  it  was 
subsequently  found  necessary  to  enforce,  had 
MC  3ret  been  introduced ;  and  Emmet,  who  took 
of  course  ardently  the  side  of  democracy  in  the 
debate,  after  a  brief  review  of  the  republics  of 
vtiqiiity,  showing  how  much  they  had  all  done 
ftv  the  advaocement  of  science  and  the  arts, 
proceeded,  lastly,  to  the  grand  and  perilous  ex- 


ample, then  passing  before  all  eyes,  the  young 
Republic  of  France.  Referring  to  the  circum- 
stance told  of  Caesar,  that,  in  swimming  across 
the  Rubicon,  he  contrived  to  carry  with  him 
his  Commentaries  and  his  sword,  the  young 
orator  said,  **  Thus  France  wades  through  a  sea 
of  storm  and  blood  ;  but  while,  in  one  hand,  she 
wields  the  sword  against  her  agg^'cssors,  with 
the  other  she  upholds  the  glories  of  science  and 
literature  unsullied  by  the  ensanguined  tide 
through  which  she  struggles.*'  In  another  of 
his  remarkable  speeches,  I  remember  his  saying, 
"  When  a  people,  advancing  rapidly  in  know- 
ledge and  power,  perceive  at  last  how  far  their 
government  is  lagging  behind  them,  what  then, 
I  ask,  is  to  be  done  in  such  a  case  ?  What,  but 
to  pull  the  government  up  to  the  people  ?** 

In  a  few  months  after,  both  Emmet  and  my- 
self were  admitted  members  of  the  greater  and 
recognised  institution,  called  the  Historical  So- 
ciety ;  and,  even  here,  the  political  feeling  so  rife 
abroad  contrived  to  mix  up  its  restless  spirit 
with  all  our  debates  and  proceedings ;  notwith- 
standing the  constant  watchfulness  of  the  col- 
lege authorities,  as  well  as  of  a  strong  party 
within  the  Society  itself,  devoted  adherents  to 
the  policy  of  the  government,  and  taking  inva- 
riably part  with  the  Provost  and  Fellows  in  all 
their  restrictive  and  inquisitorial  measures.  The 
most  distinguished  and  eloquent  of  these  support- 
ers of  power  were  a  young  man  named  Sargent, 
of  whose  fate  in  after-days  1  know  nothing,  and 
Jebb,  the  late  Bishop  of  Limerick,  who  was 
then,  as  he  continued  to  be  through  life,  much 
respected  for  his  private  worth  and  learning. 

Of  the  popular  side,  in  the  Society,  the  chief 
champion  and  ornament  was  Robert  Emmet ; 
and  though  every  care  was  taken  to  exclude 
from  the  subjects  of  debate  all  questions  verg- 
ing towards  the  politics  of  the  day,  it  was  always 
easy  enough,  by  a  side-wind  of  digression  or  al 
lusion,  to  bring  Ireland,  and  the  prospects  then 
opening  upon  her,  within  the  scope  of  the  orator's 
view.  So  exciting  and  powerful,  in  this  respect, 
were  Emmet's  speeches,  and  so  little  were  even 
the  most  eloquent  of  the  adverse  party  able  to 
cope  with  his  powers,  that  it  was  at  length 
thought  advisable,  by  the  higher  authorities,  to 
send  among  us  a  man  of  more  advanced  stand- 
ing, as  well  as  belonging  to  a  former  race  of  re- 
nowned speakers,  in  that  Society,  in  order  that 
he  might  answer  the  speeches  of  Elinmet,  and 
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endeavor  to  obviate  the  mischievous  impres- 
sion they  were  thought  to  produce.  The  name 
of  this  mature  champion  of  the  higher  powers 
it  is  not  necessary  here  to  record ;  but  the 
object  of  his  mission  among  ns  was  in  some 
respect  gained  ;  as  it  was  in  replying  to  a  long 
oration  of  his,  one  night,  that  Emmet,  much  to 
the  mortification  of  us  who  gloried  in  him  as 
our  leader,  became  suddenly  embarrassed  in 
the  middle  of  his  speech,  and,  to  use  the  par- 
liamentary phrase,  broke  down.  Whether  from 
a  momentary  confusion  in  the  thread  of  his 
argument,  or  possibly  from  diffidence  in  en- 
countering an  adversary  so  much  his  senior, — 
for  Emmet  was  as  modest  as  he  was  high- 
minded  and  brave, — he  began,  in  the  full  ca- 
reer of  his  eloquence,  to  hesitate  and  repeat 
his  words,  and  then,  after  an  effort  or  two  to 
recover  himself,  sat  down. 

It  fell  to  my  own  lot  to  be  engaged,  about 
the  same  time,  in  a  brisk  struggle  with  the 
dominant  party  in  the  Society,  in  consequence 
of  a  burlesque  poem  which  I  gave  in  as  candi- 
date for  the  Literary  Medal,  entitled  "  An  Ode 
upon  Nothing,  with  Notes,  by  Trismegistus 
Rustifustius,  D.D.,^'  &c.  &c.  For  this  squib 
against  the  great  Dons  of  learning,  the  medal 
was  voted  to  me  by  a  triumphant  majority. 
But  a  motion  was  made  in  the  following  week 
to  rescind  this  vote ;  and  a  fierce  contest  be- 
tween the  two  parties  ensued,  which  I  at  last 
put  an  end  to  by  voluntarily  withdrawing  my 
composition  from  the  Society*s  Book. 

I  have  already  adverted  to  the  period  when 
Mr.  Bunting's  valuable  volume  first  became 
known  to  me.  There  elapsed  no  very  long  time 
before  I  was  Tnyself  the  happy  proprietor  of  a 
copy  of  the  work,  and,  though  never  regularly 
instructed  in  music,  could  play  over  the  airs 
with  tolerable  facility  on  the  piano-forte.  Rob- 
ert Emmet  used  sometimes  to  sit  by  mo,  when 
I  was  thus  engaged  ;  and  I  remember  one  day 
hih  starting  up  as  from  a  revery,  when  I  had 
jist  finished  playing  that  spirited  tune  called 
the  Red  Fox,*  and  exclaiming,  **  Oh  that  I 
were  at  the  head  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
marching  to  that  air !" 

How  little  did  I  then  think  that  in  one  of  the 
most  touching  of  the  sweet  airs  I  used  to  play 


uBl  ISrln  remember  the  days  of  old.** 
**  Ob  Breathe  not  hit  name.* 


to  him,  his  own  dying  words  would  find 
terpreter  so  worthy  of  their  sad,  but  proud 
feeling  ;t   or  that  another  of  those  mournfnl    i 
straiiist  ^"^uld  long  be  associated,  in  the  hearts    i 
of  his  countrymen,  with  the  memory  of  hei^ 
who  shared  with  Ireland  his  last  blessing  and 
prayer. 

Though  fully  alive,  of  course,  to  the  feelings 
which  such  music  could  not  but  inspire,  I  had 
not  yet  undertaken  the  task  of  adapting  words 
to  any  of  the  airs  ;  and  it  was,  I  am  ashamed 
to  say,  in  dull  and  turgid  prose,  tnat  I  made 
my  first  appearance  in  print  as  a  champion  of 
the  popular  cause.  Towards  the  latter  end  of 
the  year  1797,  the  celebrated  newspaper  called 
"  The  Press"  was  set  up  by  Arthur  O'Connor, 
Thomas  Addis  Emmet,  and  other  chiefs  of  the 
United  Irish  conspiracy,  with  the  view  of  pre- 
paring and  ripening  the  public  mind  for  the  great 
crisis  then  fast  approaching.  This  memorable 
journal,  according  to  the  impression  I  at  present 
retain  of  it,  was  far  more  distinguished  for 
earnestness  of  purpose  and  intrepidity,  than  for 
any  great  display  of  literary  talent ; — the  bold 
letters  written  by  Emmet,  (the  elder,)  under 
the  signature  of  *'  Montanus,'  being  the  only 
compositions  I  can  now  call  to  mind  as  entitled 
to  praise  for  their  literary  merit.  It  required, 
however,  but  a  small  sprinkling  of  talent  to 
make  bold  writing,  at  that  time,  palatable ;  and, 
from  the  experience  of  my  own  home,  I  can 
answer  for  the  avidity  with  which  every  line  of 
this  daring  journal  was  devoured.  It  used  to 
come  out,  I  think,  twice  a  week,  and,  on  the 
evening  of  publication,  I  always  read  it  aloud 
to  our  small  circle  aflcr  supper. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  that,  what  with 
my  ardor  for  the  national  cause,  and  a  growing 
consciousness  of  some  little  turn  for  author- 
ship, I  was  naturally  eager  to  become  a  con- 
tributor to  those  patriotic  and  popular  columns. 
But  the  constant  anxiety  about  me  which  I 
knew  my  own  family  felt, — a  feeling  far  more 
wakeful  than  even  their  zeal  in  the  public 
cause. — withheld  me  from  hazarding  any  step 
that  might  cause  them  alarm.  I  had  ventured, 
indeed,  one  evening,  to  pop  privately  into  the 
letter-box  of  The  Press,  a  short  Fragment  in 
imitation  of  Ossiun.    But  this,  though  inserted^ 


t  "  l*he  \n  ftir  fVoin  the  land  wnert  aer  yonog  neiu 
%  MlM  Cuffan. 
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pined  off  quietly;  and  nobody  was,  in  any 
tense  of  the  phrase,  the  wiser  for  it.  I  was 
•oon  tempted,  however,  to  try  a  more  daring 
fight.  Without  communicating  my  secret  to 
lay  one  but  Edward  Hudson,  I  addressed  a 
long  Letter,  in  prose,  tothe*****of****, 
b  which  a  profusion  of  bad  flowers  of  rheto- 
ric was  enwreathed  plentifully  with  that  weed 
which  Shakspeare  calls  "  the  cockle  of  rebel- 
lioOf"  and,  in  the  same  manner  as  before,  com- 
mitted it  tremblingly  to  the  chances  of  the 
letter4)oz.  I  hardly  expected  my  prose  would 
be  bonoreo  with  insertion,  when,  lo,  on  the 
next  eTening  of  publication,  when,  seated  as 
osual  in  my  little  corner  by  the  fire,  I  unfolded 
the  paper  for  the  purpose  of  reading  it  to  my 
Keiect  auditory,  there  was  my  own  Letter 
staring  me  full  in  the  face,  being  honored 
with  so  conspicuous  a  place  as  to  be  one  of 
the  first  articles  ray  audience  would  expect  to 
hear.  Assuming  an  outward  appearance  of 
ease,  while  erery  nerve  within  me  was  trem- 
bling, I  contrived  to  accomplish  the  reading  of 
the  Letter  without  raising  in  either  of  my 
auditors  a  suspicion  that  it  was  my  own.  I 
enjoyed  the  pleasure,  too,  of  hearing  it  a  good 
deal  praised  by  them ;  and  might  have  been 
tem]>ted  by  this  welcome  tribute  to  acknowledge 
myself  the  author,  had  I  not  found  that  the 
huiguage  and  sentiments  of  the  article  were 
considered  by  b^t'-  to  be  "very  bold.''* 

I  was  not  destined,  however,  to  remain  long 
indetected.  On  the  following  day,  Edward 
Hadson,t — the  only  one,  as  I  have  said,  in- 
trusted with  my  secret,  called  to  pay  us  a 
morning  visit,  and  had  not  been  long  in  the 
room,  conversing  with  my  mother,  when  look- 
ing significantly  at  me,  he  said,  "  Well,  you 

saw ^    Here  he  stopped  ;  but  the  mother's 

eye  bad  followed  his,  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 
Dtog,  to  mine,  and  at  once  she  perceived  the 
whole  truth.  "  That  Letter  was  yours,  then  1" 
she  asked  of  me  eagerly ;  and,  without  hesitation, 
of  course,  I  acknowledged  the  fact;  when  in  the 
most  earnest  manner  she  entreated  of  me  never 

*  Fo  tboDf  he  Klto  higher  anthoiitles ;  for  among  the  ex- 
fimn  The  Press  brongbt  forward  by  the  Secret  Com- 
oT  the  HoQse  of  Commons,  to  show  how  formidable 
Che  designs  of  the  United  Irishmen,  there  are  two 
pafNgniphs  cited  (torn  this  redoabtable  Letter, 
t  Of  the  deiMh  aod  extent  to  which  Hudson  had  involved 
to  th#  euospiracjr,  mme  of  our  fiunily  had  harbored 
;  liU,  oa  th0  utimn  of  the  tbirleea  Lelnster 


again  to  have  any  connection  with  that  paper ; 
and,  as  every  wish  of  hers  was  to  me  law,  I 
readily  pledged  the  solemn  promise  she  re- 
quired. 

Though  well  aware  how  easily  a  sneer  may 
be  raised  at  the  simple  details  of  this  domestic 
scene,  I  have  yet  ventured  to  put  it  on  record, 
as  affording  an  instance  of  the  gentle  and  wo- 
manly watchfulness, — the  Providence,  as  it 
may  be  called,  of  the  little  world  of  home, — ^by 
which,  although  placed  almost  in  the  very  cur- 
rent of  so  headlong  a  movement,  and  living 
familiarly  with  some  of  the  most  daring  of  those 
who  propelled  it,  I  yet  was  guarded  from  any 
participation  in  their  secret  oaths,  counsels,  or 
plans,  and  thus  escaped  all  share  in  that  wild 
struggle  to  which  so  many  far  better  men  than 
myself  fell  victims. 

In  the  mean  while,  this  great  conspiracy  was 
hastening  on,  with  fearful  precipitancy,  to  its 
outbreak ;  and  vague  and  shapeless  as  are  now 
known  to  have  been  the  views,  even  of  those 
who  were  engaged  practically  in  the  plot,  it 
is  not  any  wonder  that  to  the  young  and  un- 
initiated like  myself  it  should  have  opened 
prospects  partaking  far  more  of  the  wild 
dreams  of  poesy  than  of  the  plain  and  honest 
prose  of  real  life.  But  a  crisis  was  then  fast 
approaching,  when  such  self-delusions  could  no 
longer  be  indulged ;  and  when  the  mystery 
which  had  hitherto  hung  over  the  plans  of  the 
conspirators  was  to  be  rent  asunder  by  the 
stern  hand  of  power. 

Of  the  horrors  that  fore-ran  and  followed  the 
frightful  explosion  of  the  year  1798,  I  have 
neither  inclination  nor,  luckily,  occasion  to 
speak.  But  among  those  introductory  scenes, 
which  had  somewhat  prepared  the  public  mind 
for  such  a  catastrophe,  there  was  one,  of  a 
painful  description,  which,  as  having  been  my- 
self an  actor  in  it,  I  may  be  allowed  briefly  to 
notice. 

It  was  not  many  weeks,  I  think,  before  this 
crisis,  that,  owing  to  information  gained  by  the 
college  authorities  of  the  rapid  spread,  among 

delegates,  at  OIlTer  Bond's,  In  the  month  of  March,  1798,  we 
found,  to  our  astonishment  and  sorrow,  that  he  was  one  of 
the  ivimber. 

To  those  unread  in  the  painfVil  history  of  this  period,  it  Is 
right  to  nnention  that  almont  all  the  leaders  of  the  United 
Irish  conspiracy  were  Protestants.  Among  those  coropnnioos 
of  my  own  alluded  to  in  these  pages,  I  scarcely  remember  a 
single  OathoUc 
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the  students,  not  only  of  the  principles  but  the 
organization  of  the  Irish  Union,*  a  solemn 
Visitation  was  held  by  Lord  Clare,  the  vice- 
chancellor  of  the  University,  with  the  view  of 
inquiring  into  the  extent  of  this  branch  of  the 
plot,  and  dealing  summarily  with  those  engaged 
in  it. 

Imperious  and  harsh  as  then  seemed  the 
policy  of  thus  setting  up  a  sort  of  inquisitorial 
tribunal,  armed  with  the  power  of  examining 
witnesses  on  oath,  and  in  a  place  devoted  to  the 
instruction  of  youth,  I  cannot  but  confess  that 
the  facts  which  came  out  in  the  course  of  the 
evidence  went  far  towards  justifying  even  this 
arbitrary  proceeding ;  and  to  the  many  who, 
like  myself,  were  acquainted  only  '«vith  the 
general  views  of  the  Union  leaders,  without 
even  knowing,  except  from  conjecture,  who 
those  leaders  were,  or  what  their  plans  or  objects, 
it  was  most  startling  to  hear  the  disclosures 
which  every  succeeding  witness  brought  forth. 
There  were  a  few, — and  among  that  number 
poor  Robert  Einmet,  John  Brown,  and  the 
two  ♦•••••  s,t  whose  total  absence  from 
the  whole  scene,  as  well  as  the  dead  silence 
that,  day  after  day,  followed  the  calling  out  of 
their  names,  proclaimed  how  deep  had  been 
their  share  in  the  unlawful  proceedings  inquired 
into  by  this  tribunal. 

But  there  was  one  young  friend  of  mine, 
••••••*,  whose  appearance   among    the 

suspected  and  examined  as  much  surprised  as 
it  deeply  and  painfully  interested  me.  He  and 
Emmet  had  long  been  intimate  and  attached 
friends ; — their  congenial  fondness  for  mathe- 
matical studies  having  been,  I  think,  a  far  more 
binding  sympathy  between  them  than  any  ari- 
sing out  of  their  political  opinions.  From  his 
being  called  up,  however,  on  this  day,  when,  as 
it  appeared  allerwards,  all  the  most  important 
evidence  was  brought  forward,  there  could  be 
little  doubt  that,  in  addition  to  his  intimacy 
with  Emmet,  the  college  authorities  must  have 
possessed  some  information  which  led  them  to 
suspect  him  of  being  an  accomplice  in  the  con- 


*  In  tbe  Report  from  the  Secret  Committee  of  the  Irish 
HoQse  of  Lords.  thU  extension  of  the  plot  to  the  College  is 
noticed  m  ^'a  doHpenite  project  of  the  same  faction  to  corrupt 
the  yoQth  of  tbe  eonntry  by  intrndnewg  their  orfanlzed  sys- 
tem of  ireaaon  into  tbe  University.** 

t  Ore  of  these  brothers  has  long  been  a  genera)  in  the 
French  army ;  having  taken  a  pan  in  all  those  great  enter- 


spiracy.  In  the  course  of  his  examim 
some  questions  were  put  to  him  whic 
refused  to  answer, — ^most  probably  from 
tendency  to  involve  or  inculpate  others; 
he  was  accordingly  dismissed,  with  the  ni 
choly  certainty  that  his  future  prospects  i 
were  blasted ;  it  being  already  kno^^Ti  thf 
punishment  for  such  contumacy  was  not  m 
expulsion  from  the  University,  but  also  e 
sion  from  all  the  learned  professions. 

The  proceedings,  indeed,  of  this  wholi 
had  been  such  as  to  send  me  to  my  home  i 
evening  with  no  very  agreeable  feeling 
prospects.  I  had  heard  evidence  given  a 
ing  even  the  lives  of  some  of  those  friends  y 
I  had  long  regarded  with  admiration  as  w 
affection ;  and  what  was  still  worse  than 
their  danger, — a  danger  ennobled,  I  the 
by  the  cause  in  which  they  suffered, — wa 
shameful  spectacle  exhibited  by  those  wh« 
appeared  in  evidence  against  them.  Of 
witnesses,  the  greater  number  had  been  1 
selves  involved  in  the  plot,  and  now  «m* 
ward  either  as  voluntary  informers,  or 
were  driven  by  the  fear  of  the  consequent 
refusal  to  secure  their  own  safety  at  tht 
pense  of  companions  and  friends. 

I  well  remember  the  gloom,  so  unusual 
hung  over  our  family  circle  on  that  evenin 
talking  together  of  the  events  of  the  day,  w 
cussed  the  likelihood  of  my  being  among 
who  would  be  called  up  for  examination  o 
morrow.     The  deliberate  conclusion  to  i 
my  dear  honest  advisers  came,  was  that, 
whelming  as  the  consequences  wereJto  all 
plans  and  hopes  for  me,  yet,  to  the  quet 
leading  to  criminate  others,  which  had 
put  to  almost  all  examined  on  that  day 
which   poor   •••••••   alone   had   re 

to  answer,  I  must,  in  the  same  manner,  a 
all  risks,  return  a  similar  refusal.  I  an 
quite  certain  whether  I  received  any  intim: 
on  the  following  morning,  that  I  was  to  b 
of  those  examined  in  the  course  of  the 
but  I  rather  think  some  such  notice  had 


prises  of  Nspoleon  which  have  now  liecome  matter  ofl 
Shnnld  these  iwges  meet  the  eye  of  General  ♦••••' 
will  call  to  his  mind  the  days  we  passed  together  h 
mandy,  a  few  summers  since ;— more  especially  ova 
sion  to  Bayenx,  when,  as  we  talked  on  the  way  of  old  < 
times  and  friend^  all  the  eventfhl  and  stormy  scenes '. 
passed  throogh  since  seemed  quite  forgotten. 
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eoBfeyed  to  me  v*~flnd,  at  last,  my  awful  turn 
came,  and  I  stood  in  presence  of  the  formida- 
Ue  tribanal.  There  sat,  with  severe  look,  the 
TJee-chancellor,  and,  by  his  side,  the  memora- 
ble Doctor  Duigenan, — memorable  for  his  eter- 
iil  pamphlets  against  the  Catholics. 

The  oath  was  proffered  to  me.  "  I  have  an 
•bjeetioo,  my  Lord,"  said  I,  "  to  taking  this 
eath."  "What  is  your  objection  1"  he  asked 
iternlj.  **  I  have  no  fears,  my  Lord,  that  any 
thing  I  might  say  would  criminate  myself;  but 
it  might  tend  to  involve  others,  and  I  despise 
the  cliancter  of  the  person  who  could  be  led, 
loderany  such  circumstances,  to  inform  against 
hn  associates.*'  This  was  aimed  at  some  of  the 
revelations  of  the  preceding  day ;  and,  as  I 
learned  afterwards,  was  so  understood.  "  How 
eld  are  yon,  Sir !"  he  then  asked.  "  Between 
■erenteen  and  eighteen,  my  Lord.*'  He  then 
toned  to  his  assessor,  Duigenan,  and  exchanged 
a  few  words  with  him,  in  an  under  tone  of 
voice.  "  We  cannot,"  he  resumed,  again  ad- 
dressing me,  "  suffer  any  one  to  remain  in  our 
University  who  refuses  to  take  this  oath." 
"  I  shall,  then,  my  Lord,"  I  replied,  "  take  the 
I  oath, — still  reserving  to  myself  the  power  of 
refusing  to  answer  any  such  questions  as  I  have 
just  described."  "  We  do  not  sit  here  to  argue 
withyoK,  Sir,"  he  rejoined  sharply  ;  upon  which 
1  took  the  oath,  and  seated  myself  in  the  wit- 
nesses' chair. 

The  following  are  the  questions  and  answers 
that  then  ensued.  After  adverting  to  the 
proved  existence  of  United  Irish  Societies  in 
the  University,  he  asked,  "  Have  you  ever 
beloBged  to  any  of  these  societies  V  "  No, 
my  Lord."  "  Have  you  ever  knov/n  of  any 
of  the  proceedings  that  took  place  in  them  1" 
•*  Soy  my  Ijord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a 
propoaaJ  at  any  of  their  meetings,  for  the  pur- 
eliase  of  arms  and  ammunition  1"     ''Never, 


mOm 


h^d  been  twoqaeslions  put  to  all  thone  examined 

first  d«y.— ^  Were  you  ever  asked  to  J«ln  any  of  these 

t^-Huid  -  By  whom  were  you  asked  1**— which  I 

kave  Tefb«ed  to  answer,  and  moDt,  of  course,  have 

the  enttseqAences. 

tbe  enrrectnem  of  the  above  report  of  this  short  ex- 

I  can  pretryeonfldentially  answer.  It  may  amuse, 

■ly  readers. — as  showlnK  the  manner  in  which 

OMke  the  nwwt  of  small  fncts,— to  see  an  extract 

•JMHberaccigintof  this  affair,  published  not  many 

tj  R0  dd  and  t«Mtlous  (Hend  of  our  (Kmily.  After 

whth  tftlenbl^  correctness  one  or  two  of  my  answers, 

thus  pmeeeds :— **  Upon  this.  Lord  Clare  repeated 

and  yooBf  Moore  made  such  an  appeal,  as 


my  Lord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  propo- 
sition made,  in  one  of  these  societies,  with 
respect  to  the  expediency  of  assassination  1*^ 
"  Oh  no,  my  Lord."  He  then  turned  again  to 
Duigenan,  and,  afler  a  few  words  with  him, 
said  to  me  : — "  When  such  are  the  ansu'ers  yon 
are  able  to  give,*  pray  what  was  the  cause  of 
your  great  repugnance  to  taking  the  oathi" 
"  I  have  already  told  your  Lordship  my  chief 
reason  ;  in  addition  to  which,  it  was  the  first 
oath  I  ever  took,  and  the  hesitation  was,  I  think, 
natural."! 

I  was  now  dismissed  without  any  further 
questioning  ;  and,  however  trying  had  been  this 
short  operation,  was  amply  repaid  for  it  by  the 
kind  zeal  with  which  my  young  friends  and 
companions  flocked  to  congratulate  me ; — not 
so  much,  I  was  inclined  to  hope,  on  my  acquittal 
by  the  court,  as  on  the  manner  in  which  I  had 
acquitted  mi/self.  Of  my  reception,  on  return- 
ing home,  after  the  fears  entertained  of  so  very 
diflferent  a  result,  I  will  not  attempt  any  de- 
scription ; — it  was  all  that  such  a  home  alone 
could  furnish. 

I  have  continued  thus  down  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  warning  outbreak  of  1798,  the 
slight  sketch  of  my  early  days  which  I  ven- 
tured to  commence  in  the  First  Volume  of  this 
Collection  :  nor  could  I  have  furnished  the 
Irish  Melodies  with  any  more  pregnant  illus- 
tration, as  it  was  in  those  times,  and  among  the 
events  then  stirring,  that  the  feeling  which 
afterwards  found  a  voice  in  my  country's  music, 
was  born  and  nurtured. 

1  shall  now  string  together  such  detached 
notices  and  memoranda  respecting  this  work, 
as  1  think  may  be  likely  to  interest  my  readers. 

Of  the  few  songs  written  with  a  concealed 
political  feeling, — such  as  **  When  he  who 
adores  thee,"  and  one  or  two  more, — the  most 
successful,  in  its  day,  was  "  When  first  I  met 

cnnsed  his  lordship  to  relax,  austere  and  rigid  as  he  was. 
The  words  I  cannot  exactly  remember;  the  substance  was 
as  follows: — that  he  entered  colle^  to  receive  the  education 
of  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman ;  that  he  knew  not  how  to 
compromise  these  characters  by  Informing  against  hi:i  col- 
lege cumpnnlons ;  that  hU  own  speeches  in  the  debating 
society  had  l)cen  111  construed,  when  the  worst  that  could  be 
said  of  them  was,  if  truth  had  been  spoken,  that  they  were 
patriotic  ....  that  he  was  aware  of  the  high-minded  no- 
bleman he  had  the  honor  of  appealing  to,  and  If  his  lord- 
ship could  for  a  moment  condescend  to  step  from  his  high 
station  and  place  himself  In  his  situation,  then  a„v  how  he 
would  act  under  ruch  circumstances,  it  would  ok:  :.is  gui- 
dance/*— Hbkbebt**  Jruk  VariHUt.    London,  IBJb 
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thee  warm  and  young,^*  which  alluded,  in  its 
hidden  sense,  to  the  Prince  Regent^s  desertion 
of  his  political  friends.  It  was  little  less,  I 
own,  than  profanation  to  disturb  the  sentiment 
of  so  beautiful  an  air  by  any  connection  with 
such  a  subject.  The  great  success  of  this  song, 
soon  aAer  I  wrote  it,  among  a  large  party  stay- 
ing at  Chatsworth,  is  thus  alluded  to  in  one  of 
Lord  Byron's  letters  to  me : — "  I  have  heard 
from  London  that  you  have  lefl  Chatsworth 

and  all  there  full  of  *  entusymusy' 

and,  in  particular,  that  *  When  first  I  met  thee' 
has  been  quite  overwhelming  in  its  effect.  I 
told  you  it  was  one  of  the  best  things  you  ever 
wrote,  though  that  dog  •  •  •  •  wanted  you  to 
omit  part  of  it." 

It  has  been  sometimes  supposed  that  ^*  Oh, 
breathe  not  his  name,'*  was  meant  to  allude  to 
Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  :  but  this  is  a  mistake ; 
the  song  having  been  suggested  by  the  well- 
known  passage  in  Robert  Emmet's  dying 
speech,  "  Let  no  man  write  my  epitaph  .... 
let  my  tomb  remain  uninscribed,  till  other  times 
and  other  men  shall  learn  to  do  justice  to  my 
memory." 

The  feeble  attempt  to  commemorate  the 
glory  of  our  great  Duke — "When  History's 
Muse,"  &c. — is  in  so  far  remarkable,  that  it 
made  up  amply  for  its  want  of  poetical  spirit, 
by  an  outpouring,  rarely  granted  to  bards  in 
these  days,  of  the  spirit  of  prophecy.  It  was 
in  the  year  1815  that  the  following  lines  first 
made  their  appearance : — 

And  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining;, 
The  grandest,  the  purest,  ev*n  tk^u  hast  yet  known ; 

Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  unchaining, 
F^r  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy  own. 

At  the  foot  of  that  throne,  for  whose  weal  thou  hast  stood, 
Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fiime,  tec. 

AboQt  fourteen  years  after  these  lines  were 
written,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  recommended 
to  the  throne  the  great  measure  of  Catholic 
Emancipation. 

The  fancy  of  the  "  Origin  of  the  Irish  Harp," 
was  (as  I  have  elsewhere  acknowledged*) 
sug6:ested,  by  a  drawing  made  under  pecu- 
liarly painful  circumstances,  by  the  friend  so 

*  "When,  in  consequence  of  the  cooipactentered  into  be- 
tween government  and  the  chief  leaders  of  the  conspiracy, 
the  Suite  Prisoners,  before  proeeedioK  Into  exile,  were  allowed 
to  see  iheir  (Hends.  I  paid  a  visit  to  Uenry  Hudson,  In  thejail 
of  Kilmninhnm,  whore  he  had  then  lain  Immured  for  four  or 
five  months,  hearing  of  (Hand  after  fHend  being  led  out  to 
death,  and  expectlnc  every  »«ek  hit  owa  tun  to  come.    I 


often  mentioned  in  this  sketch,  Edward  Hod* 
son. 

In  connection  with  another  of  these  match* 
less  airs, — one  that  defies  all  poetry  to  do  it  jus- 
tice,— I  find  the  following  singular  and  touching 
statement  in  an  article  of  the  Quarterly  Review. 
Speaking  of  a  young  and  promising  poetess, 
Lucretia  Davidson,  who  died  very  early  from 
nervous  excitement,  the  Reviewer  says,  **  She 
was  particularly  sensitive  to  music.  There  was 
one  song  (it  was  Moore's  Farewell  to  his  Harp) 
to  which  she  took  a  special  fancy.  She  wished 
to  hear  it  only  at  twilight, — thus  (with  that 
same  perilous  love  of  excitement  which  made 
her  place  the  iEolian  harp  in  the  window  when 
she  was  composing)  seeking  to  increase  the 
efiTect  which  the  song  produced  upon  a  nervous 
system,  already  diseasedly  susceptible ;  for  i  is 
said  that,  whenever  she  heard  this  song,  she  j 
became  cold,  pale,  and  almost  ^ainting ;  yet  it  • 
was  her  favorite  of  all  songs,  and  gave  occa- 
sion to  those  verses  addressed  in  her  fifteenth 
year  to  her  sister."! 

With  the  Melody  entitled  "  Love,  Valor,  and 
Wit,"  an  incident  is  connected,  which  awaken- 
ed feelings  in  me  of  proud,  but  sad  pleasure — 
as  showing  that  my  songs  had  reached  the 
hearts  of  some  of  the  descendants  of  those 
great  Irish  families,  who  found  themselves 
forced,  in  the  dark  days  of  persecution,  to  seek 
in  other  lands  a  refuge  from  the  shame  and 
ruin  of  their  own ; — those,  whose  story  I  have 
thus  associated  with  one  of  their  country's 
most  characteristic  airs : — 

Ye  Blakes  and  0*DonnelU,  whose  fathers  n»lgQ*d 
The  green  hills  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to  find 
That  repose  which  at  home  they  had  slgh*d  for  In  vain. 

From  a  foreign  lady,  of  this  ancient  extraction, 
— whose  names,  could  I  venture  to  mention 
them,  would  lend  to  the  incident  an  additional 
Irish  charm, — I  received,  about  two  years  since, 
through  the  hands  of  a  gentleman  to  whom  it  had 
been  intrusted,  a  large  portfolio,  adorned  inside 
with  a  beautiftil  drawing,  representing  Love, 
Wit,  and  Valor,  as  described  in  .the  song.  In 
the  border  that  surrounds  the  drawing  are  intro- 

found  that  to  amuse  his  solitude  he  had  made  a  large  dian^- 
Ing  with  charcoal  on  the  wall  of  his  prison,  represeaUaythat 
fancied  origin  of  the  Irish  Harp  which,  some  yean  after,  I 
adopted  as  the  subject  of  one  of  the  *  Melodies.*  — Z^^e  i 
DeaiA  #/  Lord  Edward  FHy^traUU  vol.  L 
t  Quarteriy  Review,  voL  zU.  p.  894. 
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doeed  the  fitvorite  emblems  of  Erin,  the  harp, 
the  shamrock^  the  mitred  head  of  St.  Patrick, 
together  with  scrolls  containing  each,  inscribed 
m  letters  of  gold,  tHe  name  of  some  favorite 
Ddody  of  the  fair  artist. 

This  present  was  accompanied  by  the  fol- 
lowing letter  from  the  lady  herself;  and  her 
Irish  race,  I  fear,  is  but  too  discernible  in  the 
generous  indiscretion  with  which,  in  this  in- 
stance, she  allows  praise  so  much  to  outstrip 
desert: — 


'*Lt95  Ji*At,  1836. 

**  MoiiMear, 

**  Si  les  pontes  n'6toient  en  quelque 
sorts  ime  propri6t6  intellectuelle  dont  chacun 
pread  sa  part  k  raison  de  la  puissance  quails 
exereent,  je  ne  saurois  en  Y^rit^  comment  faire 
poor  jnstifier  mon  courage !— K;ar  il  en  falloit 
beancoop  pour  avoir  ose  consacrer  mon  pauvre 
talent  d^amateur  k  tos  delicieuses  poesies,  et 
plus  encore  pour  en  renvoyer  le  p^le  reflet  k 
soil  veritable  auteur. 

**  Pesp^re  toutefois  que  ma  sympathie  pour 
rirlande  vons  fera  juger  ma  foible  production 
avec  eette  henreuse  partialite  qui  impose  si- 
leoee  k  la  critique  :  car,  si  je  n^appartiena  pas 
k  rUe  Verte  par  ma  naissance,  ni  mes  relations, 
je  pnis  dire  que  je  m'y  int^resse  avec  un  cceur 
Iriandais,  et  que  j^ai  conserv6  plus  que  le  nom 
de  mes  pdres.  Cela  seul  me  fait  esperer  que 
mes  petits  voyageurs  ne  subiront  pas  le  triste 
novieiat  des  etrangers.  Puissent-ils  remplir 
leor  mission  sur  le  sol  natal,  en  agissant  con- 
jotntemeat  et  toujours  pour  la  cause  Irlandaise, 
et  amener  enfin  une  ^re  nouvelle  pour  cette 
heroiqae  et  malheureuse  nation : — ^le  moyen 
de  vainere  de  tels  adversaires  s^ils  ne  font 

**  YoQS  dirai-je.  Monsieur,  les  doux  moments 
^oe  Je  dois  k  vos  ouvrages  ?  ce  scroit  rep6ter 
ue  fois  de  plus  ce  que  voua  entendez  tous  les 
joars  et  de  tous  les  coins  de  la  terre.  Aussi 
j^  garde  de  vous  ravir  un  tems  trop  pr^cieux 
par  Techo  de  ces  vieilles  Veritas. 

^  Si  jamais  mon  6toiIe  me  conduit  en  Irlande, 
J6  ne  m*y  croirai  pas  ^trang^re.  Je  sais  que  le 
pns6  y  laisse  de  longs  souvenirs,  et  quo  la  con- 
fnnit^  des  d^sirs  et  des  esp^rances  rapproche 
ea  d6pit  da  Tespace  et  du  tems. 

**  Joaqoe  \kf  recevez,  je  vous  prie,  Tassurance 


de  ma  parfaite  consideration,  avec  laqnelle  j*ai 
Thonneur  d'etre, 

*'  Monsieur, 
**  Votre  tr^s-humble  Servante, 
"  La  Comtesse  •  •  •  •  ♦." 

Of  the  translations  that  have  appeared  of  the 
Melodies  in  different  languages,  I  shall  here 
mention  such  as  have  come  to  my  knowledge. 

Latin. — ^*'  Cantus  Hibernici,'*  Nicholas  Lee 
Torre,  London,  1835. 

Italian. — G.  Flechia,  Torino,  1836. — ^Adele 
Custi,  Milano,  1836. 

French. — Madame  Belloc,  Paris,  1823. — 
Loeve  Veimars,  Paris,  1829. 

Rtusian. — Several  detached  Melodies,  by 
the  popular  Russian  poet  Kozlof. 
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TO 

THE  FIFTH  VOLUME. 
In  spite  of  the  satirist^s  assertion,  that 

**  next  to  singing,  the  most  foolish  thing 
Is  gravely  to  biurangae  on  what  we  sing,'*— 

I  shall  yet  venture  to  prefix  to  this  Volume  a 
few  introductory  pages,  not  relating  so  much  to 
the  Songs  which  it  contains,  as  to  my  own 
thoughts  and  recollections  respecting  song- 
writing  in  general. 

The  close  alliance  known  to  have  existed 
between  poetry  and  music,  during  the  infancy 
of  both  these  arts,  has  sometimes  led  to  the 
conclusion  that  they  are  essentially  kindred  to 
each  other,  and  that  the  true  poet  ought  to  be, 
if  not  pracucally,  at  least  in  taste  and  ear,  a 
musician.  That  such  was  the  case  in  the  early 
times  of  ancient  Greece,  and  that  her  poets 
then  not  only  set  their  own  verses  to  music, 
but  sung  them  at  public  festivals,  there  is  every 
reason,  from  all  we  know  on  the  subject,  to 
believe.  A  similar  union  between  the  two  arts 
attended  the  dawn  of  modern  literature  in  the 
twelfth  century,  and  was,  in  a  certain  degree, 
continued  down  as  far  as  the  time  of  Petrarch, 
when,  as  it  appears  from  his  own  memo- 
randums, that  poet  used  to  sing  his  verses,  in 


J 


36 


PREFACE. 


composing  them  ;*  and  when  it  was  the  cus- 
tom with  all  writers  of  sonnets  and  canzoni  to 
prefix  to  their  poems  a  sort  of  key-note,  by 
which  the  intonation  in  reciting  or  chanting 
them  was  to  be  regulated. 

As  the  practice  of  uniting  in  one  individual, 
— whether  Bard,  Scald,  or  Troubadour, — the 
character  and  functions  both  of  musician  and 
poet,  is  known  to  haye  been  invariably  the  mark 
of  a  rude  state  of  society,  so  the  gradual  separ- 
ation of  these  two  callings,  in  accordance  with 
that  great  principle  of  Political  Economy,  the 
division  of  labor,  has  been  found  an  equally 
sure  index  of  improving  civilization.  So  far, 
in  England,  indeed,  has  this  partition  of>work- 
manship  been  carried,  that,  with  the  signal  ex- 
ception of  Milton,  there  is  not  to  be  found,  I 
believe,  among  all  the  eminent  poets  of  Eng- 
land, a  single  musician.  It  is  but  fair,  at  the 
same  time,  to  acknowledge,  that  out  of  the 
works  of  these  very  poets  might  be  produced 
a  select  number  of  songs,  surpassing,  in  fancy, 
grace,  and  tenderness,  all  that  the  language, 
perhaps,  of  any  other  country  could  furnish. 

We  witness,  in  our  own  times, — as  far  as  the 
knowledge  or  practice  of  music  is  concerned, 
— a  similar  divorce  between  the  two  arts ;  and 
my  friend  and  neighbor,  Mr.  Bowles,  is  the 
only  distinguished  poet  of  oar  day  whom  I  can 
call  to  mind  as  being  also  a  musician. f  Not  to 
dwell  further,  however,  on  living  writers,  the 
strong  feeling,  even  to  tears,  with  which  I  have 
seen  Byron  listen  to  some  favorite  melody, 
has  been  elsewhere  described  by  me ;  and  the 
musical  tasie  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  I  ought  to  be 
the  last  person  to  call  in  question,  after  the  very 
cordial  tribute  he  has  left  on  record  to  my  own 
untutored  minstrelsy. {  But  I  must  say,  that, 
pleased  as  my  illustrious  friend  appeared  really 
to  be,  when  I  first  sung  for  him  at  Abbotsford, 
it  was  not  till  an  evening  or  two  after,  at  his 
own  hospitable  supper-table,  that  I  saw  him  in 
his  true  sphere  of  musical  enjoyment.     No 

*  The  following  is  a  specimep  of  these  meniurandams,  as 
given  by  Foscolo : — "  I  most  make  these  two  verses  over 
againt  singing  them,  and  I  roast  inuispose  them— 3  o'clock, 
▲.  M.  19tb  October.**  Preqaently  to  sonnets  of  that  time  sacb 
notices  as  the  following  were  preAied :— "  InttntUum  per 
rrancanr*— *'  Script^r  dedit  »onum,** 

t  The  late  Rev.  Wliliam  Crowe,  aatbor  of  the  noble  poem 
of*  Lewisden  Hill,**  was  likewise  a  musician,  and  has  left 
a  Treatise  on  Engl'sh  verslflcation.  to  which  his  knowledge 
of  the  sister  art  lends  a  peculiar  interest. 

80  little  dees  even  the  origin  of  the  word  '^lyriek,*'  at  ap* 


sooner  had  the  quaigh  taken  its  roand,  mfter 
our  repast,  than  his  friend.  Sir  Adam,  was 
called  upon,  with  the  general  acclaim  of  the 
whole  table,  for  the  song  of  "  Hey  tattie 
tattle, ^^  and  gave  it  out  to  us  with  all  the 
true  national  relish.  But  it  was  during  the 
chorus  that  Scott^s  delight  at  this  festive  scene 
chiefly  showed  itself.  At  the  end  of  every 
verse,  the  whole  company  rose  from  their 
seats,  and  stood  round  the  table  with  arms 
crossed,  so  as  to  grasp  the  hand  of  the  neigh- 
bor on  each  side.  Thus  interlinked,  we  con- 
tinued to  keep  measure  to  the  strain,  by  mov- 
ing our  arms  up  and  down,  all  chanting  forth 
vociferously,  '*  Hey  tuttie  attie.  Hey  tuttie 
tattie."  Sir  Walter^s  enjoy  me:  of  this  old 
Jacobite  chorus, — a  little  increased,  doubt- 
less, by  seeing  how  I  entered  into  the  spirit 
of  it, — gave  to  the  whole  scene,  1  confess,  a 
zest  and  charm  in  my  eyes  such  as  the  finest 
musical  performance  could  not  have  bestowed 
on  it. 

Having  been  thus  led  to  allude  to  this  vbit, 
I  am  tempted  to  mention  a  few  other  circum- 
stances connected  with  it.  From  Abbotsford  I 
proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  whither  Sir  Walter, 
in  a  few  days  after,  followed ;  and  during  my 
short  stay  in  that  city  an  incident  occurred 
which,  though  already  mentioned  by  Scott, 
in  his  Diary,^  and  owing  its  chief  interest 
to  the  connection  of  his  name  with  it,  ought 
not  to  be  omitted  among  these  memoranda. 
As  I  had  expressed  a  desire  to  visit  the  Edin- 
burgh theatre,  which  opened  but  the  evening 
before  my  departure,  it  was  proposed  to  Sir 
Walter  and  myself,  by  our  friend  Jeffrey,  that 
we  should  dine  with  him  at  an  early  hour  for 
that  purpose,  and  both  were  good-natured 
enough  to  accompany  me  to  the  theatre.  Hav- 
ing found,  in  a  volume]  sent  to  me  by  some 
anonymous  correspondent,  a  more  circnmstan- 
tial  account  of  the  scene  of  that  evening  than 
Sir  Walter  has  given  in  his  Diary,  I  shall  here 

plied  to  poetry,  seem  to  be  present  to  the  minds  of  some 
writers,  that  the  poet,  Young,  has  left  as  an  Ibsay  on  Lyrie 
Poetry,  in  which  there  is  not  a  single  allusion  to  Mask,  (h>ai 
beginning  to  end. 

X  Life  by  Lockhart,  vol.  vi.  p.  128. 

^  **  We  went  to  the  theatre  together,  and  the  boose  belof 
luckily  a  good  one,  received  T.  M.  with  raptnre  I  eoold 
have  hugged  them,  for  It  paid  back  the  debt  of  the  kiMl  in- 
ception I  met  with  In  Ireland.  * 

I  Written  by  lir.  Benson  Hiu. 
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tfifl  myself  of  its  graphic  and  (with  one  ex- 
Mptioo)  accurate  details.  After  adverting  to 
llw  sensation  produced  by  the  appearance  of 
the  kte  Duchess  of  St.  Alban^s  in  one  of  the 
kzes,  the  writer  thus  proceeds : — "  There  was 
I  genaral  buzz  and  stare,  for  a  few  seconds ; 
Ise  audience  then  turned  their  backs  to  the 
hdy,  and  their  attention  to  the  stage,  to  wait 
till  the  first  piece  should  be  over  ere  they  in- 
tended staring  again.  Just  as  it  terminated, 
I  tootlier  party  quietly  glided  into  a  box  near 
•  tliat  filled  by  the  Duchess.  One  pleasing 
j  female  was  with  the  three  male  comers.  In  a 
I  Bionte  the  cry  ran  round: — 'Eh,  yon*s  Sir 
I  Waher,  wi*  Lockhart  an^  his  wife,*  and  wha's 
I  tlie  wee  bit  bodie  wi*  the  pawkie  een  1  Wow, 
bot  it*s  Tam  Moore,  just — Scott,  Scott ! 
Moore,  Moore  !^ — with  shouts,  cheers,  bravos, 
tad  applause.  But  Scott  would  not  rise  to 
ippropriate  these  tributes.  One  could  see  that 
be  Biged  Moore  to  do  so;  and  he,  though 
Bodestly  reluctant,  at  last  yielded,  and  bowed 
bsnd  OD  heart,  with  much  animation.  The 
cry  for  Scott  was  then  redoubled.  He  gathered 
himself  up,  and,  with  a  benevolent  bend,  ac- 
knowledged this  deserved  welcome.  The  or- 
chestra played  alternately  Scotch  and  Irish 
Melodies.*^ 

Among  the  choicest  of  my  recollections  of 
diat  flying  visit  to  Edinburgh,  are  the  few  days 
I  passed  with  Lord  Jeffrey  at  his  agreeable 
retreat,  Craig  Crook.  I  had  then  recently 
written  the  words  and  music  of  a  glee  contain- 
ed in  this  volume,  "  Ship  a  hoy  !^'  which  there 
won  its  first  honors.  So  ofVen,  indeed,  was  I 
called  upon  to  repeat  it,  tha  he  upland  echoes 
•f  Craig  Crook  ought  long  to  have  had  its  bur- 
den by  heart. 

Having  thus  got  on  Scottish  ground,  I  find 
mTself  awakened  to  the  remembrance  of  a  name 
which,  whenever  song-writing  is  the  theme, 
ooghl  to  rank  second  to  none  in  that  sphere  of 
poetical  fiime.  Robert  Burns  was  wholly  un- 
skilled in  music  ;  yet  the  rare  art  of  adapting 
words  successfully  to  notes,  of  wedding  verse 

*  TW  writer  wm  here  mlfltiikeii.  There  wai  one  Indy  of 
•V  putf ;  hot  oeitber  Mr.  mw  Mr*.  Lockhart  was  present 

t  It  appenw  eertaln.  noCw;|th«tiinding,  thnt  he  was,  in  hts 
faadi.  wholly  insefi«lhl«  lo  masle.  In  speaking  of  htm  and 
him  mcfcer.  Mr.  Mmtloch.  their  preceptor,  says,  "  Robert's 
flw«  !■  particB*ar,  was  reniarfcably  dali.  and  his  voice  onta- 
It  WM  li«af  befim  1  eoold  get  him  todlstinfatsh  one 


in  congenial  union  with  melody,  which,  were 
it  not  for  his  example,  I  should  say  none  but 
a  poet  versed  in  the  sister-art  ought  to  at- 
tempt, has  yet,  by  him,  with  the  aid  of  a  music 
to  which  my  own  country^s  strains  are  alone 
comparable,  been  exercised  with  so  work- 
manly  a  hand,  and  with  so  rich  a  variety  of 
passion,  playfulness,  and  power,  as  no  song- 
writer, perhaps,  but  himself,  has  ever  yet  dis- 
played. 

That  Burns,  however  untaught,  was  yet,  in 
ear  and  feeling  a  musician,!  is  clear  from  the 
skill  with  which  he  adapts  his  verse  to  the 
structure  and  character  of  each  different  strain. 
Still  more  strikingly  did  he  prove  his  fitness  fox 
this  peculiar  task,  by  the  sort  of  instinct  with 
which,  in  more  than  one  instance,  he  discerned 
the  real  and  innate  sentiment  which  an  air 
was  calculated  to  convey,  though  previously 
associated  with  words  expressing  a  totally  dif- 
ferent cast  of  feeling.  Thus  the  air  of  a  lu- 
dicrous old  song,  "  Fee  him,  father,  fee  him," 
has  been  made  the  medium  of  one  of  Burns^s 
most  pathetic  effusions ;  while,  still  more  mar- 
vellously, "  Hey  tuttie  tattie"  has  been  eleva- 
ted by  him  into  that  heroic  strain,  **  Scots, 
wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled  ;" — a  song  which, 
in  a  great  national  crisis,  would  be  of  more 
avail  than  all  the  eloquence  of  a  Demosthenes.  J 

It  was  impossible  that  the  example  of  Burns, 
in  these,  his  higher  inspirations,  should  not 
materially  contribute  to  elevate  the  character 
of  English  song-writing,  and  even  to  lead  to 
a  reunion  of  the  gifts  which  it  requires,  if  not, 
as  of  old,  in  the  same  individual,  yet  in  that 
perfect  sympathy  between  poet  and  musician 
which  almost  amounts  to  identity,  and  of  which, 
in  our  own  times,  we  have  seen  so  interesting 
an  example  in  the  few  songs  which  bear  the 
united  names  of  those  two  sister  muses,  Mrs. 
Arkwright  and  the  late  Mrs.  Hemans. 

Very  different  was  the  state  of  the  song-de- 
partment of  English  poesy  at  the  period  when 
I  first  tried  my  novice  hand  at  the  lyre.  The 
divorce    between   song  and   sense    had    then 

X  T  Icnow  not  whether  it  has  ever  been  before  remarked,  that 
the  well-known  lines  tn  one  of  Bams's  roost  spirited  songs, 
**The  title's  but  the  irulnea*s  sump, 
The  roan's  the  jfolcl  for  a*  thHU** 
rony  possibly  have  been  sogireiited  by  the  following  passage 
in  Wycherley's  play,  the  "  Country  Wife :"— "  I  weigh  the 
man.  not  his  titl$;  'tis  not  the  Klng*s  »taw^  can  make  th« 
metal  better.** 
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cached  its  utmost  range;  and  to  all  verses 
onnected  with  music,  from  a  Birth-day  Ode 
own  to  the  libretto  of  the  last  new  opera, 
light  fairly  be  applied  the  solution  which 
'*igaro  gives  of  the  quality  of  the  words  of 
ongs,  in  general, — **Ce  qui  ne  vaut  pas  la 
eine  d^dtre  dit,  on  le  chante.*' 

It  may  here  be  suggested  that  the  convivial 
jrrics  of  Captain  Morris  present  an  exception 
3  the  general  character  I  have  given  of  the 
ongs  of  this  period ;  and,  assuredly,  had 
lords  written  much  that  at  all  approached 
lie  following  verses  of  his  **  Reasons  for 
)rinking,*^  (which  I  quote  from  recollection,) 
3w  would  have  equalled  him  either  in  fancy, 
r  in  that  lighter  kind  of  pathos,  which  comes, 
8  in  this  instance,  like  a  few  melancholy  notes 
1  the  middle  of  a  gay  air,  throwing  a  sofl  and 
assing  shade  over  mirth : — 

**  My  roase,  too,  when  her  wing*  are  dry, 

No  fh>Uc  flights  will  tiike ; 
Unt  round  a  bowl  she*U  dip  and  fly, 

Like  swallows  round  a  lake. 
If  then  the  nymph  mast  have  her  share, 

Before  iheMI  bless  her  swain, 
Why,  that  I  think*s  a  leasoo  lUir 

To  flu  my  glass  again. 

"  Then,  many  a  lad  I  Iik*d  is  dead, 

And  many  a  lass  grown  old ; 
And,  as  the  lesson  strikes  my  head, 

My  weary  heart  grows  cold. 
Bat  wine  awhile  holds  oflT despair. 

Nay,  bids  a  hope  remain  ; — 
And  that  I  thlnk*s  a  reason  foir 

To  fill  my  glass  again.** 

How  far  my  own  labors  in  this  field — if, 
ideed,  the  gathering  of  such  idle  flowers  may 
e  so  designated — have  helped  to  advance,  or 
▼en  kept  pace  with  the  progressive  improve- 
lent  I  have  here  described,  it  is  not  for  me  to 
resume  to  decide.  I  only  know  that  in  a 
trong  and  inborn  feeling  for  music  lies  the 
9urce  of  whatever  talent  I  may  have  shown 
>r  poetical  composition ;  and  that  it  was  the 
ffort  to  translate  into  language  the  emotions 
nd  passions  which  music  appeared  to  me  to 
xpress,  that  first  led  to  my  writing  any  poetry 
t  all  deserving  of  the  name.  Dryden  has 
appily  described  music  as  being  **  inarticulate 
oetry  ;*'  and  I  have  always  felt,  in  adapting 
rords  to  an  expressive  air,  that  I  was  but 

*  I  canntt  let  pass  the  Incidental  mention  here  of  this 
wlal  and  pablic-spirited  nobleman,  wtthoat  expressing  my 
long  sense  of  his  kindly  qoalities,  and  lamentinf  tlie  loas 


bestowing  upon  it  the  gifl  of  articulation,  and 
thus  enabling  it  to  speak  to  others  all  that  was 
conveyed,  in  its  wordless  eloquence,  to  myseld  . 
Owing  to  the  space  I  was  led  to  devote,  in  our  I 
last  volume,  to  subjects  connected  with  the 
Irish  Melodies,  I  was  forced  to  postpone  some 
recollections,  of  a  ve.ry  dififerent  description, 
respecting  the  gala  at  Boyle  Farm,  by  which 
my  poem,  entitled  The  Summer  F^te,  was 
suggested.  In  an  old  letter  of  my  own  to  a 
friend  in  Ireland,  giving  an  account  of  this 
brilliant  festival,  I  find  some  memorandoms 
which,  besides  their  reference  to  the  subject  of 
the  poem,  contain  some  incidents  also  connected 
with  the  first  appearance  before  the  public  of 
one  of  the  most  successful  of  all  my  writings, 
the  story  of  the  Epicurean.  I  shall  give  my 
extracts  from  this  letter,  in  their  original  diary* 
like  form,  without  alteration  or  dressing : — 

June  30,  1837. — Day  threatening  for  the 
F6te.  Was  with  Lord  Essex  *  at  three  o'clock, 
and  started  about  half  an  hour  afler.  The 
whole  road  swarming  with  carriages-and-four 
all  the  way  to  Boyle  Farm,  which  Lady  de 
Roos  has  lent,  for  the  occasion,  to  Henry  ;— 
the  five  givers  of  the  Fdte,  being  Lords 
Chesterfield,  Castlereagh,  Alvanley,  Henry  de 
Roos,  and  Robert  Grosvenur,  subscribing  four 
or  five  hundred  pounds  each  towards  it.  The 
arrangements  all  in  the  very  best  taste.  The 
pavilion  for  quadrilles,  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 
w^ith  steps  descending  to  the  water,  quite  east- 
ern— ^like  what  one  sees  in  DaniePs  pictures. 
Towards  &ve  the  elite  of  the  gay  world  was 
assembled — the  women  all  looking  their  best, 
and  scarce  a  single  ugly  face  to  be  found. 
About  half  past  five,  sat  down  to  dinner,  430 
under  a  tent  on  the  lawn,  and  fifty  to  the 
Royal  Table  in  the  conservatory.  The  Tyrolese 
musicians  sung  during  dinner,  and  there  were, 
afler  dinner,  gondolas  on  the  river,  with 
Caradori,  De  Begnis,  Velluti,  &c.,  singing 
barcarolles  and  rowing  ofi*  occasionally,  so  as 
to  let  their  voices  die  away  and  again  return. 
Afler  these  succeeded  a  party  in  dominos, 
Madame  Vestris,  Fanny  Ayton,  &c.,  who 
rowed  about  in  the  same  manner,  and  sung, 
among  other  things,  my  gondola  song,  **0h 
come  to  me  when  daylight  sets."    The  evening 


which  not  only  society,  bat  the  caora  of  sonnd  and 
•lire  PoUtieai  Befonn,  has  soslaliied  by  hit  deu4h. 
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delicioas,  and,  as  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  the 

giores  were  all  lighted  up  with  colored  lamps, 

k  different  shapes  and  devices.     A  little  lake 

bear  a  grotto  took  my  fancy  particularly,  the 

aknibs  all   round  being  illuminated,  and  the 

'  lights  reflected  in  the  water.     Six-and-twenty 

I  of  the  prettiest  girls  of  the  \i  '^rld  of  fashion,  the 

'Y^•*^t^TS,BT^d^**lB,DeR^*  s's, 

i  >KisF**ld»**g,Mi8sF*x,Mi8sR*ss*Il, 

I  MiM  B  *  *  ly,  were  dressed  as  Rosi^res,  and 

!  opeaed  the  quadrilles  in  the  pavilion    .     .     . 

...     While  talking  with  D— n,  (Lord  P.'s 

;  lirr<ther,)  he  said  to  me,  "  I  never  read   any 

]  Hkine  so  touching  as  the  death  of  your  heroine." 

;  "What!"  said  I,  "have  you  got  so  far  already  t"t 
"Oh,  I  read  it  in  the  Literary  Gazette.*'    This 
taticipation  of  my  catastrophe  is  abomihable. 
.  SooD  after,  the  Marquis  P — Im — a  said  to  me, 
!  as  be  and  I  and  B — m  stood  together,  looking 
■  It  the  gay  scene,  *'  This  is  like  one  of  your 
:  F*tcs.'*    "  Oh  yes,"  said  B— m,  thinking  he 
I  ifloded    to    Lalla    Rookh,    "  quite   oriental." 
**  Non,  non,''  replied  P — Im — a,  **  jo  veu>  dire 
eette  F^te  d'Athdnes,  dont  j*ai  lu  la  description 
iua  la  Gazette  d'aujourd'hui." 
Respecting  the  contents  of  the  present  Vol- 
'  oaie  I   have  but  a  few  more  words  to  add. 
,'  Accustomed  as  I  have  always  been  to  consider 
Df  songs  as  a  sort  of  compound  creations,  in 
!  which  the  music  forms  no  less  essential  a  port 
I  than  the  verses,  it  is  with  a  feeling  which  I 
t  cao  hardly  expect  my  unlyrical  readers  to  un* 
'  Jerstand,  that  I  see   such  a  swarm  of  son<;8 
,   as  crowd  these  pages  all  separated  from  the 
beaotiful  airs  which  have  formed  hitherto  their 
chief  ornament  and  strength — their  "  decus  et 
I   tntamen."     But,  independently  of  this  uneasy 
feeling,  or  fancy,  there  is  yet  another  incon- 
■   venient  consequeuce  of  the  divorce  of  the  words 
from  the  music,  which  will  be  more  easily,  per- 
haps, comprehended,  and  which,  in  justice  to 
myself,  as  a  metre-monger,  ought  to  be  noticed. 
I  Those  occasional  breaches  of  t  he  laws  of  rhythm, 
I    v'hich  the  task  of  adapting  words  to  airs  de- 
I  mauds  of  the  poet,  though  very  frequently  one 
of  the  happiest  results  of  his  skill,  become 
blemishes  when  the  verse  is  separated  from  the 


t  Tk«  Epkareaa  had  beon  piiblished  bat  the  day  before. 

I  I  abKll  aTftU  aiyielf  o€  this  opfiortanliy  of  noticing  the 
flhsse  bma^t  *i>  Mr.  Banting  afninst  Sir  John  Sievcnsfm, 
wt  hftvios  m«de  altermcloas  In  nmny  of  the  airs  thnt  tormed 
•«  Uak  Ortfaciioa.    Whatever  chaofes  of  this  kind  have 


L 


melody,  and  require,  to  justify  them,  the  pres- 
ence of  the  music  to  whose  wildness  or  sweet- 
ness the  sacrifice  had  been  made. 

In  a  preceding  page  of  this  preface,  I  have 
mentioned  a  Treatise  by  the  late  Rev.  Mr. 
Crowe,  on  English  versification ;  and  I  re- 
member his  telling  me,  in  reference  to  the  point 
I  have  just  touched  upon,  that,  should  another 
edition  of  that  work  be  called  for,  he  meant  to 
produce,  as  examples  of  new  and  anomalous 
forms  of  versification,  the  following  songs  from 
the  Irish  Melodies  : — "  Oh  the  days  are  gone 
when  Beauty  bright" — "  At  the  dead  hour  of 
night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I  fly," — and, 
"  Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile 
hath  cheered  my  way. "J 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  SIXTH. VOLL ME. 

The  Poem,  or  Romance,  of  Lalla  Rookh, 
having  now  reached  its  twentieth  edition,  a 
short  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of 
a  work  which  has  been  hitherto,  at  least,  so  very 
fortunate  in  its  course,  may  not  be  deemed, 
perhaps,  superfluous  or  misplaced. 

It  was  about  the  year  1813  that,  impelled 
far  more  by  the  encouraging  suggestions  of 
friends  than  impelled  by  any  confident  prompt- 
ings of  my  own  ambition,  I  was  induced  to 
attempt  a  Poem  upon  some  Oriental  subject, 
and  of  those  quarto  dimensions  which  Scott^s 
late  triumphs  in  that  form  had  then  rendered 
the  regular  poetical  standard.  A  negotiation 
on  the  subject  was  opened  with  the  Messrs. 
Longman  in  the  same  year,  but  from  some 
causes  which  have  now  escaped  my  recollection, 
led  to  no  decisive  result ;  nor  was  it  till  a  year 
or  two  after,  that  any  further  steps  were  taken 
in  the  matter, — their  house  being  the  only 
one,  it  is  right  to  add,  with  which,  from  first  to 


been  ventured  apon,  Tand  they  sre  bat  few  and  Rllfht)  the 
responsibility  for  them  rests  solely  with  nie ,  as,  leaving  the 
Harmoni«t*s  department  to  my  friend  Rteven«on.  I  reserved 
to  myself  entirely  the  selecUoo  and  management  of  the  airs. 
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last,  I  held  any  communication  upon  the  sub- 
ject. 

On  this  last  occasion,  an  old  friend  of  mine, 
Mr.  Perry,  kindly  offered  to  lend  me  the  aid  of 
his  advice  and  presence  in  the  interview  which 
I  was  about  to  hold  with  the  Messrs.  Longman, 
for  the  arrangement  of  our  mutual  terms  ;  and 
what  with  the  friendly  zeal  of  my  negotiator 
on  the  one  side,  and  the  prompt  and  libcial 
spirit  with  which  he  was  met  on  the  other, 
there  has  seldom  occurred  any  transaction  in 
which  Trade  and  Poesy  have  shone  out  so 
advantageously  in  each  other^s  eyes.  The 
short  discussion  that  then  took  place  between 
the  two  parties,  may  be  comprised  in  a  very 
few  sentences.  "  I  am  of  opinion,"  said  Mr. 
Perry, — enforcing  his  view  of  the  case  by 
arguments  which  it  is  not  for  me  to  cite, — 
"  that  Mr.  Moore  ought  to  receive  for  his  Poem 
the  largest  price  that  has  been  given,  in  our 
day,  for  such  a  work."  "  That  was,"  an- 
swered the  Messrs.  Longman,  "  three  thousand 
guineas."  "  Exactly  so,"  replied  Mr.  Perry, 
^and  no  less  a  sum  ought  he  to  receive." 

It  was  then  objected,  and  very  reasonably, 
on  the  part  of  the  firm,  that  they  had  never 
yet  seen  a  single  line  of  the  Poem  ;  and  that  a 
perusal  of  the  work  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
them,  before  they  embarked  so  large  a  sum  in 
the  purchase.  But,  no  ; — the  romantic  view 
which  my  friend.  Perry,  took  of  the  matter, 
was,  that  this  price  should  be  given  as  a  tribute 
to  reputation  already  acquired,  without  any 
condition  for  a  previous  perusal  of  the  new 
work.  This  high  tone,  1  must  confess,  not 
a  little  startled  and  alarmed  me  ;  but,  to  the 
honor  and  glory  of  Romance, — as  well  on  the 
publisher's  side  as  the  poet's, — this  very  gener- 
ous view  of  the  transaction  was,  without  any 
difi[iculty,  acceded  to,  and  the  firm  agreed,  be- 
fore we  separated,  that  I  was  to  receive  three 
thousand  guineas  for  my  Poem. 

At  the  time  of  this  agreement,  but  little  of 
the  work,  as  it  stands  at  present,  had  yet  been 
written.  But  the  ready  confidence  in  my  suc- 
cess shown  by  others,  made  up  for  the  deficiency 
of  that  requisitn  feeling  within  myself;  while 
a  strong  desire  not  wholly  to  disappoint  this 
*^  auguring  ho[>e,"  became  almost  a  substitute 
for  inspiration.     In  the  year  1815,  therefore, 

•  April  10, 18U 


having  made  some  progress  in  my  task,  I  w 
to  report  the  state  of  the  work  to  the  Mei 
Longman,  adding,  that  I  was  now  most  vi  i] 
and  ready,  should  they  desire  it,  to  submit 
manuscript  for  their  consideration.  T 
answer  to  this  oflfer  was  as  follows ; — " 
are  certainly  impatient  for  the  perusal  of 
Poem  ;  but  solely  for  our  gratification.  1 
sentiments  are  always  honorable."* 

I  continued  to  pursue  my  task  for  anc 
year,  being  likewise  occasionally  occupied 
the  Irish  Melodies,  two  or  three  number 
which  made  their  appearance  during  the  pc 
employed  in  writing  Lalla  Rookh.  At  lei 
in  the  year  1816,  I  found  my  work  8uffici< 
advanced  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the 
Ushers.  But  the  state  of  distress  to  w 
England  was  reduced,  in  that  dismal  yeai 
the  exhausting  efifects  of  the  series  of  y 
she  had  just  then  concluded,  and  the  gei 
embarrassment  of  all  classes,  both  agricull 
and  commercial,  rendered  it  a  juncture 
least  favorable  that  could  well  be  conce 
for  the  first  launch  into  print  of  so  light 
costly  a  venture  as  Lalla  Rookh.  Fee 
conscious,  therefore,  that,  under  such  cin 
stances,  I  should  act  but  honestly  in  puttii 
in  the  power  of  the  Messrs.  Longman  tc 
consider  the  terms  of  their  engagement 
me, — leaving  them  free  to  postpone,  mo 
or  even,  should  such  be  their  wish,  relinqui 
altogether,  I  wrote  them  a  letter  to  that  ei 
and  received  the  following  answer : — ^** 
shall  be  most  happy  in  the  pleasure  of  se 
you  in  February.  We  agree  with  you,  imi 
that  the  times  are  most  inauspicious  for  *  pc 
and  thousands ;'  but  we  believe  that  ; 
poetry  would  do  more  than  that  of  any  c 
living  poet  at  the  present  moment."! 

The  length  of  time  I  employed  in  wr 
the  few  stories  strung  together  in  Lalla  R< 
will  appear,  to  some  persons,  much  morel 
was  necessary  for  the  production  of  such 
and  **  light  o'love"  fictions.     But,  bfsides 
I  have  been,  at  all  times,  a  far  more  slow 
painstaking  workman    than    would    ever 
guessed,  I  fear,  from  the  result,  I  felt  1 
in  this  instance,  I   had  taken  upon  mys4 
more  than  ordinary  responsibility,  from 
inmiense  stake  risked  by  others  on  my  ehi 

f  Novembor  0, 1618. 
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if  loeeess.  For  a  long  time,  therefore,  after 
the  ifreement  bad  been  concluded,  though 
fmtnXij  at  work  with  a  view  to  this  task,  I 
Bsde  bat  Tery  little  real  progress  in  it,  and  I 
bfe  still  by  me  the  beginnings  of  several 
itories,  continued,  some  of  them,  to  the  length 
of  three  or  four  hundred  lines,  which,  after  in 
Ttin  endeavoring  to  mould  them  into  shape, 
1  threw  aside,  like  the  tale  of  Cambuscan,  **  lefl 
half-tdd."  One  of  these  stories,  entitled  The 
PerTs  Daughter,  was  meant  to  relate  the  loves 
of  a  nymph  of  this  atrial  extraction  with  a 
joQth  of  mortal  race,  the  rightful  Prince  of 
Ormoz,  who  had  been,  from  his  infancy,  brought 
ap,  in  seclusion,  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
Afliou,  by  an  aged  guardian  named  Mohassan. 
Tbe  story  opens  with  the  first  meeting  of  these 
desdned  lovers,  then  in  their  childhood ;  the 
Peri  having  wafled  her  daughter  to  this  holy 
Rtreat,  is  a  bright,  enchanted  boat,  whose  first 
tf^earance  is  thus  described : — 
•         <t         •         •         • 

For.  down  the  silvery  tide  aikr. 
There  emse  a  boat,  as  swift  and  bright 

As  shines.  In  beav*n,  some  pilgrim-star, 
That  leaves  its  own  hlfh  hi^ne,  at  night, 
To  shoot  to  distant  shrines  of  light 
**  It  enmes,  it  comes,**  young  Orian  cries. 
And  panting  to  Mohassan  flies. 
Then,  down  apon  the  flowery  grass 
Keellnes  to  see  the  Tision  pass ; 
With  partly  Joy  and  pnrtly  fear. 
To  And  its  wondroas  light  so  near. 
And  hidinr  oft  his  dnzzled  eyes 

Among  tbe  flowers  on  which  he  lies 

•  •  •  «  «t 

Within  the  boat  a  baby  slept. 

Like  a  young  pearl  within  its  shell ; 
White  one.  who  seem*d  of  riper  years. 
Bat  not  of  earth,  or  earth-like  spheres, 

Ber  watrh  beside  the  slumberer  kept ; 

Grsceftilly  waving,  in  her  hand. 
The  feathers  of  some  holy  bird. 
With  which,  from  time  to  time,  she  stlnr*d 

Tbe  (Hgrant  air,  and  coolly  fann'd 

Tbe  baby*s  brow,  or  hmsh'd  away 
Tbe  botierflies  that,  brirht  and  bine 

As  oo  the  rooantains  of  Mntay, 
Amand  the  sleeping  infnnt  flew. 

And  now  the  fairy  boat  hath  stopp'd 
Beside  tbe  bank. — the  nymph  has  dropp*d 
Ber  golden  anchor  In  the  stream ; 

•  •  •  St  • 

A  song  is  song  by  the  Peri  in  approaching, 
•f  which  tho  following  forms  a  part : — 

Mf  child  she  Is  bat  half  divine, 

Her  lather  sleeiis  in  the  Caspian  water; 

8ea-weeds  twine 

Bis  ftuienl  shrine, 
•■t  be  lives  again  hi  the  Peri*s  daof  hter. 


FViin  wonid  I  fly  ftom  mortal  sight 

To  my  own  sweet  bowers  of  Peristan ; 
But,  there,  the  flowers  ara  all  too  bright 

For  the  eyes  of  a  baby  bom  of  man. 
On  flowers  of  earth  her  feet  must  tread ; 
So  hither  my  light>wlng*d  banc  hath  brought  her, 
Btraniter,  spread 
Thy  leafiest  bed, 
To  rest  the  wandering  Peri*s  dauf  hter. 

In  another  of  these  inchoate  fragments,  a 
proud  female  saint,  named  Banou,  plays  a 
principal  part ;  and  her  progress  through  the 
streets  of  Cufa,  ci  the  night  of  a  great  illumi- 
nated festival,  I  find  thus  described : — 

It  was  a  scene  of  mirth  thnt  drew 
A  smile  ftom  ev*n  the  Saint  Bancc 
As,  through  the  hush*d,  admiring  throng. 
She  went  with  stately  steps  along. 
And  counted  o*er,  that  all  might  see, 
The  rubies  of  her  rosary. 
But  none  might  see  the  worldly  smile 
That  lurk*d  beneath  her  veil,  the  while  :— 
Alia  forbid !  for,  who  would  wait 
Her  blessing  at  the  temple's  gate, — 
What  holy  man  would  ever  run 
To  kiss  the  ground  she  knelt  upon, 
If  onee,  by  luckless  chance,  he  knew 
She  lnok*d  and  smiled  as  others  do. 
Her  bands  were  Join*d,  and  from  each  wrist 
By  thn  ids  of  pearl  and  golden  twist, 
Hung  relics  of  the  saints  of  yoro. 
And  scraps  of  tnlinmanic  lore, — 
Charms  for  the  old,  the  sick,  the  ftail. 
Some  made  for  u«e.  and  all  for  sale. 
On  either  side,  the  crowd  withdrew, 
To  let  the  Saint  pns^  proudly  thmngh ; 
While  turban'd  heads,  of  every  hue, 
Green,  white,  and  crimson,  bow*d  around. 
And  gay  tiaras  toucb'd  the  ground. — 
As  tulip-belt^,  when  o'er  their  beds 
The  musk- wind  passes,  bend  their  heads. 
Nny.  some  there  were,  among  the  crowd 
Of  Moslem  heads  that  round  her  bow*d. 
So  fiird  with  zeal,  by  many  a  draught 
Of  Shimz  wine  profanely  quafl**d, 
".liat,  sinking  low  in  reverence  then, 
They  never  rnse  till  morn  again. 

There  are  yet  two  more  of  these  unfinished 
sketches,  one  of  which  extends  to  a  much 
greater  length  than  I  was  aware  of;  and,  as 
far  as  I  can  judge  from  a  hasty  renewal  of  my 
acquaintance  with  it,  is  not  incapable  of  being 
yet  turned  to  account. 

In  only  one  of  these  unfinished  sketches,  the 
tale  of  The  Peri's  Daughter,  had  I  yet  ventured 
to  invoke  that  most  home-felt  of  all  my  inspi- 
rations, which  has  lent  to  tho  story  of  The 
Fire- worshippers  its  main  attraction  and  in- 
terest. That  it  was  my  intention,  in  the  con- 
cp"'^  Prince  of  Ormuz,  to  shadow  out  some 
impersonation  of  this  feeling,  I  take  for  granted 
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^'at  was  rny  pleasnre,  when  tolfl  hy  the  late 
J^ir  James  Mackintosh,  that  he  was  onrc  asked 
by  Coh)ncl  Wilks,  the  historian  of  British 
India,  *'  whether  it  was  true  that  Moore  had 
n'^ver  hcen  in  the  East  ?"  *'  Never,"  answerw? 
Mnokintosh.  "  Well,  that  showjit  me,''  replied 
Colonel  Wilks,  "  that  readinjj  over  D'Herhelot 
is  as  jjood  as  ridin;r  <»n  the  hack  of  a  eaniel/' 

I  need  hardly  suhjoin  to  this  lively  speech, 
that  aUhongh  D'Herhelot's  vahiahio  work  was, 
of  course,  one  of  my  manuals,  I  took  the  whole 
range  of  all  such  Oriental  rearlinj;  as  was  aeces- 
sih  e  'o  mc ;  and  hccame,  for  the  time,  indeed, 
far  more  I'onversant  with  all  relating  to  that 
distant  region,  than  I  have  ever  heen  with  the 
scenery,  productions,  or  modesof  life  of  any  of 
those  countries  lying  most  within  my  reach. 
We  know  that  D'Anville,  though  never  in  his 
life  out  of  Paris,  was  ahle  U.  'correct  a  number 
of  errors  in  a  plan  of  the  Troad  taken  hy  De 
Choiseul,  on  the  spot ;  and,  for  mv  own  verv 
different,  as  well  as  far  inferior,  purposes,  the 
knowledge  I  had  thus  acquired  of  distant  lo- 
calities, seen  oidy  hy  me  in  day-dreams,  waa 
no  less  ready  and  useful. 

An  ample  reward  for  all  this  painstaking  has 
hcen  found  in  such  welcome  tributes  as  I  have 
just  cited  ;  nor  can  I  deny  myself  the  gratifica- 
tion of  citing  a  few  more  of  the  same  descrip- 
tion. From  another  distinguished  authority  on 
Eastern  subjects,  the  late  Sir  John  Malcolm,  I 
had  myself  the  pleasure  of  hearing  a  similar 
opinion  publicly  expressed  ; — that  eminent  per- 
son having  remarked,  in  a  speech  spoken  by 
him  at  a  Literary  Fund  Dinner,  that  tojrether 
with  tho.se  qualities  of  the  poet  which  he  much 
too  partially  assigned  to  me,  was  combined  also 
**lhe  truth  of  the  historian." 

8ir  William  Ouseley,  another  high  authority, 
in  giving  his  testimony  to  the  same  efToct,  thus 
notices  an  excepti<m  to  the  general  accuracy 
for  which  he  gives  me  credit : — *'  Dazzled  by 
the  beauties  of  this  composition,!  few  readers 
can  perceive,  and  none  surely  can  regret,  that 
the  poet,  in  his  magnificent  catastrophe,  has 
forgotten,  or  boldly  and  most  happily  violatetl, 
the  precept  of  Zoroaster,  above  noticed,  which 
held  it  impious  to  consume  any  portion  of  a 
human  body  by  fire,  especially  by  that  which 

qnc-*  fipuri«ti«<."  he  my*,  **  prttendent  que  Ics  (^u^brcs  mih 
leii  Jsin^nlsten.** 
t  The  f^lre-fvonhlppcn 
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flowed  opon  their  altars/*  HaTing  long  lost, 
1  fear,  most  of  my  Eastern  learning,  I  can 
onlj  cite,  in  defence  of  my  catastrophe,  an  old 
Oriental  tradition,  which  relates  that  Nimrod, 
when  Abraham  refused,  at  his  command,  to 
worship  the  fire,  ordered  him  to  be  thrown  into 
the  midst  of  the  flames.*  A  precedent  so  an^ 
eient  for  tliis  sort  of  use  of  the  worshipped 
dement,  appears,  for  all  purposes  at  least  of 
poetij,  to  be  fully  sufficient. 

Jo  addition  to  these  agreeable  testimonies, 
I  bafe  also  heard,  and,  need  hardly  add,  with 
•ome  pride  and  pleasure,  that  parts  of  this  work 
hare  been  rendered  into  Persian,  and  have 
(bond  their  way  to  Ispahan.  To  this  fact,  as  I 
am  frilling  to  think  it,  allusion  is  made  in  some 
lifdy  Terses,  written  many  years  since,  by  my 
friend,  Mr.  Luttrell : — 

**  rm  told,  dear  Moore,  yoar  lays  nre  sang, 
(Gao  It  be  tnie,  jroo  locky  man  ?) 
By  nooollghl,  la  the  PetsUn  tnngno, 
Akmg  the  streelt  of  Ispahan.** 

That  some  knowledge  of  the  work  may 
have  really  reached  that  region,  appears  not 
ioprfihable  from  a  passage  in  the  Travels  of 
Mr.  Frazer,  who  says,  that  **  being  delayed  for 
some  time  at  a  town  on  the  shores  of  the  Cas- 
pian, he  was  lucky  enough  to  be  able  to  amuse 
himself  with  a  copy  of  Lalla  Rookh,  which  a 
Persian  had  lent  him." 

Of  the  description  of  Balbec,  in  **  Paradise 
and  the  Peri,**  Mr.  Came,  in  his  Letters  from 
the  flast,  thus  speaks:  "The  description  in 
Lalla  Rookh  of  the  plain  and  its  ruins  is  exquis- 
itely faithful.  The  minaret  is  on  the  declivity 
near  at  hand,  and  there  wanted  only  the  muez- 
ain*s  cry  to  break  the  silence.** 

I  shall  now  tax  my  readers*  patience  with 
bat  one  more  of  these  generous  vouchers. 
Whatever  of  vanity  there  may  be  in  citing  such 
triboteSfthey  show,  at  least,  of  what  great  value, 
even  in  poetry,  is  that  prosaic  quality,  industry  ; 
linee,  as  the  reader  of  the  foregoing  pages  is 
now  fully  apprized,  it  was  in  a  slow  and  labori^ 
OQS  eollection  of  small  facts,  that  the  first  foun- 
dafimw  of  this  fanciful  Romance  were  laid. 

The  friendly  testimony  I  have  just  referred 
to,  appeared,  some  years  since,  in  the  form  in 

*  TnduM  avten  BebiwA  hane  falmlain  qnnd  Abraham  In 
jfaen  mfannn  94t  quia  Ignem  adorare  noluit — St.  IJikron. 
«  Q*4UC  tB  Oenetim. 

TiAiU  RoAUi.  Dlvemssement  mh\h  de  Chants  rt  de 
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which  I  now  give  it,  and,  if  I  recollect  right,  in 
the  Athen»um  :— 

"  I  embrace  this  opportunity  of  bearing  my 
individual  testimony  (if  it  be  of  any  value)  to 
the  extraordinary  accuracy  of  Mr.  Moore,  in 
his  topographical,  antiquarian,  and  character- 
istic details,  whether  of  costume,  manners,  or 
less-changing  monuments,  both  in  his  Lalla 
Rookh,  and  in  the  Epicurean.  It  has  been  my 
fortune  to  read  bis  Atlantic,  Bermudean,  and 
American  Odes  and  Epistles,  in  the  countries 
and  among  the  people  to  which  and  to  whom 
they  related;  I  enjoyed  also  the  exquisite 
delight  of  reading  his  Lalla  Rookh,  in  Persia 
itself;  and  I  have  perused  the  Epicurean,  while 
all  my  recollections  of  Egypt  and  its  still  ex- 
isting wonders  are  as  fresh  as  when  I  quitted 
the  banks  of  the  Nile  for  Arabia: — I  owe  it, 
therefore,  as  a  debt  of  gratitude  (though  the 
payment  is  most  inadequate)  for  the  great 
pleasure  I  have  derived  from  his  productions, 
to  bear  my  humble  testimony  to  their  local 
fidelity. 

«J.  S.  B.** 

Among  the  incidents  connected  with  this 
work,  I  must  not  omit  to  notice  the  sple^ndid 
Divertissement,  founded  upon  it,  which  was 
acted  at  the  Chateau  Royal  of  Berlin,  during 
the  visit  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas  to  that 
capital,  in  the  year  1892.  The  different  stories 
composing  the  work  were  represented  in  Ta- 
bleaux Vivans  and  songs ;  and  among  the 
crowd  of  royal  and  noble  personages  engaged 
in  the  performances,  I  shall  mention  those  only 
who  represented  the  principal  characters,  and 
whom  I  find  thus  enumerated  in  the  published 
account  of  the  Divertissement.! 

"  Fadladln.  Grand-Naslr.    .         \  ^7*'  ^-'"*'  {Maritkal 

Alirit,  Rol  de  Bncharie,    .    .    S.  Jt.  I.  L*  Grand  Due. 
Lalla  Ro&kht S.Jl.  I.  LaOrand  Duekense 

Anrangieb,  le  Grand  Mogol.     J  ^'•^-  ^  [''  '*^'»"  ^«^' 

f      taune,  frere  dm  Rot. 

Abdallah,  PAie  d'Allris,  .    .     \S.  ,9.R.I^  Due  de  Cum- 

(      berland. 

La  Relne,  iK>n  Spouse.     .    .    \^'  •*'    ^-    ^   '^««"" 
•^  i      Louise  Radiivili:* 

Besides  these  and  other  leading  personages, 

Danipes,  Berlin,  1823.  The  work  contains  a  series  of  colored 
enfrravings,  represenUnggroaps,  processions,  Ilc.,  In  difleronc 
Oriental  coatunies. 
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there  were  also  brought  into  action,  under  the 
various  denominations  of  Seigneurs  et  Dames 
de  Bucharie,  Dames  de  Cachemire,  Seigneurs 
ot  Dames  dansans  k  la  F^te  des  Roses,  &c., 
nearly  150  persons. 

Of  the  manner  and  style  in  which  the  Ta- 
bleaux of  the  different  stories  are  described  in 
the  work  from  which  I  cite,  the  following  ac- 
count of  the  performance  of  Paradise  and  the 
Peri  will  afford  some  specimen  : — 

'*  La  decoration  r^presentoit  les  portes  bril- 
lantes  du  Paradis,  entourdes  de  nuages.  Dans 
le  premier  tableau  on  voyoit  la  P6ri,  triste  et 
desolee,  couchee  sur  le  seuii  des  portes  fermees, 
et  TAnge  de  lumi^re  qui  lui  addresse  des  con- 
solations et  des  conseils.  Le  second  represente 
le  moment,  od  la  Peri,  dans  Tespoir  que  ce  don 
lui  ouvrira  Tentree  du  Paradis  recueille  la  der- 
ni^re  goutte  de  sang  que  vient  de  Terser  le 
jeune  fruerrier  Indien 

**  La  P^ri  et  PAnge  de  lumidre  r6pondoient 
pleinement  k  Timage  et  k  V'Me  qu'on  est  tent6 
de  se  faire  de  cc<«  deux  individus,  et  Timpres- 
sion  qu*a  faite  geueralement  la  suite  des  ta- 
bleaux de  cet  episode  delicat  et  int^ressant  est 
loin  de  s'effacer  de  notre  souvenir." 

In  this  grand  F^te,  it  appears,  originated  the 
translation  of  Lalla  Rookh  into  German  verse, 
by  the  Baron  de  la  Motte  Fouque ;  and  the 
circumstances  which  led  him  to  undertake  the 
task  are  described  by  himself,  in  a  Dedicatory 
Poem  to  the  Empress  of  Russia,  which  he  has 
prefixed  to  his  translation.  As  soon  as  the 
performance,  he  tells  us,  had  ended,  Lalla 
Rookh  (the  Empress  herselQ  exclaimed,  with 
a  sigh,  **  Is  it,  then,  all  over  1  are  we  now  at 
the  close  of  all  that  has  given  us  so  much  de- 
light 1  and  lives  there  no  poet  who  will  impart 
to  others,  and  to  future  times,  some  notion  of 
the  happiness  we  have  enjoyed  this  evening?" 
On  hearing  this  appeal,  a  Knight  of  Cachmere 
(who  is  no  other  than  the  poetical  Baron  him- 
selO  comes  forward  and  promises  to  attempt  to 
present  to  the  world  **  the  Poem  itself  in  the 
measure  of  the  original :" — whereupon  Lalla 
Rookh,  it  is  added,  approvingly  smiled. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  SEVENTH  VOLUME. 

The  station  assigned  to  "  The  Fudge  Fan 
in  the  following  pages,  immediately  aA^er  ] 
Rookh,  agrees  but  too  closely  with  the  a( 
order  in  which  these  two  works  were  origii 
written  and  published.     The  success,  fai 
ceeding  my  hopes  and   deserts,  with   w 
Lalla  Rookh  was  immediately  crowned, 
lieved  me  at  once  from  the  anxious  feelio 
responsibility  under  which,  as  my  readers 
seen,  that  enterprise  had  been  commenced, 
which  continued  for  some  time  to  hauQ' 
amidst  all  the  enchantments  of  my  task.    I 
therefore  in   the  true   holyday  mood,  wfa 
dear  friend,   with  whose  name  is  assoc 
some  of  the  brightest  and  pieasantest  how 
my  past  life,*  kindlv  offered  me  a  seat  i 
carriage  for  a  short  visit  to  Paris.     This 
posal  I,  of  course,  most  gladly  accepted ; 
in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1817,  found  m} 
for  the  first  time,  in  that  gay  capital. 

As  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbon  dy] 
was  still  of  too  recent  a  date  for  any  amalg 
tion  to  have  yet  taken  place  between  the 
and  ancient  order  of  things,  all  the  most  p 
inent  features  of  both  regimes  were  just 
brought,  in  their  fullest  relief,  into  juxts 
tion ;  and,  accordingly,  the  result  was  su 
to  suggest  to  an  unconcerned  spectator 
as  abundant  matter  for  ridicule  as  for  ( 
political  consideration.     It  would  be  difl 
indeed,  to  convey  to  those  who  had  not  1 
selves  seen  the  Paris  of  that  period,  any 
notion  of  the  anomalous  aspect,  both  socia 
political,  which  it  then  presented.     It  w 
if,  in  the  days  succeeding  the  Deluge,  a 
coterie  of  antediluvians  had   been  sud 
evoked  from  out  of  the  deep  to  take  the 
mand  of  a  new  and  freshly-starting  world 

To  me,  the  abundant  amusemcmt  and  inl 
whieh  such  a  scene  could  not  but  afford,  i 
good  deal  heightened  by  my  having,  ii 
youthful  days,  been  made  acquainted  with 
of  those  personages  who  were  now  moi 
terested  in  the  future  success  of  the  Legit 

*Mr.  Bogeif. 
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cause.    The  Comte  D^Artois,  or  Monsieur,  I 
bad  met   in   the  year  1802-3,  at  Donington 
Park,  the  seat  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  under 
whose  [>rince]y  roof  I  used  oflen  and  long,  in 
those  days,  to  iSnd  a  most  hospitable  home.     A 
1  small  party  of  distinguished  French  emigrants 
were  already  staying  on  a  visit  in  the  house 
wnen  Monsieur  and  his  suite  arrived ;    and 
1  among  those  were  the  present  King  of  France 
and  Jus  two  brothers,  the  Due  de  Montpensier, 
and  the  Comte  de  Beaujolais. 

Some  doubt  and  uneasiness  had,  I  remem- 
ber, been  felt  by  the  two  latter  brothers,  as  to 
the  reception  they  were  likely  to  encounter 
&om  the  new  guest ;  and  as,  in  those  times,  a 
cropped  and  unpowdered  head  was  regarded 
generally  as  a  symbol  of  Jacobinism,  the  Comte 
Beaujolais,  who,  like  many  other  young  men, 
wore  his  hair  in  this  fashion,  thought  it,  on  the 
present  occasion,  most  prudent,  in  order  to 
avoid  all  risk  of  offence,  not  only  to  put  pow- 
der in  his  hair,  but  also  to  provide  himself  with 
ao  artificial  queue.  This  measure  of  precau- 
tion, however,  led  to  a  slight  incident  after  din- 
ner, which,  though  not  very  royal  or  dignified, 
was  at  least  creditable  to  the  social  good- hu- 
mor of  the  future  Charles  X.  On  the  depar- 
ture of  the  ladies  from  the  dining-room,  we  had 
bardly  seated  ourselves  in  the  old-fashioned 
itjle,  round  the  fire,  when  Monsieur,  who  had 
happened  to  place  himself  next  to  Beaujolais, 
eaoght  a  glimpse  of  the  ascititious  tail, — ^which, 
having  been  rather  carelessly  put  on,  had  a 
good  deal  straggled  out  of  its  place.  With  a 
sort  of  scream  of  jocular  i  leasure,  as  if  delight- 
ed at  the  discovery.  Monsieur  seized  the  stray 
appendage,  and,  bringing  it  round  into  full 
view,  to  the  great  amusement  of  the  whole 
eompany,  popped  it  into  poor  grinning  Beau- 
jolais' month. 

On  one  of  the  evenings  of  this  short  visit  of 
Mooaienr,  I  remember  Curran  arriving  unex- 
pectedly, on  his  way  to  London  ;  and,  having 
eome  too  late  for  dinner,  he  joined  our  party 
m  the  erening.  As  the  foreign  portion  of 
the  eompany  was  then  quite  new  to  him,  I  was 
able  to  be  useful,  by  informing  him  of  the 
■allies,  rank,  and  other  particulars  of  the  party 
lie  Iband  assembled,  from  Monsieur  himself, 

•  0M  pu  184  of  thb  edltUm. 

1 1m  wm^Hofiag  ilw  past  tenae  here,  I  do  the  pment  lord 


down  to  the  old  Due  de  Lorge  and  the  Banm 
de  Rolle.  When  I  had  gone  through  the 
whole  list,  "  Ah,  poor  fellows  !*'  he  exclaimed, 
with  a  mixture  of  fun  and  pathos  in  his  look, 
truly  Irish,  '*Poor  fellows,  all  dismounted 
cavalry !" 

On  the  last  evening  of  Monsieur^s  stay,  I 
was  made  to  sing  for  him,  among  other  songs, 
"  Farewell  Bessy  !"  one  of  my  earliest  attempts 
at  musical  composition.  As  soon  as  I  had 
finished,  he  paid  me  the  compliment  of  reading 
aloud  the  words  as  written  under  the  music ; 
and  most  royal  havck:  did  he  make,  as  to  this 
day  I  well  remctiiber,  of  wbateiirer  liitle  sense 
or  metre  they  could  boast. 

Among  my  earlier  poetic  writings,  more 
than  one  grateful  memorial  may  be  found  of 
the  happy  days  I  passed  in  this  hospitable 
mansion, — • 

or  All  my  sunny  morni  and  moonlight  nights 
Ou  Donington*!  green  lawns  and  breezy  heights. 

But  neither  verse  nor  prose  could  do  any 
justice  to  the  sort  of  impression  I  still  retain 
of  those  long-vanished  days.  The  library  at 
Donington  wasf  extensive  and  valuable ;  and 
through  the  privilege  kindly  granted  to  me  of 
retiring  thither  for  study,  even  when  the  family 
were  absent,  I  frequ<:ntly  passed  whole  weeks 
alone  in  that  fine  library,  indulging  in  all  the 
first  airy  castle-building  of  authorship.  The 
various  projects,  indeed,  of  future  works  that 
used  then  to  pass  in  fruitless  succession  through 
my  mind,  can  be  compared  only  to  the  waves 
as  described  by  the  poet, — 

"  And  one  no  sooner  toach*d  the  shore,  and  died. 
Than  a  new  follower  rose.** 

With  that  library  is  also  connected  another 
of  my  earlier  poems, — the  verses  addressed  to 
the  Duke  of  Montpensier  on  his  portrait  of  the 
Lady  Adelaide  Forbes  ;|  for  it  was  there  that 
this  truly  noble  lady,  then  in  the  first  dawn  of 
her  beauty,  used  to  sit  for  that  picture ;  while, 
in  another  part  of  the  library,  the  Duke  of 
Orleans, — engaged  generally  at  that  time  with 
a  volume  of  Clarendon, — was  by  such  studies 
unconsciously  preparing  himself  for  the  high 
and  arduous  destiny,  which  not  only  the  Good 

injustice,  whose  filial  wish  I  know  It  is  to  keep  ail  c.t  Do> 
nlngton  exacUy  as  his  noble  father  left  it. 
I  See  p.  148  3f  this  edition. 
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jrenius  of  France,  but  his  own  sagacious  and 
ntrepid  spirit,  had  early  marked  out  for  him. 

I  need  iiardly  say  how  totally  different  were 
ill  the  circumstances  under  which  Monsieur 
limself  and  some  of  his  followers  were  again 
leen  by  me  in  the  year  1817; — the  same  act- 
irs,  indeed,  but  with  an  entirely  new  change 
if  scenery  and  decorations.  Among  the  variety 
>f  aspects  presented  by  this  change,  the  ridicu- 
ous  certainly  predominated ;  nor  could  a  sat- 
rist  who,  like  Philoctetes,  was  smitten  with  a 
ancy  for  shooting  at  gease,*  ask  any  better 
nippiy  of  such  game  than  the  high  places,  in 
France,  at  that  period,  both  lay  and  ecclesias- 
ical,  afforded.  Not  being  versed,  however, 
efficiently  in  French  politics  to  venture  to 
ricddle  with  them,  even  in  sport,  I  found  a 
nore  ready  conductor  of  laughter — for  which 
'.  was  then  much  in  the  mood — in  those  g^roups 
if  ridiculous  English  who  were  at  that  time 
iwarming  in  all  directions  throughout  Paris, 
ind  of  all  whose  various  forms  of  cockney- 
sm  and  nonsense  I  endeavored,  in  the  per- 
sonages of  the  Fudge  Family,  to  collect  the 
concentrated  essence.  The  result,  as  usual, 
ell  very  far  short  of  what  I  had  myself  precon- 
ceived and  intended.  But,  making  its  appear- 
mce  at  such  a  crisis,  the  work  brought  with  it 
hat  best  seasoning  of  all  such  jetix-tP esprit , 
he  d-propos  of  the  moment;  and,  accordingly, 
n  the  race  of  successive  editions,  Lalla  Rookh 
vas,  for  some  time,  kept  pace  with  by  Miss 
3iddy  Fudge. 

The  series  of  trifles  contained  in  this  volume, 
entitled  **  Rhymes  on  the  Road,"  were  written 
lartly  as  their  title  implies,  and  partly  at  a 
subsequent  'period  from  memorandums  made 
m  the  spot.  This  will  account  for  so  many 
if  those  pieces  being  little  better,  I  fear,  than 
*  prose  fringed  with  rhyme."  The  journey 
o  a  part  of  which  those  Rhjrmes  owed  their 
existence,  was  commenced  in  company  with 
!jord  John  Russell  in  the  autumn  of  the  year 
1819.  Af\er  a  week  or  two  passed  at  Paris,  to 
enable  Lord  John  to  refer  to  BariIIon*s  Letters 
or  a  new  edition  of  his  Life  of  Lord  Russell 
hen  preparing,  we  set  out  together  for  the 
Simplon.  At  Milan,  the  agreeable  society  of 
lie  late  Lord  Kinnaird  detained  us  for  a  few 


*  "  Pinntf^ero,  non  nnnl|reni1n  corpnre  tela  exereeiuitw:** 
Im  words  pQt  by  Accios  in  tlie  noath  ofPldloeietBf. 


days  ;  and  then  my  companion  took  the  routs 
to  Genoa,  while  I  proceeded  on  a  visit  to  Lord 
Byron,  at  Venice. 

It  was  during  the  journey,  thus  briefly  de- 
scribed, I  addressed  the  well-known  Remon- 
strance to  my  noble  friend ,t  which  has  of  late 
been  frequently  coupled  with  my  prophetic 
verses  on  the  Duke  of  Wellington,^  from  the 
prescient  spirit  with  which  it  so  confidently 
looked  forward  to  all  that  Lord  John  has  since 
become  in  the  eyes  of  the  world. 

Of  my  visit  to  Lord  Byron, — an  event  to 
me  so  memorable, — I  have  already  detailed 
all  the  most  interesting  particulars  in  my  pub- 
lished Life  of  the  poet ;  and  shall  here  only 
cite,  from  that  work,  one  passage,  *m  having 
some  reference  to  a  picture  mentioneu  in  the 
following  pages.  "As  we  were  conversing 
after  dinner  about  the  various  collections  of 
paintings  I  had  seen  that  morning,  on  my 
saying  that,  fearful  as  I  was  of  ever  praising 
any  picture,  lest  I  should  draw  on  myself  the 
connoisseur*s  sneer,  for  my  pains,  I  would  yet, 
to  him,  venture  to  own  that  I  had  seen  a  pic- 
ture at  Milan,  which •  The  Hagar  !'^  he 

exclaimed,  eagerly  mtemipting  me;  and  it 
was,  in  fact,  that  very  picture  I  was  about  to 
mention  to  him  as  having  awakened  in  me,  by 
the  truth  of  its  expression,  more  real  emotion 
than  any  I  had  yet  seen  among  the  cheft" 
d^oeuvre  of  Venice." 

In  the  society  I  chiefly  lived  with,  while  at 
Rome,  I  considered  myself  singulari)  fortunate; 
though  but  a  blind  and  uninitiated  worshipper 
of  those  powers  of  Art  of  which  my  companions 
were  all  high-priests.  Canova  himself,  Chan- 
trey,  Lawrence,  Jackson,  Turner,  Eastlake, — 
such  were  the  men  of  whose  presence  and 
guid'ince  I  enjoyed  the  advantage  in  visiting 
all  that  unrivalled  Rome  can  boast  of  beautiful 
and  grand.  That  I  derived  from  this  course 
of  tuition  any  thing  more  than  a  very  humbling 
consciousness  of  my  own  ignorance  and  want 
of  taste,  in  matters  of  art,  I  will  not  be  so  dis- 
honest as  to  pretend.  But,  to  the  stranger  in 
Rome  every  step  forms  an  epoch ;  and,  in  addi- 
tion to  all  its  own  countless  appeals  to  memory 
and  imagination,  the  agreeable  auspices  under 
which  I  first  visited  all  its  memorable  places 


t  8e«  BntceTlnneons  Poems.    %  0mi  p.  SSO,  of  thls«ditl(Ni. 
I  Abfaliam  dtomlMlog  Hagiur,  by  Guerdno. 
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aMld  not  but  render  every  impression  I  re- 
Mnred  more  vivid  and  permanent.  Thus,  with 
Bj  recollection  of  the  Sepulchre  of  St.  Peter, 
■kI  its  ever-burning  lamps,  for  which  splendid 
tfoi  C&nova  was  then  meditating  a  statue,* 
f  tkat  if  always  connected  in  my  mind  the  ex- 
damitioa  which  I  heard  break  from  Chantrey 
ifter  gazing,  for  a  few  moments,  in  silence, 
opoa  that  glorious  site, — "What  a  place  to 
work  for !" 

In  one  of  the  poems  contained  in  this  vol- 
oiiie,f  allusion  is  made  to  an  evening  not  easily 
forgotten,  when  Chantrey  and  myself  were 
tiken  by  Canova  to  the  Borghese  Palace,  for 
the  purpose  of  showing  us,  by  the  light  of  a 
tiper — his  favorite  mode  of  exhibiting  that 
work — his  beautiful  statue  of  the  Princess 
Boffghese,  called  the  Venere  Vincitrice.  In 
Chantrey^s  eagerness  to  point  out  some  grace 
ir  effect  that  peculiarly  struck  him,  he  snatched 
the  light  out  of  Canova's  hand ;  and  to  this  cir- 
OBBataoce  tho  following  passage  of  the  poem 
leferred  to  was  meant  to  allude  : — 

WbeB  he,  th^peer  In  art  and  fame, 
B«BK  o'er  the  marble  with  dellf  bt  ;t 
And.  wLile  his  Ung*rin|$  hand  would  steal 

O'er  every  graee  the  taper's  rays, 
Gare  thee,  with  all  the  gen'rons  zeal 
8nch  master-f  pirits  only  feci. 

The  best  of  fame — a  rival's  praise. 

One  of  the  days  that  still  linger  most  pleas- 
antly in  my  memory,  and  which,  I  trust,  neither 
Lady  Calcott  nor  Mr.  Eastlake  have  quite  for- 
focteo,  was  that  of  our  visit  together  to  the 
Palatine  Mount,  when,  as  we  sauntered  about 
that  picturesque  spot,  enjoying  the  varied  views 
of  Rome  which  it  commands,  they  made  me, 
for  the  first  time,  acquainted  with  Guidi's 
•{Hrited  Ode  on  the  Arcadians,  in  which  there 
is  poetry  enough  to  make  amends  for  all  the 
Dooseose  of  his  rhyming  brethren.  Truly  and 
grandiy  does  he  exclaim, — 

**  ladnoiita  e  saperha  ancnr  ft  Roma 

Benchi  si  veggii  col  gran  biuto  a  terra ; 

•  •  *  •  • 

Stm  plene  dl  splendor  le  sne  mine, 
E  il  gran  ceaere  sao  si  mostra  etemo.** 

With  Canova,  while  sitting  to  Jackson  for 
a  portrait  ordered  by  Chantrey,  I  had  more 
tkaa  once  some  interesting  conversation, — or, 
r,  listened  while  he  spoke, — respecting 
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I  believe,  of  Plas  VI. 
Bhyaea  on  the  Road,  Eztr.  zv. 
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the  political  state  of  Europe  at  that  period, 
and  those  '*  bricconi,'*  as  he  styled  them,  the 
sovereigns  of  the  Holy  Alliance  ;  and,  before  I 
left  Rome,  he  kindly  presented  to  me  a  set  of 
engravings  from  some  of  his  finest  statues,  to- 
gether with  a  copy  of  the  beautifully  printed 
collection  of  Poems,  which  a  Roman  poet, 
named  Missirini,  had  written  in  praise  of  his 
diflferent "  Marmi." 

When  Lord  John  Russell  and  myself  parted, 
at  Milan,  it  was  agreed  between  us,  that  after  a 
short  visit  to  Rome,  and  (if  practicable  within 
the  allowed  time)  to  Naples,  I  was  to  rejoin 
him  at  Genoa,  and  from  thence  accompany  him 
to  England.  But  the  early  period  for  whicn 
Parliament  was  summoned,  that  year,  o\^  jog  to 
the  violent  proceedings  at  Manchester,  rendered 
it  necessary  for  Lord  John  to  hasten  his  return 
to  England.  I  was,  therefore,  most  fortunate, 
under  such  circumstances,  in  being  permitted 
by  my  friends  Chantrey  and  Jackson  to  join  in 
their  journey  homeward  ;  through  which  luck) 
arrangement,  the  same  precious  privilege  I 
had  enjoyed,  at  Rome,  of  hearing  the  opinions 
of  such  practised  judges,  on  all  the  great  works 
of  art  I  saw  in  their  company,  was  continued 
afterwards  to  me  through  the  various  collec- 
tions we  visited  together,  at  Florence,  Bologna, 
Modena,  Parma,  Milan,  and  Turin. 

To  some  of  those  pictures  and  statues  that 
most  took  my  fancy,  during  my  tour,  allusions 
will  be  found  in  a  few  of  the  poems  contained 
in  this  volume.  But  the  great  pleasure  I  de- 
rived from  these  and  many  other  such  works 
arose  far  more  from  the  poetical  nature  of  their 
subjects  than  from  any  judgment  I  had  learned 
to  form  of  their  real  merit  as  w(ffks  of  art, 
— a  line  of  lore  in  which,  notwithstanding  my 
course  of  schooling,  I  remained,  I  fear,  unen- 
lightened to  the  last.  For  all  that  was  lost 
upon  me,  however,  in  the  halls  of  Art,  I  was 
more  than  consoled  in  the  cheap  picture- 
gallery  of  Nature  ;  and  a  glorious  sunset  I 
witnessed  in  ascending  the  Simplon  is  still 
remembered  by  me  with  a  depth  and  freshness 
of  feeling  which  no  one  work  of  art  I  saw  in 
the  galleries  of  Italy  has  left  behind. 

I  have  now  a  few  words  to  devote  to  a  some- 
what kindred  subject,  with  which  a  poem  or 


t  A  slight  alteration  here  has  rendered  these  verses  more    ■ 
tnM  to  the  actoat  fact  than  they  were  in  the  original  form. 
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two  contained  in  the  following  pages  are  closely 
connected.*  In  my  Preface  to  the  first  Vul- 
ume  of  this  collection,  I  briefly  noticed  the 
taste  for  Private  Theatrical  Perfonnances  which 
prevailed  during  the  latter  half  of  the  last  cen- 
tury among  the  higher  ranks  in  Ireland.  This 
taste  continued  for  nearly  twenty  years  to  sur- 
vive the  epoch  of  the  Union,  and  in  the  per- 
formances of  the  Private  Theatre  of  Kilkenny 
gave  forth  its  last,  as  well  as,  perhaps,  brightest 
flashes.  The  life  and  soul  of  this  institution 
was  our  manager,  the  late  Mr.  Richard  Power, 
a  gentleman  who  could  boast  a  larger  circle  of 
attached  friends,  and  through  a  life  more  free 
from  shadow  or  alloy,  than  any  individual  it 
has  ever  been  my  lot  to  know.  No  livelier 
proof,  indeed,  could  be  required  of  the  sort  of 
feeling  entertained  towards  him  than  was  once 
shown  in  the  reception  given  to  the  two  follow- 
ing homely  lines  which  occurred  in  a  Prologue 
I  wrote  to  be  spoken  by  Mr.  Corry  in  the  char- 
acter of  Vapid. 

*T|f  said  oar  worthy  manager  intends 

To  help  my  night,  and  ke^  you  know,  lias  frlends.f 

These  few  simple  words  I  wrote  with  the  as- 
sured conviction  that  they  would  produce  more 
eflfect,  from  the  homefelt  truism  they  contained, 
than  could  be  effected  by  the  most  labored 
burst  of  eloquence ;  and  the  result  was  just 
what  I  had  anticipated,  for  the  house  rung,  for 
a  considerable  time,  with  the  heartiest  plaudits. 
The  chief  comic,  or  rather  farcical,  force  of 
the  company  lay  in  my  friend  Mr.  Corry,  and 
"longo  intervallo,**  myself;  and  though,  as 
usual  with  low  comedians,  we  were  much 
looked  down  upon  by  the  lofYy  lords  of  the 
buskin,  msftiy  was  the  sly  joke  we  used  to 
indulge  together  at  the  expense  of  our  heroic 
brethren.  Some  waggish  critic,  indeed,  is  said 
to  have  declared  that  of  all  the  personages  of 
our  theatre  he  most  admired  the  prompter, — 
"  because  he  was  least  seen  and  best  heard." 
But  this  joke  was,  of  course,  a  mere  good- 
humored  slander.  There  were  two,  at  least, 
of  our  dramatic  corps.  Sir  Wrixon  Becher  and 
Mr.  Rothe,  whose  powers,  as  tragic  actors,  few 
amateurs  have  ever  equalled ;  and  Mr.  Corry 
— perhaps  alone  of  all  our  company — ^would 
have  been  sure  of  winning  laurels  on  the  public 
stage. 

*  See  page  519. 


As  to  my  own  share  in  these  representations, 
the  following  list  of  my  most  successful  char- 
acters will  show  how  remote  from  the  line  of 
the  Heroic  was  the  small  orbit  through  which 
I  ranged  ;  my  chief  parts  having  been  Sam,  in 
**  Raising  the  Wind,"  Robin  Rougbhead,  Mungo, 
Sadi,  in  the  "  Mountaineers,"  Spado,  and  Peep- 
ing Tom.  In  the  part  of  Spado  there  occur 
several  allusions  to  that  gay  rogue's  shortness 
of  stature,  which  never  failed  to  be  welcomed 
by  my  auditors  with  laughter  and  cheers ;  and 
the  words  **  Even  Sanguine  allows  I  am  a 
clever  little  fellow"  was  always  a  signal  for 
this  sort  of  friendly  explosion.  One  of  the 
songs,  indeed,  written  by  O'Keefe  for  the  char- 
acter of  Spado,  so  much  abounds  with  points 
thus  personally  applicable,  that  many  supposed, 
with  no  great  compliment  either  to  my  poetry 
or  my  modesty,  that  the  song  had  been  written, 
expressly  for  the  occasion,  by  myself.  The 
following  is  the  verse  to  which  I  allude,  and 
for  the  poetry  of  which  I  was  thus  made  re- 
sponsible : — 

"  Though  bom  to  be  little's  my  (kte. 

Yet  so  was  the  great  Alexander; 
And.  when  I  walk  ander  a  gate, 

I've  no  need  to  stoop  like  a  gander. 
Vm  no  lanky,  long  hoddy-doddy. 

Whose  pHpcr-klte  sails  in  the  sky; 
Though  wanting  two  feet,  in  my  body, 

In  soul,  I  am  thirty  feet  high.** 

Some  further  account  of  the  Kilkenny  The- 
atre, as  well  as  of  the  history  of  Private  The- 
atricals in  general,  will  be  found  in  an  article  I 
wrote  on  the  subject  for  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, vol.  xlvi.  No.  92,  p.  368. 
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TO 

THE  EIGHTH  VOLUME. 

On  my  return  from  the  interesting  visit  to 
Rome,  of  which  some  account  has  been  given 
in  the  preceding  Preface,  I  took  up  my  abode 
in  Paris,  and,  being  joined  there  by  my  family, 
continued  to  reside  in  that  capital,  or  its  ^m. 

*  See  page  51S. 
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rirooB^  till  about  the  close  of  the  year  1823. 
Ai  00  life,  however  sunny,  is  without  its  clouds, 
I  could  not  escape,  of  course,  my  share  of  such 
paysing  shjidows ;  and  this  long  estrangement 
from  our  happy  English  home,  towards  which 
my   family   yearned  even   more  fondly   than 
myself,  had  been  caused  by  difficulties  of  a 
pecaniary  nature,  and  to  a  large  amount,  in 
"which  I  had  been  involved  by  the  conduct  of 
the  person  who  acted  as  my  deputy  in  the  small 
office  I  held  at  Bermuda. 
I         That  I  should  ever  havo  come  to  be  chosen 
I     for  such  an  employment,  seems  one  of  those 
I    freaks  or  anomalies  of  human  destiny  which 
I    baffle  all  ordinary  speculation ;   and  went  far, 
\  indeed,  to  realize  Beaumarchais'  notion  of  the 
I  sort  of   standard    by   which,   too  frequently, 
\  fjoalifieation  for  place  is  regulated, — "  II  fallut 
on  calculateur ;  ce  fut  un  danseur  qui  Tobtint." 
But  however  much,  in  this  instance,  I  suf- 
fered from  my  want  of  schooling  in  matters  of 
buiness,  and  more  especially  from  my  having 
neglected  the  ordinary  precaution  of  requiring 
security  from  my  deputy,  I  was  more  than 
coosokd  for  all  such  embarrassment,  were  it 
even  ten  times  as  much,  by  the  eager  kindness 
widi  which   friends   pressed  forward  to  help 
to  release  me  from  my  difficulties.     Could  I 
venture  to  name  the  persons, — and  they  were 
many, — who    thus  volunteered    their    aid,  it 
would  be  found  they  were  all  of  them  men 
whose  characters  enhanced  such  a  service,  and 
that,  in  all,  the  name  and  the  act  reflected 
honor  upon  each  other. 

I  shall  so  far  lif\  the  veil  in  which  such  deli- 
cate generosity  seeks  to  shroud  itself,  as  to  men- 
tion briefly  the  manner  in  which  one  of  these 
kind  friends, — himself  possessing  but  limited 
means, — proposed  to  contribute  to  the  object 
of  releasing  me  from  my  embarrassments.  AAer 
adverting,  in  his  letter,  t  >  my  misfortunes,  and 
"  the  noble  way,"  as  hi  was  pleased  to  say, 
"in  which  I  bore  them,"  he  adds, — ^'* would 
it  be  very  impertinent  to  say,  that  I  have  500/. 
entirely  at  your  disposal,  to  be  paid  when  you 
like  ;  and  as  much  more  that  I  could  advance, 
vpoa  any  reasonable  security,  payable  in  seven 
years  1**  l^e  writer  concludes  by  apologizing 
audoasly  and  delicately  for  **  the  liberty  which 
be  thoa  takes,*'  assuring  me  that "  he  would  not 
have  made  the  ofler  if  he  did  not  feel  that  he 
voald  most  readily  accept  the  same  assistance 
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from  me.'*  I  select  this  one  instance  from  among 
the  many  which  that  trying  event  of  m>  life 
enables  me  to  adduce,  both  un  account  of  the 
deliberate  feeling  of  manly  regard  which  it 
manifests,  and  also  from  other  considerations 
which  it  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  mention, 
but  which  rendered  so  genuine  a  mark  of 
friendship  from  such  a  quarter  peculiarly  touch- 
ing and  welcome  to  me. 

When  sucL  .vere  the  men  who  hastened  to 
my  aid  in  this  imergenc  /,  I  need  hardly  say,  it 
was  from  no  squeamish  pride, — for  the  pride 
would  have  been  in  receiving  favors  from  such 
hands, — that  I  came  to  the  resolution  of  grate- 
fully declining  their  offisrs,  and  endeavoring 
to  work  out  my  deliverance  by  my  own  eflTorts. 
With  a  credit  still  fresh  in  the  market  of  liter- 
ature, and  with  publishers  ready  as  ever  to 
risk  their  thousands  on  my  ;  ime,  I  could  not 
but  feel  that,  however  gratifying  was  the  gener- 
ous zeal  of  such  friends,  I  should  best  show 
that  I,  in  some  degree,  deserved  their  offers, 
by  declining,  under  such  circumstances,  to  ac- 
cept them. 

Meanwhile,  an  attachment  had  issued  against 
me  from  the  Court  of  Admiralty;  and  as  a 
negotiation  was  about  to  be  opened  with  the 
American  claimants,  for  a  reduction  of  their 
large  demand  upon  me, — supposed,  at  that 
time,  to  amount  to  six  thousand  pounds, — it 
was  deemed  necessary  that,  pending  the  treaty, 
I  should  take  up  my  abode  in  France. 

To  write  for  the  means  of  daily  subsistence, 
and  even  in  most  instances  to  "forestall  the 
slow  harvest  of  the  brain,"  was  for  me,  un- 
luckily, no  novel  task.  But  I  had  now,  in 
addition  to  these  home  calls  upon  the  Muse,  a 
new,  painful,  and,  in  its  first  aspect,  overwhelm- 
ing exigence  to  provide  for;  and,  certainly, 
Paris,  swarming  throughout  as  it  \/as,  at  that 
period,  with  rich,  gay,  and  dissipated  English, 
was,  to  a  person  of  my  social  habits  and  multi- 
farious acquaintance,  the  very  worst  possible 
place  that  could  have  been  resorted  to  for  even 
the  semblance  of  a  quiet  or  studious  home. 
The  only  tranquil,  and,  therefore,  to  me,  most 
precious  portions  of  that  period  were  the  two 
summers  passed  by  my  family  and  myself  with 
our  kind  Spanish  friends,  the  V  •••♦•••  Is, 
at  their  beautiful  place,  La  Butte  Coaslin,  on 
the  road  up  to  Bellcvue.  There,  in  a  cottsge 
belonging  to  M.  V*******l,  and  but  a 
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icw  steps  from  his  house,  we  contrived  to 
conjure  up  an  apparition  of  Sloperton  ;*  and  I 
was  able  lor  some  time  to  work  with  a  feeling 
of  comfort  and  home.  I  used  frequently  to 
pass  the  morning  in  rambling  alone  through 
the  noble  park  of  St.  Cloud,  with  no  apparatus 
for  the  work  of  authorship  but  my  memo- 
randum-book and  pencils,  forming  sentences  to 
run  smooth  and  moulding  verses  into  shape. 
In  the  evenings  I  generally  joined  with  Madame 
V******»lin  Italian  duetts,  or,  with  far 
mo4e  pleasure,  sat  as  listener,  while  she  sung  to 
the  Spanish  guitar  those  sweet  songs  of  her  own 
country  to  which  few  voices  could  do  such  justice. 

One  of  the  pleasant  circumstances  connected 
with  our  summer  visits  to  La  Butte  was  the 
near  neighborhood  of  our  friend  Mr.  Kenny, 
the  lively  dramatic  writer,  who  was  lodged 
picturesquely  in  the  remains  of  the  Palace  of 
the  King^s  Aunts,  at  Bellevue.  I  remember, 
on  my  first  telling  Kenny  the  particulars  of  my 
Bermuda  mishap,  his  saying,  afler  a  pause  of 
real  feeling,  "  Well, — it's  lucky  you're  a  poet ; 
— a  philosopher  never  could  have  borne  it." 
Washington  Irving  also  was,  for  a  short  time, 
our  visiter ;  and  still  recollects,  I  trust,  his 
reading  to  me  some  parts  of  his  then  forth- 
coming work,  Bracebridge  Hall,  as  we  sat 
together  on  the  grass  walk  that  leads  to  the 
Ilocher,  at  La  Butte. 

Among  the  writings,  then  but  in  embryo,  to 
which  I  looked  forward  for  the  means  of  my 
enfranchisement,  one  of  the  most  important, 
as  well  aH  most  likely  to  be  productive,  was 
my  intended  Life  of  Sheridan.  But  I  soon 
found  that,  at  such  a  distance  from  all  those 
living  authorities  from  whom  alone  I  could 
gain  any  interesting  information  respecting 
the  private  life  of  one  who  left  behind  him 
so  little  epistolary  correspondence,  it  would  be 
wholly  impossible  to  proceed  satisfactorily  with 
this  task.  Accordingly  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray 
and  Mr.  Wilkie,  who  were  at  that  time  the  in- 
tended publishers  of  the  work,  to  apprize  them 
of  this  temporary  obstacle  to  its  progress. 

Being  thus  baffled  in  the  very  first  of  the 
few  resources  I  had  looked  to,  I  next  thought 
of  a  Romance  in  verse,  in  the  form  of  Letters, 
or  Epistles ;  and  with  this  view  sketched  out  a 


*  "  A  litile  cot,  with  trees  arow, 
And,  like  its  master,  very  low. 
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Story,  on  an  Egyptian  subject,  differing 
much  from  that  which,  some  years  afler,  fo 
the  groundwork  of  the  Epicurean.  AfU 
boring,  however,  for  some  months,  at 
experiment,  amidst  interruption,  dissip 
and  distraction,  which  might  well  put  a] 
Nine  Muses  to  flight,  I  gave  up  the  at) 
in  despair ; — fully  convinced  of  the  tro* 
that  warning  conveyed  in  some  early  ve« 
my  own,  addressed  to  the  Invisible  Girl  :• 

Oh  hint  to  the  bard,  *Us  retirement  alone 
Can  hallow  its  harp  or  ennoble  Its  tone : 
Like  yoQ,  with  a  Tell  of  seclusion  between, 
liis  song  to  the  world  let  him  otter  unseen, 

&e.  A 

It  was,  indeed,  to  the  secluded  life  I  led  < 
the  years  1813 — 1816,  in  a  lone  cottage  f 
the  fields  in  Derbyshire,  that  I  owed  t 
spiration,  whatever  may  have  been  its 
of  some  of  the  best  and  most  popular  pc 
of  Lalla  Rookh.  It  was  amidst  the  sno 
two  or  three  Derbyshire  winters  that  I 
myself  enabled,  by  that  concentration  of  tl 
which  retirement  alone  gives,  to  call  up  i 
me  some  of  the  sunniest  of  those  Eastern  i 
which  have  sii>ce  been  welcomed  in  India 
as  almost  native  to  its  clime. 

But,  abortive  as  had  now  been  all  my 
to  woo  the  shy  spirit  of  Poesy,  amidst 
unquiet  scenes,  the  course  of  reading  I 
time  to  pursue,  on  the  subject  of  Egyj 
of  no  small  service  in  storing  my  mio 
the  various  knowledge  respecting  that  c< 
which  some  years  later  I  turned  to  accc 
writing  the  story  of  the  Epicurean.     Tl 
facilities,  indeed, '  towards  this  object, 
some  of  the  most  distinguished  French  m 
and  artists  afforded  me,  are  still  remei 
by  me  with  thankfulness.     Besides  i: 
acquaintance,  Denon,  whose  drawings  of 
then  of  some  value,  I  frequently  const 
found  Mens.  Fourier  and  Mens.  Langl^s 
prompt  in  placing  books  at  my  disposal. 
Humboldt,  also,  who  was  at  that  time  in 
I  had  more  than  once  some  conversatioi 
subject  of  Egypt,  and  remember  his  exp 
himself  in  no  very  laudatory  terms  res 
the  labors  of  the  French  savans  in  that  c 

I  had  now  been  foiled  and  frustrated 

t  See  p.  1S7  of  this  edition. 
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of  those  literary  projects  on  which  I  had 
ecNtnted  most  sanguinely  in  the  calculation  of 
mj  resonrces ;  and,  though  I  had  found  sufficient 
tiine  to  furnish  my  musical  publisher  with  the 
Eighth  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  and  i^Ibo 
a  Number  of  the  National  Airs,  these  works 
alone,  I  knew,  would  yield  but  an  insufficient 
rapply«  compared  with  the  demands  so  closely 
and  threateningly  hanging  over  me.  In  this 
diffieolty  I  called  to  mind  a  subject, — the  East- 
ern aHegory  of  th«»  Loves  of  the  Angels, — on 
which  I  had,  some  years  before,  begun  a  prose 
story,  but  in  which,  as  a  theme  for  poetry,  I 
had  now  been  anticipated  by  Lord  Byron,  in 
one  of  the  most  sublime  of  his  many  poetical 
miracles,  '*  Heaven  and  Earth."  Knowing 
bow  soon  I  should  be  lost  in  the  shadow  into 
which  so  gigantic  a  precursor  would  cast  me, 
I  had  endeavored,  by  a  speed  of  composition 
which  must  have  astonished  my  habitually 
ilow  pen,  to  get  the  start  if  my  noble  friend 
in  the  time  of  publication,  and  thus  afford 
myself  the  sole  chance  I  could  perhaps  expect, 
nsder  such  unequal  rivalry,  of  attracting  to 
my  work  the  attention  of  the  public.  In  this 
homble  speculation,  however,  I  failed  ;  for  both 
works,  if  I  recollect  right,  made  their  appear- 
ance at  the  same  time. 

In  the  mean  while,  the  negotiation  which  had 
been  entered  into  with  the  American  claim- 
aatSy  for  a  reduction  of  the  amount  of  their 
demands  upon  me,  had  continued  to  **  drag  its 
alow  length  along ;"  nor  was  it  till  the  month 
of  September,  1822,  that,  by  a  letter  from  the 
Messrs.  Longman,  I  received  the  welcome 
intelligence  that  the  terms  offered,  as  our  ulti- 
maUmi,  to  the  opposite  party,  had  been  at  last 
accept  ?d,  and  that  I  might  now  with  safety 
retmn  to  England.  I  lost  no  time,  of  course, 
IB  mwailing  myself  of  so  welcome  a  privilege  ; 
and  as  all  that  remains  now  to  be  told  of  this 
trying  episode  in  my  past  life  may  be  comprised 
witliin  a  small  compass,  I  shall  trust  to  the 
patience  of  my  readers  for  tolerating  the  recital. 
Oo  arriving  in  England  I  learned,  for  the 
first  time, — having  teen,  till  then,  kept  very 
■mch  in  darkness  on  the  subject, — ^that,  afler 
a  long  and  frequently  interrupted  course  of 
Degotiatiouy  the  amount  of  the  claims  of  the 
American  merchants  had  been  reduced  to  the 
som  of  one  thousand  guineas,  and  that  towards 
ibe  payment  of  this  the  uncle  of  my  deputy, — 
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a  rich  London  merchant, — ^had  been  brought, 
with  some  difficulty,  to  contribute  three  hun- 
dred pounds.  I  was  likewise  informed,  that  a 
very  dear  and  distinguished  friend  of  mine,  to 
whom,  by  his  own  desire,  the  state  of  the  nego- 
tiation was,  from  time  to  time,  reported,  had, 
upon  finding  that  there  appeared,  at  last,  some 
chance  of  an  arrangement,  and  learning  also  the 
amount  of  the  advance  made  by  my  deputy^s 
relative,  immediately  deposited  in  the  hands  of 
a  banker  the  remaining  portion  (750/.)  of  the 
required  sum,  to  ;.e  there  in  readiness  for  the 
final  settlement  of  the  dei  and. 

Though  still  adhering  to  my  original  pur- 
pose of  owing  to  my  own  exertions  alone  the 
means  of  relief  from  these  difficulties,  I  yet 
felt  a  pleasure  in  allowing  this  thoughtful  de- 
posite  to  be  applied  to  thegect.^ous  purpose  for 
which  it  was  destined;  and  having  employed 
in  this  manner  the  750/.,  I  then  transmitted  to 
my  kind  friend, — I  need  hardly  say  with  what 
feelings  of  thankfulness, — a  check  on  my  pub- 
lishers for  the  amount. 

Though  this  effort  of  the  poet's  purse  was 
but,  as  usual,  a  new  launch  into  the  Future, — 
a  new  anticipation  of  yet  unborn  means, — the 
result  showed  that,  at  least  in  this  instance,  I 
l\,ad  not  counted  on  my  bank  **  in  nubibus'*^  too 
sanguinely ;  for,  on  receiving  my  publishers* 
account,  in  the  month  of  June  following,  I 
found  1000/.  placed  to  my  credit  from  the  sale 
of  the  Loves  of  the  Angels,  and  500/.  from  the 
Fables  of  the  Holy  Alliance. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention,  that,  among  the 
resources  at  that  time  placed  at  my  disposal, 
was  one  small  and  sacred  sum,  which  had  been 
set  apart  by  its  young  possessor  for  some  such 
beneficent  purpose.  This  fund,  amounting  to 
about  300/.,  arose  from  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  of  the  first  edition  of  a  biographical  work, 
then  recently  published,  which  will  long  be 
memorable,  as  well  from  its  own  merits  and 
stibject,  as  from  the  lustre  that  has  been  since 
shed  back  upon  it  from  the  public  career  of  its 
noble  author.  To  a  g\(i  from  such  hands  might 
well  have  been  applied  the  words  of  Ovid, 


ftcceptlgsima  nemper 
Manera  sunt,  auctor  qone  pretiosa  faciu 

In  this  volume,  and  its  immediate  successor, 
will  be  found  collected  almost  all  those  delin- 
quencies of  mine,  in  the  way  of  satire,  \i  hich 
have  appeared,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  pub* 
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lie  joarnals,  during  the  last  twenty  or  thirty 
years.  The  comments  and  notices  required  to 
throw  light  on  these  political  trifles  must  be 
reserved  for  our  next  volume. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  NINTH  VOLUME. 

In  one  of  those  Notices,  no  less  friendly 
than  they  are  able  and  spirited,  which  this  new 
Edition  of  my  Poetical  Works  has  called  forth 
from  a  leading  political  journal,  I  find,  in 
reference  to  the  numerous  satirical  pieces  con- 
tained in  these  volumes,  the  following  sug- 
gestion :* — **  It  is  now  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century  since  this  bundle  of  political  pas- 
quinades set  the  British  public  in  a  roar  ;  and 
though  the  events  to  which  they  allude  may 
be  well  known  to  every  reader, 

"  Cuja«  oetAvnm  trepldavlt  stA* 
Claudere  lastrnm,** 

there  are  many  persons,  now  forming  a  part  of 
the  literary  public,  who  have  come  into  ex- 
istence since  they  happened,  and  who  cannot 
be  expected,  even  if  they  had  the  leisure  and 
opportunity,  to  rummage  the  files  of  our  old 
newspapers  for  a  history  of  the  perishable  facts 
on  which  Mr.  Moore  has  so  often  rested  the 
flying  artillery  of  his  wit.  Many  of  those  facts 
will  be  considered  beneath  the  notice  of  the 
grave  historian  ;  and  it  is,  therefore,  incumbent 
on  Mr.  Moore — if  he  wishes  his  political  squibs, 
imbued  as  they  are  with  a  wit  and  humor 
quite  AriHtophanic,  to  be  relished,  as  they 
deserve  to  be  relished,  by  our  great-grand- 
children— to  preface  them  with  a  rapid  sum- 
mary of  the  events  wliich  gave  them  birth." 

Without  pausing  here  to  say  how  gratifying 
it  »  to  me  to  find  my  long  course  of  Anti- 
Tory  warfare  thus  tolerantly,  and  even  gen- 
erously spoken  of,  and  by  so  distinguished  an 
organ  of  public  opinion,  I  shall,  as  briefly  as  I 
can,  advert  to  the  writer's  friendly  suggestion, 
and  then  mention  some  of  those  reasons  which 
have  induced  me  to  adopt  it.  That  I  was  dis- 
posed, at  first,  to  annex  some  such  commentary 

*  Tkt  TiouM  Jon.  0, 164L 


to  this  series  of  squibs,  may  bare  been  collected 
from  the  cooclading  sentences  of  my  last  Pre- 
face ;  but  a  little  further  consideratioa  has  led 
me  to  abandon  this  intention. 

To  that  kind  of  satire  which  deals  only  with 
the  lighter  follies  of  social  life,  with  the  passing 
modes,  whims,  and  scandal  of  the  day,  sneh 
illustrative  conmients  become,  after  a  short 
time,  necessary.  But  the  true  preserving  salt 
of  political  satire  is  its  applicability  to  future 
times  and  generations^  as  well  as  to  tboae 
which  had  first  called  it  forth;  its  power  of 
transmitting  the  scourge  of  ridi;  lie  through 
succeeding  periods,  with  a  lash  still  fresh  tar 
the  back  of  the  bigot  and  the  oppressor,  under  { 
whatever  new  shape  they  may  present  them- 
selves. I  can  hardly  flatter  myself  with  the 
persuasion  that  any  one  of  the  satirical  pieces 
contained  in  this  Volume  is  JaAely  to  possess  this 
principle  of  vitality ;  but  I  feel  quite  certain  that, 
without  it,  not  all  the  notes  and  illustrations  in 
which  even  the  industry  of  Dutch  commentator- 
ship  could  embalm  them  would  ensure  to  these 
trifles  a  life  much  beyond  the  present  hour. 

Already,  to  many  of  them,  that  sort  of  relish 
— ^by  far  the  least  worthy  source  of  their  suc- 
cess— which  the  names  of  living  victims  lend 
to  such  sal  lies,  has  become,  in  the  course  of 
time,  wanting.  But,  as  far  as  their  appoaite- 
ness  to  the  passing  political  events  of  the  day 
has  yet  been  tried — and  the  dates  of  these  sa- 
tires range  over  a  period  of  nearly  thirty  years 
— their  ridicule,  thanks  to  the  undying  nature 
of  human  absurdity,  appears  to  have  lost,  as 
yet,  but  little  of  the  original  freshness  of  its 
first  application.  Nor  is  this  owing  to  any 
peculiar  felicity  of  aim  in  the  satire  itself,  but 
to  the  sameness,  throughout  that  period,  of  all 
its  original  objects  ; — the  unchangeable  nature 
of  that  spirit  of  Monopoly  by  which,  under  all 
its  various  impersonations,  commercial,  reli- 
gious, and  political,  these  satires  had  been  first 
provoked.  To  refer  but  to  one  instance,  the 
Corn  Question, — assuredly,  the  entire  apposite- 
ncss,  at  this  very  moment,  of  such  versicles  as 
the  following,  redounds  far  less  to  the  credit  of 
poesy  than  to  the  disgrace  of  legislation, — 

How  eon  yon,  my  Lord,  thus  dcUf^ht  to  torment  all 
The  PMra  of  the  nmlm  about  cheap*ntng  the  com. 

When  yoa  know  If  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
rris  liardly  worth  while  to  be  very  high-bom. 

That,  being  by  nature  so  little  prone  to  spleen 
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•r  bitterness,  I  should  yet  have  frequented  so 
neb  the  thorny  paths  of  satire,  has  always,  to 
ffljself  and  those  best  acquainted  with  me,  been 
t  matter  of  surprise.  By  supposing  the  imagin- 
itioD,  however,  to  be,  in  such  cases,  the  sole 
or  chief  prompter  of  the  satire — which,  in  my 
Mm  instance,  I  must  say,  it  has  generally  been 
— ueasy  solution  is  found  for  the  difficulty. 
The  same  readiness  of  fancy  which,  with  but 
tittle  help   from  reality,  can  deck  out  **the 
Cjothia  of  the  minute*'  with  all  possible  attrac- 
tions,  will  likewise  be  able,  when  in  the  vein, 
to  shower  ridicule  on  a  political  adversary, 
without  allowing  a  single  feeling  of  real  bitter- 
less  to  mix  itself  with  the  operation.     Even 
thit  sternest  of  all  satirists,  Dante,  who,  not 
eoateot  with  the  penal  fire  of  the  pen,  kept  an 
lilerno  ever  ready  to  receive  the  victims  of  his 
wrath,— even  Dante,  on  becoming  acquainted 
with  some  of  the  persons  whom  he  had  thus 
doomed,  not  only  revoked  their  awful  sentence, 
bot  even  honored  them  with  warm  praise  ;* 
ifid  probably,  on  a  little  further  acquaintance, 
wwoU  have  admitted  them  into  his  Paradiso. 
When  Uius  loosely  and  shallowly  even  the  sub- 
lifiie  satire  of  Dante  could  strike  its  roots  in 
his  own  heart  and  memory,  it  is  easy  to  con- 
ceive bow  light  and  passing  may  be  the  feeling 
of  hostility  with  which  a  partisan  in  the  field  of 
satire   plies   his   laughing  warfare  :  and  bow 
otWn  it  may  happen  that  even  the  pride  of  hit- 
ting his  mark  outlives  but  a  short  time  the  flight 
of  the  shaft. 

I  cannot  dismiss  from  my  hands  these  politi- 
cal trifles, — 

*This  swarm  of  themes  that  setllcd  on  my  pen. 
Which  I,  like  samincr- flies,  shake  oflT  again,** — 

without  venturing  to  add  that  I  have  now  to 
eoonect  with  them  one  mournful  recollection — 
ooe  loss  from  among  the  circle  of  those  I  have 
hmgest  looked  up  to  with  aflcction  and  admira- 
tioo — ^which  I  littK  thought,  when  I  began  this 
aeries  of  prefatory  sketches,  I  should  have  to 
BMram  before  their  close.  I  need  hardly  add, 
that,  in  thus  alluding  to  a  great  light  of  the  so- 
cial and  political  world  recently  gone  out,  I 
xaean  the  late  Lord  Holland. 
It  may  be  recollected,  perhaps,  that,  in  men- 


*  Ia  hit  Gmvito  he  pmis6«  very  warmly  some  persons 
vbnai  he  bnd  before  abased. — Bee  Foseolo,  Diseorso  muI 
ntua  DnmU, 

t  Hilt  wUl  be  seen  whenerer  those  valuable  papers  come 


tioning  some  particulars  respecting  an  early 
squib  of  mine, — the  Parody  on  the  Prince 
Regent^s  Letter, — I  spoke  of  a  dinner  at  which 
I  was  present  on  the  very  day  of  the  first  pub- 
lication of  that  Parody,  when  it  was  the  subject 
of  much  conversation  at  table,  and  none  of  the 
party,  except  our  host,  had  any  suspicion  that 
I  was  the  author  of  it.  This  host  was  Lord 
Holland;  and  as  such  a  name  could  not  but 
lend  value  to  any  anecdote  connected  with  lit- 
erature, I  only  forbore  the  pleasure  of  adding 
such  an  ornament  to  my  page,  from  knowing 
that  Lord  Holland  had  long  viewed  with  disap- 
probation and  regret  much  of  that  conduct 
of  the  Whig  party  towards  the  Recent  in 
1812-13,t  of  the  history  of  which  this  squib, 
and  the  welcome  reception  it  met  with,  forma 
an  humble  episode. ^ 

Lord  Holland  himself,  i:..  addition  to  his 
higher  intellectual  accomplishments,  possessed 
in  no  ordinary  degree  the  talent  of  writing 
easy  and  playful  vers  de  societe ;  and,  among 
the  instances  I  could  give  of  the  lightness  of 
his  hand  at  such  triflefl,  there  is  one  no  less 
characteristic  of  his  good-nature  than  his  wit, 
as  it  accompanied  a  copy  of  the  octavo  edition 
of  Bayle,|  which,  on  hearing  me  rejoice  one 
day  that  so  agreeable  an  author  had  been  at 
last  made  portable,  he  kindly  ordered  for  me 
from  Paris. 

So  late,  indeed,  as  only  a  month  or  two  be- 
fore his  lordship^s  death,  he  was  employing 
himself,  with  all  his  usual  cheerful  eagerness, 
in  translating  some  verses  of  Metastasio ;  and 
occasionally  consulted  both  Mr.  Rogers  and 
myself  as  to  diiferent  readings  of  some  of  the 
lines.  In  one  of  the  letters  which  1  received 
from  him  while  thus  occupied,  1  find  the  follow- 
ing postscript : — 

**  Tis  thas  I  tnm  th*  Italian*s  song. 
Nor  deem  I  read  his  meaning  wmng. 
But  with  rough  English  to  combine 
The  sweetness  that's  In  every  line. 
Asks  for  ynar  Muse,  and  not  fm  mine. 
Sen$e  vn/y  will  not  quit  the  score ; 
We  must  have  that,  and— little  Morey 

He  then  adds,  "  I  send  you,  too,  a  melan- 
choly Epigram  of  mine,  of  which  1  have  seeu 
many,  alas,  witness  the  truth  : — 


to  be  published,  which  Lord  Holland  left  behind  him,  om* 
taining  Memoirs  of  his  own  times  and  of  those  immediately 
preceding  them. 
X  la  sixteen  volomea,  pabUahed  at  Pans,  oy  Desocr. 
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•«  A  ■laUter's  utwer  it  mUncf  to  kSad ! 
I  siarre,  ftod  be  lelU  bm  he'll  keep  mut  la  mind. 
Ac// bit  proolae,God  knotrt,  woold  ny  tplritt  rettm: 
Let  bim  irc^  ne—tad,  Ikllh,  I  will  uk  for  so 


The  only  portion  of  the  mass  of  trifles  con- 
iiined  in  this  Tolume,  that  first  foand  its  way 
D  the  public  eye  through  any  more  responsible 
luinnel  than  a  newspaper,  was  the  Letters  of 
be  Fudgre  Family  in  England, — a  work  which 
ras  sure,  from  its  very  nature,  to  encounte* 
tie  double  risk  of  being  thought  dull  as  a  mere 
equel,  and  light  and  unsafe  as  touching  on 
)llies  connected  with  the  name  of  Heligion. 
nto  the  question  of  the  comparative  dulness 
f  any  of  my  productions,  it  is  not  for  me,  of 
ourse,  to  enter ;  but  to  the  charge  of  treating 
eligious  subjects  irreverently,  I  shall  content 
lyself  with  replying  in  the  words  of  Pascal, — 

II  a  bien  de  la  difference  entre  rire  de  la  re- 
gion et  rire  de  ceux  qui  la  profanent  par  leurs 
pinions  extravagantes." 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  TENTH  VOLUME. 

The  Story  which  occupies  this  volume  was 
itended  originally  to  be  told  in  verse ;  and  a 
reat  portion  of  it  was  at  first  written  in  that 
)rm.  This  fact,  as  well  as  the  character,  per- 
aps,  of  the  whole  work,  which  a  good  deal 
artakes  of  the  cast  and  coloring  of  poetry, 
ave  been  thought  sufficient  to  entitle  it  to  a 
lace  in  this  general  collection  of  my  poetical 
rritings. 

How  little  akin  to  romance  or  poesy  were 
ome  of  the  circumstances  under  which  this 
.'ork  was  first  projected  by  me,  the  reader  may 
ave  seen  fram  a  preceding  preface  ;*  and  the 
illowing  rough  outline,  which  I  have  found 
mong  my  papers,  dated  Paris,  July  25,  1820, 
/ill  show  both  my  first  general  conception,  or 
)rcshadowing  of  the  story,  and  likewise  the 
xtoiit  to  which  I  thought  right,  in  afterwards 
working  out  this  design,  to  reject  or  modify 
ome  of  its  details. 

"Began    my   Egyptian    Poem,   and  wrote 

•  fntkeo  to  the  Eighth  VolanM,  p.  40  of  thU  etfltkM. 


about  thirteen  or  fourteen  lines  of  it.  TIk 
story  to  be  told  in  letters  from  a  young  Epiev- 
rean  philosopher,  who,  in  the  second  eentmy 
of  the  Christian  era,  goes  to  Egypt  for  the 
purpose  of  discovering  the  elixir  of  immortal- 
ity, which  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  secrets 
of  the  Egyptian  priests.  During  a  Festival  on 
the  Nile,  he  meets  with  a  beautiful  maiden, 
the  daughter  of  one  of  the  priests  lately  dead. 
She  enters  the  catacombs,  and  disappears.  He 
hovers  around  the  spot,  and  at  last  finds  the 
fvell  and  secret  passages,  &c.,  by  which  those 
who  are  initiated  enter.  He  sees  this  maiden 
in  one  of  those  theatii.  al  spectacles  which 
formed  a  part  of  the  subterranean  Elysium  of 
the  Pyramids — finds  opportunities  of  conver- 
sing with  her — their  intercourse  in  this  myste- 
rious region  described.  They  are  discovered ; 
and  he  is  thrown  into  those  subterranean  pris- 
ons, where  they  who  violate  the  rules  of  Ini- 
tiation are  confined.  He  is  liberated  from 
thence  by  the  young  maiden,  and  taking  flight 
together,  they  reach  some  beautiful  region, 
where  they  linger,  for  a  time,  delighted,  and 
she  is  near  becoming  a  victim  to  his  arts.  But 
taking  alarm,  she  flies ;  and  seeks  refuge  with 
a  Christian  monk,  in  the  Thebaid,  to  whom  her 
mother,  who  was  secretly  a  Christian,  had  con- 
signed her  in  dying.  The  struggles  of  her 
love  with  her  religion.  A  persecution  of  the 
Christians  takes  place,  and  she  is  seized  (chiefly 
through  the  unintentional  means  of  her  lover) 
and  suffers  martyrdom.  The  scene  of  her  mar- 
tyrdom described,  in  a  letter  from  the  Solitary 
of  the  Thebaid,  and  the  attempt  made  by  the 
young  philosopher  to  rescue  her.  He  is  carried 
off  from  thence  to  the  cell  of  the  Solitary. 
His  letters  from  that  retreat,  after  he  has  be- 
come a  Christian,  devoting  his  thoughts  en- 
tirely to  repentance  and  the  recollection  of 
the  beloved  saint  who  had  gone  before  him. — 
If  I  donH  make  something  ',%ii  of  all  this,  the 
deuce  is  inH." 

According  to  this  plan,  the  events  of  the 
story  were  to  be  told  in  Letters,  or  Epistolary 
Poems,  addressed  by  the  philosopher  to  a 
young  Athenian  friend ;  but,  for  greater  va- 
riety, as  well  as  convenience,  I  afterwards  dis- 
tributed the  task  of  narration  among  the  chief 
personages  of  the  Tale.  The  great  difficulty, 
however,  of  managing,  in  rhyme,  the  minor 
details  of  a  story,  so  as  to  be  clear  without 
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gruiriBg  prosaic,  and  still  more,  the  diffuse 
len^  to  which  I  saw  narration  in  verse  would 
extend,  deterred  me  from  following  this  plan 
anj  further ;  and  I  then  commenced  the  tale 
anew  in  its  present  shape. 

Of  the  Poems  written  for  my  first  experi- 
Bent,  a  few  specimens,  the  best  I  could  select, 
were  introduced  into  the  prose  story ;  but  the 
remainder  I  had  thrown  aside,  and  nearly  for- 
gotten eTcn  their  existence,  when  a  circum- 
Btance  somewhat  characteristic,  perhaps,  of 
that  trading  spirit  which  has  now  converted 
Pimassus  itself  into  a  market,  again  called  my 
tttention  to  them.  The  late  Mr.  Macrone,  to 
whose  general  talents  and  enterprise  in  business 
all  who  knew  him  will  bear  ready  testimony, 
had  long  been  anxious  that  I  should  undertake 
for  him  some  new  Poem  or  Story,  affording 
Rich  subjects  for  illustration  as  might  call  into 
plaw  the  fanciful  pencil  of  Mr.  Turner.  Other 
tasks  and  ties,  however,  had  rendered  my  com- 
pliance with  this  w^^h  impracticable ;  and  he 
was  about  to  give  op  all  thoughts  of  attaining 
Ids  object,  when  on  learning  from  me  acciden- 
tally that  the  Epicurean  was  still  my  own  prop- 
erty, he  proposed  to  purchase  of  me  the  use 
of  the  copyright  for  a  single  illustrated  edition. 

The  terms  proffered  by  him  being  most 
liberal,  I  readily  acceded  to  the  proposed  ar- 


rangement ;  but,  on  further  consideration, 
there  arose  some  difficulty  in  the  way  of  our 
treaty — the  work  itself  being  found  msufficient 
to  form  a  volume  of  such  dimensions  as  would 
yield  any  hope  of  defraying  the  cost  of  the 
numerous  illustrations  then  intended  for  it. 
Some  modification,  therefore,  of  our  terms  was 
thought  necessary;  and  then  first  was  the 
notion  supfgested  to  me  of  bringing  forth  from 
among  my  papers  the  orig'inal  sketch,  or  open- 
ing of  the  story,  and  adding  these  fragments, 
as  a  sort  of  make-weight,  in  the  nritual  adjust- 
ment of  our  terms. 

That  I  had  myself  rpganlcd  the  first  experi- 
ment as  a  failure,  was  siifTiciently  shown  by 
my  relinquishment  of  it.  But,  as  the  published 
work  had  then  passed  through  several  editions, 
and  had  been  translated  into  most  of  the  lan- 
guages of  Europe,  it  was  thought  that  an  in- 
sight into  the  anxious  process  by  which  such 
success  had  been  attained,  might,  as  an  encour- 
agement, at  least,  to  the  humble  merit  of 
painstaking,  be  deemed  of  some  little  use. 

The  following  are  the  translations  of  this 
Tale  which  have  reached  me :  viz.  two  in 
French ;  two  in  Italian,  (Milan,  183fl — Venice, 
1835;)  one  in  German,  (Inspruc,  1628;)  and 
one  in  Dutch,  by  M.  Herman  van  Loghem. 
(Deventer,  1829.) 


r    I 


THE 


POETICAL  WOEKS 


OP 


THOMAS   MOORE. 


ODES  OF  ANACREON 


TRANSLATED   INTO  ENGLISU  VERSE. 


WITH  NOTES. 


TO 
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Your  Royal  Highnesses 
Very  grateful  and  devoted  Servant, 

TllOMAI  MOORK. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

I  It  may  be  necessary  to  mention,  that,  in  arrang- 
I  ia;;  t}ie  Odes,  the  Translator  has  adopted  the  order 
I  of  iti9  Vatican  MS.  For  those  who  wish  to  refer  to 
I  the  ori^ual,  be  has  prefixed  an  Index,  which  mnrks 
Ih*  aumber  of  each  Ode  in  Bamea  and  tha  other 
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To'tf  ^(MTi,  ry  Avaiy 
K'  ov«c  c/iot  Kpartiv  liutKas 


AU!  y*  trpv^ticaf  ifiuv 
OvK  tpovf  vo/tavi  iiiaoKwv 
Ovff  c/iov  Xaxci*  awrov 

Mvrc  ^ooxcpatvc,  0i;«t 

'On,  dfj,  ffov  y*  avev  ^cv 
'O  ao^wrard(  tlirayruv 


*flj  Xwpi?  yap,  «;£0V  i;rop 
41     '  Oil  fiiorov  yaXtivtiv 

Ov  90^0S  IttXtfiof  itftl 


i.  Tmesis  pm  a^i^rx^fprooy.    Theocr.  Id.  m.  142.  wtortav- 
^•{•^t  wepi  vllaK'ti  dfi^l  filXtaaatt  h.  e.  'i/i^tircjrcjvro. 
i  P'eikl-Anncr.  Od.  lu.  12.  rp'ijtepois  voat¥  xnpivci. 
*  M  i  fi»,  kie—h  il,  iUe.    Biun.  Id.  i.  82.  xi)  ftlv  dTarios, 
IktlTi  r6l*»  I0atm'^  k.  t.  X.  itidem  de  Amnrlbns. 
1 1.  bt^i—U  *:pminnS.     Pseud  Anacr.  Od.  xxviu.  18.  rd 
^i^i$pa  vvv  iXifiOi  I  ivd  roil  ir«pd(  woiffaov. 
Ml  U.  caXXffvXXaif— jM^iai.    Pseud- Anacr.  Od.  v.  3.  rd 
i^ric«AX(f0XXoy. 
H  Tmevh  pni  garaffiva.     Pseud-Anacr.  Od.  iii.  15.  dvi 
f  tWi  Vi)^»^r  atJMf.  h.  e.  dtfdxf/af. 
^  S«y^  '»«fiif  quo  rovr9  referatnr.    Eurlii.  Phoen.  12. 
***»  >ip  rar%)  |  iStro.  h.  e.  r'liro  owopa,    PportH*  ^^Xa 
'•T*  tdomtekUim  ex  Pseud-Anacr.  Od.  lu.  4.  fup^vuv  it 

I   tl  ftettl-Aiwer.  Od.  xxnr.  9.  jfftrfro*  Tp(0op  hSiieip, 
\   %.  £*c)LE«a;eii.  338.  /ii}Jl  yiv,  |  Wp<!of  i6<i)¥,  dOito  »oSl 

*•♦**  •*•»  y*  M  ^o«  x*^^<»*»'*»  «*  prmter  nUivmem  in 
ILT.  133.*H/)f|,  fij^  yaXf  raifc  vapiir  rA/r.  Simllem 
K  putio  lamm  ^i^  /lot  exhlbc '  Pseud-Anacr.    Od. 

f  *^  '•**' '  /  Alheneus  iri»  no  iript  row  AvanptovTot. 
^  1^  ^Inonr  flC  AoaereoQ,  by  Ga^on  (le  Po^te  tans  fard, 
'^  binuelf.)  U  profenedly  a  romance ;  nor  does 


rt  oo^rtpov  ylvotr*  Sp  ; 
iftiOiv  90^Ttpos  tli  ; 
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REMARKS  ON  ANACREON. 

There  is  but  little  known  with  certainty  of  the 
life  of  Anacreon.  Chamaeleon  Horacleotes,'  who 
wrote  upon  tlie  subject,  has  been  lost  in  the  general 
wreck  of  ancient  literature.  The  editors  of  the 
poet  have  collected  the  few  trifling  anecdotes  which 
are  scattered  through  the  extant  authors  of  anti- 
quity, and,  supplying  the  deficiency  of  materials  by 
fictions  of  their  own  imagination,  have  arranged, 
what  they  call,  a  life  of  Anacreon.  These  specious 
fabrications  are  intended  to  indulge  that  interest 
which  we  naturally  feel  in  the  biography  of 
illustrious  men  ;  but  it  is  rather  a  dangerous  kind  of 
illusion,  as  it  confounds  the  limits  of  history  and 
romance,'  and  is  too  often  supported  by  unfaithful 
citation.' 

Our  poet  was  bom  in  the  city  of  T6ob,*  in  the 
delicious  region  of  Ionia,  and  the  lime  of  his  birth 
appears  to  have  been  in  the  sixth  century  beforo 
Christ'  He  flourished  at  that  remarkable  period, 
when,  under  the  polished  tyrants  Hipparchus  and 
Polycrates,  Athens  and  Samos  were  become  the 
rival  asylums  of  genius.  There  is  nothing  certain 
known  about  his  family,  and  those  who  pretend  to 
discover  in  Plato  that  he  was  a  descendant  of  the 
monarch  Codrus,  show  much  more  of  zeal  than  of 
either  accuracy  or  judgment* 

Mademoiselle  Scuderi,  from  whom  he  borrowed  the  idea, 
pretend  to  historical  ventcity  In  her  account  of  Anacreon 
and  Bappho.  These,  then,  are  allowable.  But  how  can 
B-tmes  be  forgiven,  who,  with  all  the  confidence  of  a  bio- 
grapher, traces  every  wandering  of  the  poet,  and  settles  him 
at  last,  In  his  old  age,  at  a  country  villa  near  Tcos  1 

*  The  learned  Bnyle  has  detected  somelufldelltlesof  qno- 
tntlon  in  Le  Fevre.  {Dietiannaire  HuUtrifue^  Itc.)  Madante 
[Kclor  h  not  more  accinite  than  her  father:  they  have 
almost  made  Anacreon  prime  minister  to  the  monarch  uf 
Bamos. 

«  The  Asiatics  were  aa  remarkable  for  genius  as  for  luxury. 
*'  Ingenia  Asiatlca  Inclyta  per  gentet  fecAre  Puetc,  Anaeieon, 
inde  Mlmnermos  et  Antimnchns,**  icc.^Sotinut. 

*  1  have  not  attempted  to  define  the  particular  Olympiad, 
but  have  adopted  the  Idea  of  Bayle,  who  says,  **Je  n*ai 
point  marqu6  d*01ymplade ;  car  pour  un  homme  qui  a  v^ea 
85  ans,  II  me  senible  que  Ton  ne  doit  point  A*enfermer  dans 
des  homes  si  etroites.** 

*  This  mistake  Is  founded  on  a  false  Interpretation  of  a 
very  obvious  passage  In  Plato*s  Dlalogne  on  Temperance ;  it 
originated  with  Madame  Dacier,  and  has  been  received  im- 
pltrltly  by  many.  Gall,  a  late  editor  uf  Anacreon,  seems  to 
claim  to  himself  the  merit  of  detecting  this  errors  batBaVt* 
had  observed  it  before  him. 
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The  dii>poRition  and  talents  of  Anaereon  recom- 
mtiudnd  him  to  the  monarch  of  Samos,  and  he  was 
fonned  to  be  the  friend  of  such  a  prince  as  Poly- 
crates.  Susceptible  only  to  the  pleasures,  he  felt 
not  the  corruptions  of  the  court ;  and,  while  Pythag- 
oras fled  from  the  tyrant,  Anaereon  was  celebrating 
h'J  praises  on  the  lyre.  We  are  told  too  by  Maxi- 
mus  Tyrius,  that,  by  the  influence  of  his  amatory 
songs,  he  soAened  the  mind  of  Polycrates  into  a 
spirit  of  benevolence  towards  his  subjects.* 

The  amours  of  the  poet,  and  the  rivaiship  of 
the  tyrant,'  I  shall  pass  over  in  silence  ;  and  there 
are  few,  I  presume,  who  will  regret  the  omission 
of  most  of  those  anecdotes,  which  the  industry  of 
some  editors  has  not  only  promulged,  but  dis- 
cussed. Whatever  is  repagnant  to  modesty  and 
virtue  is  considered  in  ethical  science,  by  a  suppo- 
sition very  favorable  to  humanity,  as  impossible; 
and  this  amiable  persuasion  should  be  much  more 
strongly  entertained,  where  the  transgression  wars 
with  nature  as  well  as  virtue.  But  why  are  we 
not  allowed  to  indulge  in  the  presumption  7  Why 
aro  we  officiously  reminded  that  there  have  been 
really  such  instances  of  depravity  7 

Hipparchns,  who  now  maintained  at  Athens  the 
power  which  his  father  Pisistratus  had  usurped, 
was  one  of  those  princes  who  may  be  said  to  have 
polished  the  fetters  of  their  subjects.  He  was  the 
first,  according  to  Plato,  who  edited  the  poems  of 
Homer,  and  commanded  them  to  be  sung  by  the 
rhapsodists  at  the  celebration  of  the  Panathenoea. 
From  his  court,  which  was  a  sort  of  galaxy  of 
genius,  Anaereon  could  not  long  be  absent.  Hip- 
parchns sent  a  barge  for  him ;  the  poet  readily 
embraced  the  invitation,  and  the  Muses  and  the 
Loves  were  wafted  with  him  to  Athens.' 

The  manner  of  Anacreon's  death  was  singular. 

X  Avaupcoip  lafttoit  IloXvirparqy  hi^tpttyot.  Maxlm.Tyr.  $21. 
MaxiiDOs  Tyrius  mentions  this  ainnnK  other  instnnces  of  the 
influence  of  poetry.  If  Gnii  bid  read  Maximum  Tyrius,  how 
could  he  ridicule  this  idea  In  Mootonnet,aa  anauthenticated  ? 

*  In  the  ntinance  of  Clelia,  the  anecdote  to  which  I  allnde 
is  told  of  a  ynang  girl,  with  whom  Anaereon  fell  in  love  while 
she  iiersonnted  the  god  Apollo  In  a  mask.  But  here  Made- 
moiselle Scnderi  consulted  nature  more  than  truth. 

>  There  Is  a  very  Interesting  French  poem  founded  upon 
this  apeodote,  impaled  to  Desyvetaux,  and  called  "  Aaacr6on 
Qtoycn." 

*  Fabrlcius  appears  not  to  trust  very  Implicitly  In  this 
stnry.  *'  UvB  passa  acin>'>  tandem  snflbcatus,  si  credimns 
Snide  In  o(voiro7i»f ;  all!  enlui  hue  mortis  genere  perllsf  tra* 
dunt  Stiphoclem.**— J^h^ricu  BiMiHkt.  Orme.  lib.  II.  cap.  15. 
ft  must  be  confessed  that  Luelan,  who  tells  us  that  Sophocles 
was  choked  by  a  grape-stone,  In  the  very  same  treatise  men- 
tions the  longevity  of  AoaereoD,  and  yet  Is  silent  on  the 
Biaaaer  of  his  death.  Could  be  have  bees  Ignorant  of  such 
a  remarkable  coincidence,  or.  knowing,  could  he  have  neg- 
lected to  remark  Itl  See  Regnler's  Introdnctloa  to  his 
Anacreoo. 


We  are  told  that  in  the  cighty-fiah  J 
he  was  choked  by  a  grupe-stone  f 
we  may  smile  at  their  enthusiastic  ] 
see  in  this  easy  and  characteristic  dei 
indulgence  of  Heaven,  we  cannot 
that  his  fate  should  have  been  so  < 
his  disposition.  CoDlius  Calcagninus  j 
catastrophe  in  the  following  epitapb  < 

Those  lips,  then,  haliow'd  soge,  whlck 
A  mn^ic  sweet  as  an>    vgnet's  song, 

The  gnpe  hath  closed  forever! 
Here  let  the  Ivy  kiss  the  poei*s  tomb, 
Here  let  the  rose  he  loved  with  Inurdi 

In  bands  that  ne*er  shall  sever 

But  far  be  then,  oh !  far,  unholy  viae, 
By  whom  the  favorite  minstrel  of  the  ] 

Lost  his  sweet  vital  breath ; 
Thy  God  himself  now  blnnhes  to  conft 
Once  haliow'd  vine !  he  feels  he  lova^ 

Since  poor  Anacreon's  death. 

It  has  been  supposed  by  some  writ 
reon  and  Sappho  were  contempora 
very  thought  of  an  intercourse  betn 
congenial,  both  in  warmth  of  pasMO 
of  genius,  gives  such  play  to  the  ixB 
the  mind  loves  to  indulge  in  it.  1 
dissolves  before  historical  truth  ;  as 
and  Hermesianax,  who  are  the  sotti 
position,  are  considered  as  having  il 
in  a  poetical  anachronism.* 

To  infer  the  moral  dispositions  0 
the  tone  of  sentiment  which  pervafi 
is  sometimes  a  very  fallacious  anal 
soul  of  Anaereon  speaks  so  unequif 
his  odes,  that  we  may  safely  consoll 
faithful  mirrors  of  his  heart.^  We 
the  elegant  voluptuary,  diffusing 
charm  of  sentiment  over  passions  a 

*  At  te,  sancto  scnex,  acinus  snb  Tartan 

Cygnca:  ciausit  qui  tihi  vocis  itrr. 
Von,  hedcrip.  tumulum,  tumnium  *osi 

Hoc  rosH  perpctuo  vcrnet  odora  \%iCO 
At  vltis  procul  hinc,  procnl  hinc  odloM 

Qus  cansani  dine  protulit.  uva,  nod 
Creilitnr  ipse  minus  vitem  Jam  Baccha 

In  valcm  tnntum  qnie  fuit  ausa  ne£i 

The  author  of  this  epitaph.  Cclins  i 
tranRlated  or  imitated  the  epigrams  cic  n 
which  are  given  under  the  name  of  Aoaeci 

*  Barnes  is  convinced  (but  very  gratuitm 
ch*t)ni4m  of  Anaereon  and  Sappho.  In  ellli 
hv  has  strmge!y  neglected  'he  line  quoted 
nus,  as  HromAnacreitn,  among  the  testimoi 

Ei/ii  Xafiutr  ttcapas  Tairfta  irapOtvm 

Fabrlcius  thinks  that  they  might  have  bei 
but  considers  their  amour  as  a  tale  of  iniii| 
rejects  the  Idea  entirely ;  as  do  also  Olap 
others. 
V  An  Italian  poet.  In  some  verses  on  Befl 
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et  which  rigid  morality  must  frown.  His  heart, 
tiovoted  to  indolence,  seems  to  have  thought  that 
thero  is  wealth  enough  in  happiness,  but  seldom 
happiness  in  mere  wealth.  The  cheerfulnese,  in* 
deed,  vrith  which  lie  brightens  his  old  age  b  inter- 
Mting  and  endearing :  like  his  own  rose,  he  is  fra* 
giant  even  in  decay.  But  the  most  peculiar  feature 
of  hii  mind  is  that  love  of  simplicity  which  he 
ftttribtttes  to  himself  so  feelingly,  and  which  breathes 
characteristically  throughout  all  that  he  has  sung. 
Ib  tnith,  if  we  omit  those  few  vices  in  our  estimate 
vhich  religion,  at  that  time,  not  only  connived  at, 
but  eonsecrated,  we  sliall  be  inclined  to  say  that  the 
difepoation  of  our  poet  was  amiable  ;  that  his  morality 
was  relaxed,  but  not  abandoned ;  and  that  Virtue, 
with  her  zone  loosened,  may  be  an  apt  emblem  of 
tbe  character  of  Anacreou.^ 

Of  his  person  and  physiognomy  time  has  pre- 
MTfed  sQch  nncertain  memorials,  that  it  wore  bet- 
ter, perhaps,  to  leave  the  pencil  to  fancy  ;  and  few 
euL  read  the  Odes  of  Anacreon  without  imagining 

«f  Aaacrcon,  pretecds  to  imnginu  that  our  bartl  did  not  feci 
M  ke  Vrroie : — 

Lycoio.  Vcnei^m,  CapldlncrnqTic 
Senex  loait  Anacreon  poeta. 
8e«l  quo  tempore  nee  capaeiores 
Bo|Eabat  cyatbos,  nee  Inquietis 
Uiebntar  amoribns,  sed  ipsis 
TkntoDi  versibu9  et  jocis  amabat, 
Nnllam  pne  so  habituiu  gcrens  amantis. 

To  l^ve  and  Bacchus  ever  young 

While  sage  Anacreon  tnuch'd  the  lyre, 
lie  neither  felt  the  loves  he  sung, 

Nor  fiird  his  bowl  to  Bncchus  higher. 
llHMe  flowery  days  had  faded  long, 

When  youth  could  act  the  lover's  part ; 
And  imssion  trembled  in  his  song. 

Bat  never,  never,  reached  his  heort. 

*  Anacrcon's  character  has  been  variously  colored.  Barnes 
ibfen  oo  it  with  enthosiasiL  ^d'^inlti(>n ;  but  he  is  always 
cnravtgaBt,  If  not  sometimes  also  a  Utile  profane.  Baillet 
nut  too  much  into  the  opposite  extreme,  cxnggcniting  also 
die  tisdmontes  which  he  has  consulted ;  and  we  cannot 
wely  agree  with  him  when  he  cites  such  a  compiler  as 
AtheMnis.  as  **nn  des  plus  savans  critiques  de  t'antiquit^.*' 
"JuftmnU  de*  Sfwant,  M.  CV. 

Barnes  eoald  hardly  have  read  the  passage  to  which  he 
idbn,  when  he  accuses  Le  Fevre  of  having  censured  onr 
|eef s  cbancter  In  a  note  on  Longinns ;  the  note  in  question 
haag  maaifi»t  Irony,  in  allusion  to  some  censure  passed 
■fm  Le  Fevro  for  bis  Anacreon.  It  is  clear,  indeed,  that 
|nfae  rather  than  censure  is  intimated.  See  Johannes  Vul- 
|iss.  (de  Clilitate  PoCtices,)  who  vindicates  our  poet's  rcpu- 

*  It  U  taken  from  the  Bibliothcca  of  Fulvius  Ursinus. 
Befiofi  has  copied  the  same  head  into  his  Im:igincs.  Johannes 
flitu,  lo  hU  description  of  the  coin  of  Ursinus,  mentions 
■aocker  liesd  od  a  \'ery  beautiful  cornelian,  which  he  sup- 
ftma  was  worn  In  a  ring  by  some  admirer  of  the  poet.  In 
fclCMxyuphUt  of  Caolnl  there  is  a  youthlYil  hend  of  Anae- 
■H  iNMB  a  Grectan  medal,  with  the  letters  TEIOS  around 
k*  ea  Ae  nsvene  there  is  a  Neptune,  holding  a  8per.r  In  hli 


to  themselves  the  form  of  the  animated  old  bard, 
crowned  with  roses,  and  singing  cheerfully  to  his 
lyre.  But  the  head  of  Anacreon,  prefixed  to  this 
work,*  has  been  considered  so  authentic,  tliat  we 
scarcely  could  be  jtutihed  m  the  omission  of  it ;  and 
some  have  even  thought  that  it  is  by  no  means 
deficient  in  that  benevolent  suavity  of  expression 
which  should  characterize  the  coimtenance  oi  such 
a  poet 

After  the  v^ry  enthusiastic  eulogiums  bestowed 
both  by  ancients  and  modems  nnon  the  poems  of 
Anacreon,'  we  need  not  be  diificent  in  expressing 
our  raptiues  at  their  beauty,  nor  hesitate  to  pro- 
noimce  them  the  most  polished  remains  of  anti- 
quity.* They  are,  indeed,  all  beauty,  all  enchant- 
ment* He  steals  us  so  insensibly  l  titig  with  him, 
that  we  s^nnpatliizo  even  in  his  excrasts  In  his 
amatory  odes  there  is  a  delicacy  of  compliment  »>t 
to  be  found  in  any  other  ancient  poet  Love  •# 
that  period  was  rather  an  unrefined  emotion:  and 
the  intercoturse  of  the  sexes  was  animated  more  by 

right  hand,  and  a  dolphin,  with  the  word  T1  ANfiN  inscribed, 
in  the  left;  "volendoci  denotare  (says  Canlni)  che  quelle 
cittadlnl  laconiassero  in  honore  del  suo  cnmpntrlota  poeta.** 
There  la  also  nmong  the  coins  of  Do  Wilde  one,  which 
though  It  bears  no  effigy,  was  probably  struck  to  the  memory 
of  Anacreon.  It  has  the  word  TIIIAN,  encircled  with  an  ivy 
crown.  **  At  quidni  re^plcit  hcc  corona  Anacreontem.nobi- 
lem  IjTlcum  T*— /?«  fVilde, 

s  Besides  those  which  are  extant,  ho  wrote  hymns,  elegies, 
epigrams,  &.c.  Some  of  the  epigrams  still  exist.  Horacet  in 
addition  to  the  mention  of  him,  (lib.  iv.  od.  9.)  alludes  also 
to  a  poem  of  his  upon  the  rivalry  of  Circe  and  Penelope  In 
the  aflfections  of  Ulysses,  lib.  I.  od.  17 ;  and  the  scholiast 
upon  Nicauder  cites  a  fragment  from  a  poem  nyton  Sleep  by 
Anacreon,  and  attributes  to  him  likewise  a  medicinal  trea- 
tise. Fulgentius  mentions  a  work  of  his  upon  the  war  be- 
tween Jupiter  and  the  Titans,  and  the  origin  of  the  conse- 
cmlion  of  the  engle. 

4  See  Horace,  Maximus  Tyrius,  &c.  **His  style  (says 
Scaligcr)  is  sweeter  than  the  Juice  of  the  Indian  reed.** — 
Puel.  lib.  1.  cap.  44.  **  From  the  softness  of  his  verses  (says 
Olans  Borrichins)  the  ancients  bestowed  on  him  the  epithets 
sweet,  delicate,  gracefhl,  &.c.** — Dissertationes  ^eademiem^ 
do  Poetls.  diss.  3.  Scaliger  again  praises  him  thus  In  a  pun ; 
speaking  of  the  ficXos,  or  ode,  "  Anacreon  antcm  non  solum 
dedit  hiEC  /leXn  sed  etlam  in  ipsls  nielhu**  See  the  passage 
of  Rapin,  quoted  by  all  the  editors.  I  cannot  omit  citing 
also  the  following  very  spirited  apostrophe  of  the  author  of 
the  Commentary  prefixed  to  the  Parma  edition:  **0  vos 
sublimes  anlmc  vos  Apoilinis  alumni,  qui  |)ost  unum  Alc- 
manem  In  toiA  Ilellade  lyrlcani  poc^lm  exsuscitastls,  coluis- 
tis,  ampllficastis,  qnieso  vos  an  ullus  unquam  fnerlt  vates 
qui  Tclo  cantorl  vel  nature  candore  vcl  metrl  suavltate 
palmnm  praeripuerlt.**  Sec  likewise  Vinccnzo  Gravini  della 
Rag.  Poetic,  lihro  primo,  p.  07.  Among  the  Ritratti  of  Ma- 
rino, there  is  one  of  Anacreon  beginning  "Cingetcml  la 
fironte,**  tc.  &c. 

*  **  We  may  perceive.**  says  Vosslns, "  that  the  Iteration  of 
his  word«  conduces  very  much  to  the  sweetness  of  his  style.** 
Henry  Stephen  remarks  the  same  beauty  In  a  note  on  the 
forty-fourth  ode.  This  figure  of  iteration  is  his  most  appro- 
priate grace :— but  the  modem  writers  of  Juvenilia  and  Baala 
hare  adopted  it  to  an  excess  which  destroys  the  effect. 
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than  by  tentiment  They  knew  not  thoee 
filtle  tendemeiBes  which  form  the  spiritual  part  of 
afledion ;  their  exprMsion  of  feeling  was  therefore 
rode  and  unTaried,  and  the  poetry  of  lore  deprived 
it  of  ita  moat  cafrtivating  graces  Anacreon,  how- 
erer,  attained  lome  ideas  of  this  purer  gallantry ; 
and  tlie  sane  delieasy  of  Bund  wbiah  led  him  to  this 
refinement,  prevented  him  also  from  yielding  to  the 
freedom  of  language  which  has  sullied  the  pages 
of  all  the  other  poeta.  His  descriptions  are  warm  ; 
but  the  warmth  is  in  the  ideas,  not  the  words.  He 
is  sportive  without  being  wanton,  and  ardent  with- 
out being  licentious.  His  poetic  invention  is  always 
most  brilliantly  displayed  in  those  allegorical  fictions 
which  so  many  have  endeavored  to  imitate,  though 
all  have  confessed  them  to  be  inimitable.  Sim- 
plicity is  the  distinguishing  feature  of  these  odes, 
and  they  interest  by  their  innocence,  as  much  as 
they  fascinate  by  their  beauty.  They  may  be  said, 
indeed,  to  be  the  very  infants  of  ths  Muses,  and  to 
lisp  in  numbers. 

I  shall  not  be  accused  of  enthusiastic  partiality 
by  those  who  have  read  and  felt  the  original ;  but, 
to  others,  I  am  conscious,  this  should  not  be  the 
language  of  a  translator,  whose  faint  reflection 
of  such  beauties  can  but  ill  justify  his  admiration 
of  them. 

In  the  ago  of  Anacreon  music  and  poetry  were 
inseparable.  These  kindred  talents  were  for  a  long 
time  associated,  and  the  poet  always  sung  his  own 
compositions  to  the  lyre.  It  is  probable  that  they 
were  not  set  to  any  regular  air,  but  rather  a  kind 
of  musical  recitation,  which  was  varied  according 
to  the  fancy  and  feelings  of  the  moment'  The 
poems  of  Anacreon  were  sung  at  banquets  as  late 
as  the  time  of  Aulus  Gellius,  who  tells  us  that  he 
heard  one  of  the  odes  performed  at  a  birthday  enter- 
tainment.* 

The  sineular  beauty  of  our  poet*s  style,  and  the 
apparent  taciHty,  perhaps,  of  his  metre,  have  at- 
tracted, as  I  have  already  remark^,  a  crowd  of 


1  In  the  Paris  edition  there  are  funr  of  the  original  odes 
set  to  niusie,  by  Le  Snenr,  Cossoc,  Mebul,  and  Cherublni. 
"On  chnnte  du  LAtin,  et  de  Pltalien,"  says  Gail,  "qnelqae- 
fols  niftme  sans  les  entendm ;  qui  emp^che  que  nous  ne 
chantions  des  odes  Grecques  V*  Ttie  chromatic  loaming  of 
these  conipmers  Is  very  unlilce  what  we  are  told  of  the 
simple  melody  of  the  ancients;  and  they  have  all,  as  it  ap- 
ppar*  to  me,  mistaken  the  accentuation  of  the  words. 

*  The  Ponna  commentator  Is  rather  cureless  in  referring 
Co  this  passage  of  Anlas  Gellius,  (lib.  x\x.  cap.  0.)  The  ode 
was  not  sang  by  the  rhetorician  Jnlianns,  as  he  sajrt,  bnt  by 
the  minstrels  of  both  sexes,  who  were  introduced  at  the 
entertainment. 

*  Bee  what  Colomestos,  In  his  '*  Liternry  Treasnres,"  has 
quoted  Oom  Aicyoniu.i  do  Exilio ;  It  may  be  fonnd  in  Bax- 
ter. Colomesius,  after  citing  the  passage,  adds,  "  Hkc  anro 
contra  cam  non  potul  non  apponere.** 


imitaton.  Some  of  these  have  succeeded  widi 
wonderful  felicity,  as  may  be  discerned  in  the  few 
odes  which  are  attributed  to  writen  of  a  later 
period.  But  none  n{  his  emulaton  have  been  h^ 
so  dangerous  to  hu  <ame  as  those  Greek  eodea- 
astics  of  the  eariy  ages,  who,  being  oonsdoas  of 
their  own  inferiority  to  their  great  prototypes,  deter- 
nuned  on  removing  all  possibility  of  eompariioB, 
and,  under  a  semblance  of  moral  zeal,  deprived  the 
worid  of  some  of  the  most  exquisite  treasures  of 
ancient  times.'  The  works  of  Sappho  and  Aleaoi 
were  among  those  flowei^  ^f  Grecian  litentaie 
which  thus  fell  beneath  the  ode  hand  of  ecclesi- 
astical preecunption.  It  is  true  they  pretended  that 
this  sacrifice  of  genius  was  hallowed  by  the  inte^ 
this  of  religion ;  but  I  have  already  asMgned  the 
most  probable  motive  f  and  if  Gregorius  Naziao- 
zenus  had  not  written  Anacreontics,  wo  might 
now  perhaps  have  the  works  of  the  Teian  cumm- 
tilated,  and  be  empowered  to  say  exidtingly  with 
Horace, 

Nee  si  quid  ollro  lasit  Anacreon 
Delevit  <eta«. 

The  zeal  by  which  these  bishops  professed  to  be 
actuated,  gave  birth  more  innocently,  indeed,  to  an 
absurd  species  of  parody,  as  repugnant  to  piety  as 
it  is  to  taste,  where  the  poet  of  voluptuousness  was 
made  a  preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  his  muse,  like 
the  Venus  in  armor  at  Lacedsmon,  was  arrayed  in 
all  the  severities  of  priestly  instruction.  Such  was 
the  "  Anacreon  Recantatus,"  by  Carolus  de  Aquino, 
a  Jesuit,  published  1701,  which  consisted  of  a  series 
of  palinodes  to  the  several  songs  of  our  poet  Such, 
too,  was  the  Christian  Anacreon  of  Patriganus, 
another  Jesuit,*  who  preposterously  transferred  to  a 
mofft  sacred  subject  all  that  the  Grecian  poet  had 
dedicated  to  festivity  and  love. 

His  metre  has  frequently  been  adopted  by  the 
modem  Latin  poets  ;  and  Scaliger,  Taubman, 
Barthius,*  and  others,  have  shown  tliat  it  is  by  no 


*  We  may  perceive  by  the  bct^nning  of  the  first  byma  of 
Bishop  8yneflius,  that  he  made  Anacreon  and  Sappho  his 
models  of  composition. 

Ayt  ftotf  Xtysta  ^ppftty^, 
Mtra  Tri'Cav  aoi^ay, 
fitra  Aca0ia¥  rt  /toXKay. 

Margnnlus  and  Damasccnus  were  likewise  authors  of  ptoos 
Anacreontics. 

*  This,  perhaps.  Is  the  '*Jc5ulta  qnidam  Grsrculus**  al- 
luded to  by  Barnes,  who  has  himself  composed  an  Avoxpcaw 
XptvTieufOSt  as  absurd  as  the  rest,  but  somewhat  mora  skil- 
Ailly  ezacated. 

*  I  have  seen  somewhere  an  account  of  the  MSS.  of  Bar- 
thins,  written  Just  after  his  death,  which  mentions 
more  Anacieoaties  of  his  than  I  be  ievo  have  ever 
pobUahed. 
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mieongenia]  with  that  language.'  The 
Anacreontics  of  Scaliger,  however,  scarcely  deserve 
the  name ;  as  they  glitter  all  over  with  conceits,  and, 
tboogfa  often  elegant,  are  always  labored.  The 
bnutiful  fictions  of  Angerianus*  preserve  more  hap- 
jnIt  than  any  others  the  delicate  turn  of  those  alle- 
gorical fables,  which,  paarang  so  frequently  through 
the  mediums  of  vension  and  imitation,  have  gener- 
aDy  lost  their  finest  rays  in  the  transmission.  Many  of 
Uie  Italian  poets  have  indulged  their  fancies  upon  the 
saljectih  and  in  the  manner  of  Anacreon.  Bernardo 
Ttao  first  introduced  the  metre,  which  was  after- 
wards polished  and  enriched  by  Chabriera  and  others.* 

To  judge  by  the  references  of  Degen,  the  Ger- 
man language  abounds  in  Anacreontic  imitations ; 
and  Hagedom^  is  one  among  many  who  have  as- 
somed  him  as  a  model  La  Farre,  Chaulieu,  and 
the  other  light  poets  of  France,  have  also  professed 
to  cultivate  the  muse  of  Tdos ;  but  they  have  at- 
tained aD  her  negligence  with  little  of  the  simple 
jifrace  that  embellishes  it  In  the  delicate  bard  of 
Sehiras^  we  find  the  kindred  spirit  of  Anacreon: 
MidB  of  his  gazelles,  or  songs,  possMS  all  the  char- 
acter of  our  poet 

We  come  now  to  a  retrospect  of  the  editions  of 
Anacreon.  To  Henry  Stephen  we  are  indebted  for 
having  first  recovered  his  lemains  from  the  obscurity 
b  which,  so  singularly,  they  had  for  many  ages  re- 
posed. He  found  the  seventh  ode,  as  we  are  told, 
on  the  cover  of  an  old  book,  and  communicated  it 
to  Victorii»,  who  mentions  the  cux!umstance  m  his 
"  Various  Readings."  Stephen  was  then  very  young ; 
and  this  discovery  ncas  considered  by  some  critics  of 
that  day  as  a  literary  imposition.*  In  1554,  how- 
erer,  he  gave  Anacreon  to  the  world,^  accompanied 

'  Thu  loo  Albertos,  ^  Danish  poet: — 

FidH  t^  minister 
Gaadebo  semper  esse, 
Gaadebo  semper  Uli 
Lltare  thare  mulso; 
Gaudebo  semper  ilium 
Laadare  pnmUiUls 
AnaereonUcUlls. 
See  the  Vanish  Potts  collected  by  Rotsgaard. 

These  pretty  littlenesses  defy  translation.  A  beantlfnl  Annc- 
iBoafic  by  Hago  Grotlus  may  be  found  Lib.  i.  Forraginis. 

•  To  Anfmianos  Prior  is  indebted  for  some  of  his  happiest 
■ftholofical  subjects. 

*  Bee  Crcscinnbenl,  Historia  della  Volg.  Poes. 

«  •*  L*alinal>Ie  HAgedom  vant  qnelqnefols  Anacreon.**— 
JDmat,  Ue«  it  la  Poetie  JlUemande. 

*  8ee  T<Mlerini  on  the  learning  of  the  Turks,  as  translated 
Vf  4e  Coaraard.  Prince  Cantemir  has  made  the  Russians 
acfBalnted  with  Anacreon.  Bee  his  Life,  prefixed  ton  trans- 
hfioa  of  bis  Satires,  by  the  Abbe  de  Guasco. 

•  Bobonellos,  In  his  work  **  De  Ratlone  corrigendi.**  pro- 
Vi-rses  to  Im  the  triflings  of  some  insipid 


with  annotations  and  a  Latin  version  of  the  greater 
part  of  the  odes.  The  learned  still  h(»itated  to  re* 
ceive  tliem  as  the  relics  of  the  Teian  bard,  and  sus- 
pected them  to  be  the  fabrication  'of  some  monks 
of  the  sixteenth  century.  This  was  an  idea  from 
which  the  classic  muse  recoiled ;  and  the  Vatican 
manuscript,  consulted  by  Scaliger  and  Salmasius, 
confirmed  the  antiquity  of  most  of  the  poems.  A 
very  inacccm&te  copy  of  this  MS.  was  taken  by 
Isaac  Vossius,  and  tliis  is  the  authority  which  Barnes 
has  followed  in  his  collation.  Accordingly  he  mis- 
represents almost  as  often  as  he  quotes;  and  kje 
subsequent  editors,  relying  upon  his  authority,  have 
spoken  of  the  manuscript  with  not  less  confidence 
than  ignorance.  The  literary  world,  however,  *»as 
at  length  been  gratified  with  tliis  curious  memorial  vi 
the  poet,  by  the  mdustry  of  the  Abbd  Spaletti,  who 
published  at  Rome,  m  1781,  a  fac-simile  of  those 
pages  of  the  Vatican  manuscript  which  contained 
the  odes  of  Anacreon.* 

A  catalogue  has  been  given  by  Gail  of  all  the 
different  editions  and  translations  of  Anacreon. 
Finding  their  number  to  be  much  greater  than  I 
could  possibly  have  had  an  opportunity  of  consult- 
ing, I  shall  here  content  myself  with  enumerating 
only  those  editions  and  versions  which  it  has  been 
in  ray  power  to  collect;  and  which,  though  very 
few,  are,  I  believe,  the  most  important 

The  edition  by  Heiiry  Stephen,  1554,  at  Paris — 
the  Latin  version  is  attributed  by  Colomesius  to  John 
Dorat* 

The  old  French  translations,  by  Ronsard  and 
Belleau — the  former  published  in  1555,  the  latter  in 
1556.  It  appears  from  a  note  of  Muretus  upon  one 
of  the  sonnets  of  Ronsard,  that  Henry  Stephen  com- 

Y  Ronsard  commomurati*  t  this  event  :— 

Je  vay  boire  A  Henrie  Etienne 

Qol  des  enfers  nous  a  rendu, 

Dn  vlell  Anacreon  perdn, 

La  douce  lyre  Teienno.  Ode  xv  book  5. 

I  fill  the  bowl  to  Stephen's  name, 
Who  rescued  from  tlie  gloom  of  nigh 

The  Teian  bard  of  festive  fame, 
And  brought  bis  living  lyre  to  light. 

s  This  manuscript,  which  Spaletti  thinks  as  old  as  the 
tenth  century,  was  brought  from  the  PalaUne  into  the  Vati- 
can library;  it  is  a  kind  of  anthology  of  Greek  epigrams,  and 
in  the  676th  page  of  it  are  found  the  'llamn^ta  Xvnwocriata 
of  Anacreon. 

*  **  Le  m6me  (M.  Vossins)  m*a  dit  quMI  avoit  poss4d4  un 
Anacreon,  on  Scaliger  avoit  marqu^  de  sa  main,  qu'Henri 
Etienne  n*etoit  pas  Ta'jteur  de  la  version  Latine  deb  odes  de 
ce  po<!te,  mais  Jean  Dorat.**-~Pait/ii«  Colomesius^  Pariitimr 
lariUs. 

IDolomesins,  however,  seems  to  have  relied  too  imiilteltty 
?n  Vossius ;— almost  all  these  Partlcnlarites  begin  wltk 
•*K.  Vossius  m'a  dit." 
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municated  to  this  poet  his  manuscript  of  Anacreon, 
before  he  promulgated  it  to  the  world.' 

The  edition  by  Le  Fevre,  1660. 

The  edition  by  Madame  Dacier,  1G81,  with  a 
prose  translation.' 

The  edition  by  Longcpierre,  1634,  with  a  transla^ 
tion  in  verso. 

The  edition  by  Baxter ;  Loudon,  1G95. 

A  French  translation  by  la  Fosse,  1704. 

"L*Histoire  des  Odes  d' Anacreon,"  by  Ga^on; 
Rotterdam,  1712. 

A  translation  in  English  verso,  by  several  hands, 
1713,  in  which  the  odes  by  Cowley  are  inserted. 

The  edition  by  Barnes;  London,  1721. 

Tho  edition  by  Dr.  Trapp,  1733,  with  a  Latin 
version  in  elegiac  metre. 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  John  Addison, 
1735. 

A  collection  of  Italian  translations  of  Anacreon, 
published  at  Venice,  1736,  consisting  of  those  by 
Corsini,  Regnier,*  Salvini,  Marchetti,  and  one  by 
several  anonymous  authors.^ 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  Fawkos  and 
Doctor  Broome,  1760.* 

Another,  anonymous,  1768. 

The  edition  by  Spaletti,  at  Rome,  1781 ;  with  the 
fac-simile  of  the  Vatican  MS. 

The  edition  by  Degen,  1786,  who  published 
also  a  German  translation  of  Anacreon,  esteemed 
the  best 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  Urquhart, 
1787. 

1  '*La  fiction  dc  co  sonnet,  comme  rantenr  mfimc  m*ndit, 
est  pii<!e  d*nne  ode  d*Anacr6on,  encore  non  Unprimee,  qu'il 
a  de|iala  trndult,  £o  fttv  ^t\ti  xcAi^oiv.** 

s  The  nnihfir  of  Nciuvclles  de  la  R^pnb.  des  Lett  bestows 
on  thU  translntlon  much  more  praise  than  its  merits  ap|ieur 
to  me  to  Justify. 

'  Tho  notes  of  Regnier  are  not  Inserted  in  this  edition ; 
bnt  they  ma<t  Ite  intcrostinf;.  as  they  were  for  the  most  part 
cominunlcitied  b)  the  ingeninas  MenafK.  who,  we  may  per- 
ceive, fruro  a  piiss.i(re  In  the  Menagiana,  bestowed  some  re- 
senrch  on  the  Riil>jert.  '*  C*cst  aiinsl  lui  (M.  Bignt)  qni  s'est 
donne  la  peine  de  confcrer  des  manuscrits  en  Italie  dans  le 
terns  que  Je  travuilloissur  Anacreon.** — JUencgiana,  sccondo 
partle. 

*  I  find  In  IInym*s  Notizia  do*  Libri  rari.  Venice,  1G70,  an 
Italian  translation  by  Cappone,  mentioned. 

*  This  is  tho  most  complete  of  the  Ensiish  translations. 


•  This  ode  Is  the  first  of  the  series  in  the  Vatican  manu- 
script, which  attributes  It  to  no  other  poet  than  Anacreon. 
They  who  assert  that  the  manuscript  imputes  it  to  Basllius, 
have  been  misled  by  the  words  Tuo  avrov  0aai\t€UK  In  the 
nuufin,  which  are  merely  intended  as  a  title  to  the  fdllow- 
inj;  odo.  Whether  it  be  the  production  of  Anncreon  or  not. 
It  has  all  the  features  of  Hucient  simplicity,  and  Is  u  beanti- 
flll  imitation  of  tho  puct*s  bnpplest  manner. 

*  Spmrkied  in  kit  tyet  offire, 

T%migk  the  ixiVt  »f  tojl  desire.]    **  How  could  he  know 


Tlie  edition  by  Gail,  at  Paris,  1791 
translation. 
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I  SAW  the  smil'.ig  bard  of  plei 
The  minstrel  of  the  Teian  m« 
*Twas  in  a  vision  of  the  nighti 
He  beam*d  upon  my  wonderui 
I  heard  his  voice,  and  warmly 
The  dear  enthusiast  to  my  bre 
His  tresses  wore  a  silvery  dyei 
But  beauty  sparkled  in  his  eyi 
Sparkied  in  his  eyes  nf  fire, 
Through  the  mist  of  sod  dean 
His  lip  exhaled,  whene'er  he  i 
The  fragrance  of  the  racy  tidf 
And,  as  with  weak  and  reeliin 
He  came  my  cordial  kisb  to  m 
An  infant,  of  the  Cyprian  baa 
Guided  him  on  with  tender  ba 
Quick  from  his  glowing  hrovn 
His  braid,  of  many  a  wanton 
I  took  the  wreath,  whose  innn 
Breathed  of  him  and  blush'd  1 

at  tho  first  look  (says  Baxter)  that  the  poet 
There  are  surely  m»ny  tell-tnles  of  this  pn 
following  are  the  indices,  which  the  phyi 
describing  a  disposition  pcrhHio  not  unlike! 
O<}.0aXftni  irXt*^«</iCycti,  KVfjaivuvrts  iv  auroif, 
ivvaBuav  trronvrav  ovre  it  aSiKOt,  evft 
ipvoeuii  ^avXrjtt  ovn  aftovaoi. — JtdamanH 
that  are  humid  and  fiuctuiitlngshow  a  propi 
and  love ;  they  bcsfieak  too  a  mind  of  IntS 
cence.  a  generosity  of  disposition,  and  a  ({en 
Raptista  Porta  tells  us  some  strange  opb 
clent  physiognomists  on  this  subject,  theirn 
were  curi<iU3,  and  |)erhnps  not  altogothei 
Physiognom.  Johan.  Baptist.  Porta:. 

*  /  took  the  wreath,  vhoee  inmost  tteint 
Breathed  of  him,  ^-e.J  Phiiostratus  hasi 
in  one  of  his  Epurtica.  where  be  speaks  oft] 
he  had  sent  to  his  mistress.  Et  Sc  iSovXa 
0ai,ra  Xtiipaya  avTfnft}pov^  firiKcrt  wtrtovT4t^ 
nai  oro«.  '*  If  thou  an  inclined  to  gratify  tli; 
back  the  remains  of  the  garland,  no  longer  I 
only,  but  of  thee  !'*  Which  pretty  cone^ 
the  author  of  the  Oliservcr  rentOLiKs)  in  a  i 
song  of  Ben  Jonson's : — 

"  But  thou  ihererkn  <\\iUt  on\y  \m 
And  sent  It  biic  V  \ov»Q\ 
Since  when  It  lc-»«cv%«^^^^i^ 


Nut  of)  (self, 


VV\\Cft 


0' 
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I  hung  it  o*er  my  thonghtlen  brow 
And  ah !  I  feel  its  magic  now  r' 
I  feel  that  even  his  gariand*8  touch 
Can  moke  the  boeom  love  too  much. 


ODE  n. 


GrvB  me  the  harp  of  epic  song, 
Which  Homer's  finger  thrilKd  along ; 
But  tear  away  the  sanguine  string, 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  mng. 
Proclaim  the  laws  of  festal  rite,* 
Vm  monarch  of  the  board  to-night ; 
And  all  around  shall  brim  as  high, 
And  quaff  the  tide  as  deep  as  L 
And  when  the  cluster's  mellowing  dews 
Their  warm  enchanting  balm  infuse. 
Our  feet  shall  catch  th'  elastic  bound, 
And  reel  as  through  the  dance's  round. 
Great  Bacchus !  we  shall  sing  to  thee, 
In  wild  but  sweet  ebriety ; 
Flashing  around  such  sparks  of  thought. 
As  Bacchus  could  alone  have  taught 

Then,  give  the  harp  of  epic  song 
Which  Homer^s  finger  thrill'd  along ; 
But  tear  away  the  sanguine  string, 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  sing. 


ODE  in.a 

to  the  Muse*s  lyre, 
Master  of  the  pencil's  fire ! 
Sketch'd  in  painting's  bold  display. 
Many  a  city  first  portray ; 


mk  1  ifni  iU  moffie  new :]  This  Idea,  as  Lonfeplerre 
ocean  in  aa  epigram  of  the  seventh  book  of  the 


E^orr  it9t  vc»orrt  wvcaraovaa  XapiirXca 

n«^  oAtfoy  ianrtt  fu. 

Whfle  I  anconsclous  qaaflTd  my  wine, 
*Twas  (hen  thy  fintera  slyly  stole 

Crpoa  my  tirow  that  wreath  of  thine, 
Which  since  has  madden*d  all  my  tooL 


Many  a  city,  revelling  free. 
Full  of  loose  festivity. 
Picture  then  a  rosy  train, 
Bacchants  straying  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Piping,  as  they  roam  along. 
Roundelay  or  shepherd-song. 
Paint  me  next,  if  painting  may 
Such  a  theme  as  this  portray. 
All  the  earthly  heaven  of  love 
These  delighted  mortab  prove. 


ODE  IV.« 


H^ 


I  tk»  Immt  •fftttai  riu.\  The  ancients  ptescribed 
taws  of  drinking  at  their  festivals,  for  an  aecoant  of 
the  commentators.    Anacreon  here  acts  the  sym- 
or  uMster  of  the  festival.  I  have  translated  accord- 
fhoM  wlMoooslder  ximXXa  ^tcftiav  as  an  inversion  of 


•U 


has  tbooght  proper  to  lengthen  this  poem  by 


Vulcan  !  hear  your  glorious  task ; 
I  do  not  from  your  labors  ask 
In  gorgeous  panoply  to  shine. 
For  war  was  ne'er  a  sport  of  mine. 
No — let  me  have  a  silver  bowl, 
Where  I  may  cradle  all  my  soul ; 
But  mind  that,  o'er  its  simple  frame 
No  mimic  constellations  flame ; 
Nor  grave  upon  the  swelling  side, 
Orion,  scowling  o'er  the  tide, 
I  care  not  for  Uie  glitt'ring  wain. 
Nor  yet  the  weeping  nster  train. 
But  let  the  vine  luxuriant  roU 
Its  blushing  tendrils  roiud  the  bowl. 
While  many  a  rose-lipp'd  bacchant  maid 
Is  culling  clusters  in  their  shade. 
Let  sylvan  gods,  in  antic  shapes, 
Wildly  press  the  gushing  grapes. 
And  flights  of  Loves,  in  wanton  play, 
Wing  through  the  air  their  winding  way ; 
While  Venus  from  her  harbor  green. 
Looks  laughing  at  the  joyous  scene, 
And  young  Lysus  by  her  side 
Sits,  worthy  of  so  bright  a  bride. 

considerable  Interpolations  of  his  own,  which  he  thinks  are 
indispensably  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  description. 

*  This  ode,  Aulas  Gellios  tells  us,  was  performed  at  an 
entertainment  where  he  was  present. 

*  H^it§  manf  a  rote-tiff'i  baeekant  maid,  ^c]  I  have 
availed  myself  here  of  the  additional  lines  given  In  the 
Vatican  manuscript,  which  have  not  been  accurately  in- 
aerted  In  any  of  the  ordinary  editions :— > 

Tlotrioov  aftmXovi  ftoi 
Kat  0OTpva(  icar*  airu¥ 
Kat  iiatvaiat  rpvyuvas. 
Tloiti  i*  >i7vov  otyoVf 
AnvoParas  irarovvratt 
Tovs9  arvfiovf  ytXtayr&Sf 
Kat  xpva0vc  r«v(  iptoraSf 
Rat  KvOspn*  yiXtooop, 
'Ojtov  KoXu  Avaicii^ 
Epcjra  «*  M^po^ir^y. 
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While  roeyboyi  disporting  rmM 

ODEVJ 

Id  circlel*  trip  Ihe  velvet  ground. 

ScDLrroR,  woiildst  thou  gliid  mj  nn], 

But  ah!  if  there  ApoUo  toya. 

Grave  for  me  >ii  ample  bovi. 

I  iremUe  forlhe  r«y  boya.' 

Worth;  10  Bhias  in  hall  or  bower, 

Whep  spring-timB  bring!  the  rereller'i  hour. 

Gmve  it  with  theme*  of  chaMs  dtrnga. 

Fit  tw  ■  Bimple  bonrd  lik«  mine. 

Display  not  there  Ihe  bariiaraua  litea 

In  which  religioo  *mI  deligfau  ; 

Nor  Hoy  lale  of  tragic  fate 

Whicli  Binary  ahuddeia  U>  relate. 

ODE  TI.' 

No— cull  tliy  fanciea  fmro  aboro, 

Aa  late  I  sought  the  qianglad  beweii. 

Tliemea  of  heav'a  and  themn  of  love. 

To  cut!  a  wreath  of  matin  flowen, 

Let  Dacchua,  Jove'a  ombraaiBl  bo;. 

When  many  aa  early  rose  was  weeping 

Datil  the  gr^ie  in  diopa  of  joy. 

found  the  urchin  Cupid  sleening.* 

And  nrhile  he  amileo  at  every  tear. 

caught  the  boy,  ■  goblet's  tiua 

Let  warai^yed  Venue,  daDciog  Dear, 

Was  richly  manning  by  my  aide. 

With  •pirita  of  the  jenial  bed, 

1  caught  him  by  his  downy  wing. 

The  dewy  herbage  defUy  tread. 

And  whetm'd  him  in  Ihe  racy  q«ing. 

Let  Love  be  lliere,  without  hii  umt,* 

Then  drank  I  down  the  pwaon'd  bowl. 

la  timid  nakednera  of  chumi ; 

And  Love  now  neetlea  in  my  aoul 

And  all  the  Graces,  Liuk'd  with  Love, 

Oh  yea.  my  soul  is  Cupid's  nert. 

Stray,  laughing,  through  the  ahadowy  grove  j 

I  feel  him  fluturing  in  my  breast. 

el  ftclle  IdkIH 

Ihe  pi-ceillni.    There  1.  .  iwoa.  by  C-llo.  C«Le.«Blno^  li, 

M«eli.iu>boaMitbBs. 

the  miiDnei  «( Imia.  when  be  givea  ImunctiUBa  abuui  lbs 
aOlntofarlaf. 

■  m^t  _mr  « -MTi,  r«<  H.  wH^Mt, 

tf^md  U.  Hutia  CfH  .iH^vJ    Thli  We.  1.  pnuDy 

Imluuil  Id  Ihe  folUnvlng  eplpiuii  bf  Andreu  NaBfeiliu  :— 

FlonnUi  dum  fane  ngani  mea  llyelli  pei  honos 

•  /^  Lm  H  Uiri.  oidMU  *u  «««,  *•-)  Tlni  SaniME- 

Teill  odimUt  IIMi  un*  rrnli. 

aro  In  ihe  eclofue  ol'  Gilllcio  nell'  Areult*  :— 

Ecu  nuu  lnier  ImIudviu  invenll  Amorem 

V.Fn.n  H  rofhl  A.«ri 

El  ilmnl  aoneiU  flnrlbui  linvDcaiL 

Ben  in  AoniuKlle,  u  mini  11, 

Laclnlnr  priBB.  M  «K.in.  nlirniibu.  .11.                              i 

Induiiiliiu  lenui  »lvere  vincli  puci:                             ^. 

FInilertng  on  Ihe  bn-y  wln(. 

Nni  Dbl  luieolJU  el  dlgn.i  aialm  p«|«llu                          i 

AU«\«otc.ktiCavUio.nH. 

VIdii  el  on  lp«.  n-H  n-,v»™  Dm.                              -J 

Bpcinlnc  ^rooiiil  la  haniilM  ring.  , 

Lnpo.lu»,«  .nm,  .mI,™I«  u.  «„.1.  «k«.                      ] 

Wlihoaiad>ri.wlU».al.ll.aM. 

QiiimiueletildlllinaiHbniiiiiAnbai                         1 

"  1  ('llill)  »«.,  unm  mvum  llbl.  m.igr,  Amonm            1 

•  fl.loJUifUwi 


rpiphih  pouiil  nrma,  fthalai  est  amc 
l>  dlMmi'd— ye  nynpht.  In  nfely  ■ 

...1   fi 


.y  Hl-BClnlh,  w 
WlinniniHiqunlU.     -Tllii(HF>M.  UPoiH) 

TbB  lullna  inailnum.  In  uva  ibemialnn  ih. 

eipl.ln  Ibli  r.bla.    Thai  Sulilnl,  Ihe  meet  Jllci 


A<  Iklr  II  ye  III 


"  Oh  !  nKHher  V( 


IcTlui  1.  ImliKieit  by  tjOdoTlco  llol 
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OPE  vn.> 

Tub  women  tell  me  eyery  day 

That  all  my  Uoom  has  paai'd  away. 

**  Behold,**  the  pretty  wantons  cry» 

"  Behold  thia  mirror  with  a  righ ; 

The  locks  upon  thy  brow  are  few, 

And,  like  the  rest,  they*re  withering  too  !** 

Whether  decline  has  thinnM  my  hair, 

I*m  sure  I  neither  know  nor  care  f 

But  this  I  know,  and  this  I  feel. 

As  onward  to  the  tomb  I  steal, 

That  still  as  death  approaches  nearer. 

The  joys  of  life  are  sweeter,  dearer  f 

And  had  I  but  an  hour  to  live, 

That  little  hour  to  bliss  Fd  give. 


ODE  VIIL4 


I  CARE  not  for  the  idle  state 
Of  Persia's  king,*  the  rich,  tlie  great: 
I  envy  not  the  monareh's  throne, 
Nor  wish  the  treasured  gold  my  own. 

*  Alherti  ha*  imitaled  tbit  ode  In  a  poem,  beginntng 

Nl4a  mi  iBce  e  Ckiri 
Tlnl,  to  le*  par  veglio. 

*  Wkelker  dtdin*  km»  tkhnCd  waf  kmir^ 

Fm  tmrt  f  mntker  knew  ntrfiare;]  Henry  Stephen  very 
JMly  lemArtn  the  elegant  nef  ligence  of  ex|ire8su>n  in  ite 
«ri|fiialheie: 

Ex«i  St  ra(  KOftai  fitv, 

E(r  ctfft¥f  ttr*  airi}>Ooy, 

Oe«  oiia. 

And  Lonfepierre  has  adduced  fh>in  Catullus,  what  ho  thinks 
aibnilar  Instance  of  this  simplicity  of  manner: — 

Ipw  qais  sit,  ntram  sit,  an  non  sit.  Id  qnoque  nescit 

Lonfepierre  was  a  good  critic ;  but  perhaps  the  line  which 
he  hu  selected  Is  a  specimen  of  a  carelessness  not  very  com- 
■eadaUe.  At  the  same  time  I  confess,  that. none  of  the 
Latfa  pnets  have  ever  appeared  to  me  so  capable  of  Imitating 
thefiaces  of  Anacreon  as  Oatullns,  If  he  had  not  allowed  a 
depnved  imnfination  to  hurry  him  so  often  into  mere  vulgar 


*  net  HM  a»  death  appreeeku  nearer, 

nejtfe  eflife  ere  #»«ef«r.  dearer ;  J  Pontanus  has  a  very 
ddieate  Ihoaght  apon  ttie  subject  of  old  age : 

Qvtd  rides,  Matmna  t  senem  qnid  temnis  amantem  I 
Qotsqais  amat  nulli  est  condltlone  senez. 

Why  do  ytn  scorn  my  want  of  youth. 
And  with  a  smile  my  bmw  behold  1 

lAdy  dear !  bellere  this  truth, 
That  he  who  loves  cannot  be  old. 

*  "TbeGemiaB  poet  Uesstni  has  Imitated  this  ode.  Vol. 
LftM.**    DeiDBS.    Gall  de  Editlonlbns. 

■aster  eoojectitrea  that  this  was  written  upon  the  occasion 
tf  ear  poefe  letsmlnff  the  nx>ney  to  Polycrates,  according 
tofteaaeetfoCeia  Siobvns. 

*  t0an  madfwr  tke  idU  elate 

9i  nr»sa*#  ib'flur*  ^  **  There  U  a  (higroeot  jf  Arehllo- 
dlm  fa  Platareh,  *  Oe  traaqaillttate  anlml,*  whlcli  our  poel 
lMfS7  closely  imitated  here ;  It  begins, 


But  oh !  be  mine  the  rosy  wreath, 

Its  freshnes  o*er  my  brow  to  breathe ; 

Be  mine  the  rich  perfimies  that  flow, 

To  cool  and  scent  my  locks  of  snow.* 

To>day  1*11  haste  to  quaflTmy  wine. 

As  if  to-morrow  ne*er  would  shine ; 

But  if  to-morrow  comes,  why  then— 

ru  haste  to  quaflTmy  wine  again. 

And  thus  while  all  our  days  are  bright, 

Nor  time  has  dimm*d  their  bloomy  light. 

Let  us  the  festal  hours  beguile 

With  mantling  cup  and  cordial  smile ; 

And  shed  from  each  new  bowl  of  wine 

The  richest  drop  on  Bacchus*  shrine. 

For  Death  may  come,  with  brow  unpleasant* 

May  come,  when  least  we  wish  him  present. 

And  beckon  to  the  sable  shore. 

And  grimly  bid  us— drink  no  more ! 


ODE  DC. 

I  PRAY  thee,  by  the  gods  abovo,^ 
Give  me  the  mighty  bowl  I  love, 

Qo  /loi  ra  Tvytti  rov  roXexpo^ov  /iiAci."     BAaaaa. 

In  one  of  the  monkish  Imitators  of  Anacreon  we  find  the 
same  thought:— 

Vt  cot  5cAci(  ycvteBai ; 
6cX<4i  FvyKti  ra  «ai  ra ; 

*  Be  mine  the  rick  perfumes  tkatJUno, 
Te  eool  and  eeent  my  tecke  of  enow.]  Tn  the  original,  fivpot- 
ei  Kara0ptxei¥  {nrnvriv.  On  account  of  this  Idea  of  perAimIng 
the  beard,  Cornelius  de  Pmuw  pronounces  the  whole  ode 
to  be  the  spurious  production  of  some  lascivious  monk,  who 
was  nursing  his  beard  with  nnguenta.  But  he  should  have 
known,  that  this  was  an  ancient  eastern  custom,  which.  If  we 
may  believe  Savary,  still  exists:  *'Vous  voyes,  Monsieur, 
(says  this  traveller.)  que  Tusage  antique  de  se  parAimer  la 
t£te  et  la  barbe,*  c^l6br6  parle  pniph^te  Roi,  salMrisle  encore 
de  nos  Jours.**  Lettre  12.  Savary  likewise  cites  this  very 
ode  of  Anacreon.  Anporlanus  has  not  thought  the  Idea  In- 
consistent, having  Introduced  It  In  the  following  lines: 
IIocc  niihl  cum,  rosis  et  cingere  tempora  myrto, 

El  cnras  niutto  delapldnre  mero. 
Hcc  mlhl  cnra,  comas  et  barbam  tingere  sncco 
Assyrio  et  dulces  continuare  Jocos. 

This  be  my  care,  tn  wreathe  my  brow  with  flowers, 
To  drench  my  sorrows  In  the  ample  bowl ; 

To  pour  rich  perfumes  o*er  my  beard  In  showers, 
And  give  Aill  loose  to  mirth  and  Joy  of  soul ! 

V  The  poet  is  here  In  a  phrensy  of  enjoyment,  and  It  is,  la- 
deed,  **  amabilis  insania  ;**— 

Furor  dl  poesia, 
Dl  lascivlai  e  dl  vino, 
Triplicato  Aimre, 
Bnccho,  A  polio,  et  Aniore. 

Hitratti  del  Cavalier  Marime, 
This  Is  truly,  as  Scallger  expresses  It, 

Insanire  duica 

Et  sapldnni  Hirere  Aimten 
*  **  Sieot  ttnrQtBtuin  m  eapiM  qood  dMetndk  Si 

PaMUm*  CUKItt.** 
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And  let  JOB  mngf  in  wild  deGgfat, 
**  I  will— I  will  be  mad  to-mt^V 
Alcmeon  onoe,  as  legfodi  ted, 
Was  phrenaied  by  the  Bends  of  hell ; 
Oreatea  too,  with  naked  tread, 
Fnmtic  poeed  the  mountain-head ; 
And  why?  a  mnrder^d  mothei'a  riiade 
Haunted  them  atiU  wherever  they  ftray'd. 
But  ne'er  eould  I  a  mmderer  be, 
The  grape  alone  diall  bleed  by  me ; 
Yet  can  I  abootf  with  wild  delight, 
**  I  wiU—I  will  be  mad  to-night" 

Alcidei^  aelf,  in  days  of  yore, 
Imbnied  his  handa  in  youthful  gore. 
And  brandiah'd,  with  a  maniac  joy. 
The  quiver  of  th*  expiring  boy : 
And  Ajax,  with  tremendooa  shield. 
Infuriate  acour'd  the  gniltleai  field 
But  I,  whose  hands  no  weapon  ask, 
No  armor  but  this  joyous  flask ; 
The  trophy  of  7hose  frantic  hours 
Is  but  d  scattered  wreath  of  flowers, 
£v*n  I  can  sing  with  wild  delight, 
•*I  will—I  will  be  mad  to-night!" 


ODE  X.1 

How  am  I  to  punish  thee, 
For  the  wrong  thou'st  done  to  me. 
Silly  swallow,  prating  thlng*^ 
Shan  I  clip  that  wheeling  wing  7 
Or,  as  TereuB  did,  of  old,* 
(So  Uie  fabled  tale  is  told,) 
Shall  I  tear  that  tongue  away, 
Tongue  that  uttor'd  such  a  lay  7 


1  ThU  ttAti  \%  sdJrMved  to  a  iwallow.  I  find  from  Degen 
■nd  frutn  (inH'c  Indei,  that  the  Oerman  pr>et  Welne  has 
iiiiitttUfd  It,  Hch«rz.  I.^ler.  lib.  ll.eann.S.;  that  Ramler  also 
tins  imliaud  It,  Lyr.  Biniaenleae,  lib.  \w.  p.  335;  and  some 
othrrs.    He«  C;all  de  iSditlonlbni. 

W«  hn  hen  nfitrnd  by  Uefvo  tothat  dull  bonk,  the  Epis- 
tles of  Alciplinin,  tantb  apistlet  third  book:  where  lophon 
eofiiplalas  u*  ErastiHi  ofimlng  awakensd  by  the  crowing  of  a 
cock,  from  his  vision  ol  riches. 

•  Biilf  gvalhw,  pralimff  Ikhg,  It.]  The  lnqinclty  of  the 
snriUlow  was  proverbial! sed ;  thus  NIcottratui:— 

El  TO  9wtx'iiS  Kai  iroA>4  km  raxtMi  XaXcn 

EXtyovr*  a»  tj/tutv  euifponaripat  wo\v. 

If  in  prating  frnm  morning  till  night 

A  sign  of  our  wisdinn  there  be, 
The  swallows  are  wiser  by  right, 

Fur' they  prattle  much  fkster  than  ne. 


Ah,  how  thoughtleas  hast  thou  been ! 
Long  before  the  dawn  was  seen. 
When  a  dream  came  o*er  my  mind, 
Picturing  her  I  wotahip,  kind. 
Just  when  I  was  nearly  blest. 
Loud  thy  matins  broke  ray  rest ! 


ODBXL« 


M 


Tell  roe.  gentle  yooth,  I  pray  theoy 
What  in  purchase  shall  I  pay  thee 
For  this  little  waxen  toy. 
Image  of  the  Paphian  boy  7" 
Thus  I  said,  the  other  day. 
To  a  youth  who  passed  my  wij 
"  Sir,"  (he  answer'd,  and  the  wb.  • 
Answered  all  ra  Doric  style,) 
**  Take  it,  for  a  trifle  take  il ; 
'Twas  not  I  who  dared  to  make  it ; 
No,  belieye  me,  'twas  not  I ; 
Oh,  it  has  cost  me  many  a  aigh. 
And  I  can  no  longer  keep 
Little  gods,  who  mnider  deep  !"* 
**  Here,  then,  here,**  (I  said  with  joyj 
"  Here  is  sUver  for  the  boy : 
He  shall  be  my  bosom  guest. 
Idol  of  my  pious  breast !" 

Now,  yoimg  Love,  I  have  thee  mine. 
Warm  me  with  that  torch  of  thine ; 
Make  me  feel  as  I  have  felt. 
Or  thy  waxen  frame  ahall  melt : 
I  must  bum  with  warm  desire. 
Or  thou,  my  boy — in  yonder  fire.* 


*  Or,  OS  Tereus  did,  tfrid,  4^J  Hodera  poetry  hat  eoe- 
fimed  the  name  of  Philomel  npon  the  nightingale ;  bat  BMny 
respectable  autbnritlea  amoag  the  ancients  assigned  tUt 
metamorphose  to  Progne,  and  made  Philomel  the  swallow, 
as  Anacreon  does  here. 

<  It  Is  dURcalt  to  preserve  with  any  grace  the  nanratlvs 
simplicity  of  this  ode,  and  the  humor  of  the  torn  with  whkh 
it  concludes.  I  feel.  Indeed,  that  the  translatioa  most  vjf- 
pear  vapid,  If  not  ludicrous,  to  an  EngUsh  reader. 

*  J§nd  /  COM  no  longer  keep 

Little  gode^  who  murder  oleepl]  I  have  not  literally  lea- 
dered  the  epithet  wnpropegra ;  if  It  has  any  meaning  hessblt 
Is  one,  perhaps,  better  omitted. 

*  Fmuet  bmm  with  worm  dettre^ 

Or  thorn,  my  hop-^n  yonder  fire."]  From  this  Longeptem 
conjectures,  that  whatever  Anacreon  might  say,  be  felt 
sometimes  the  Inconveniences  of  old  age,  and  hers  soUdU 
ftora  the  power  of  Love  a  warmth  which  he  cuald  no  iMfeer 
expect  from  Nature. 
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ODE  Xlf. 

TiiET  tell  how  Atys,  wild  with  lo?e, 
Roams  the  mount  and  haunted  grove  ;' 
Cybele*8  name  he  howls  around,* 
The  gloomy  blast  returns  the  sound ! 
Oft  too,  by  Clares'  hallow'd  spring,' 
The  votaries  of  the  IauieU*d  king 
Qaaff  the  inspiring,  magic  streain. 
And  rave  in  wild,  prophetic  dream. 
But  phrensied  dreams  are  not  for  me, 
Grhat  Bacchus  is  my  deity ! 
Full  of  mirth,  and  full  of  him, 
^\'hi]e  floating  odore  round  me  swim,^ 
While  mantling  bowls  are  full  supplied. 
And  yon  sit  blushing  by  my  side, 
I  will  be  mad  and  racing  too- 
Mad,  my  girl,  with  love  for  you ! 


ODE  xni. 

I  WILL,  I  will,  the  conflict*B  past, 
And  I'll  consent  to  love  at  last 


*  Tktf  UU  h0W  Jltft^  wild  with  love, 

JZaoM  tks  wi0vnt  and  haunted  grove ;]  There  lire  many 
ewmdictofy  stories  of  the  loves  of  Cyhele  and  Atys.  It  Is 
Oftala  that  be  was  oiaUlated,  bat  whether  by  his  own  Airy, 
wCybele's  Jealoasy,  Is  a  point  upon  which  aathors  are  not 
■ined 


*  C^Mc**  mmme  he  kewle  areund,  ^.]  T  have  here  adopted 
ibe  aeeeataation  which  Ellas  Andreas  gives  to  Cybele : — 

In  montlbns  Cyb^len 
Magno  sonans  boatu. 

*OflU0,hf  Ctarea*  kaiUw*d  tfriug,  4«.]  This  fountain  was 
in  a  pove.  eoosecrated  to  Apollo,  and  situated  between  Colo- 
phoD  and  Lebedos,  In  Ionia.  The  god  had  an  jracle  there, 
lealiger  thus  alludes  to  It  In  hU  Anacreontka : 

Bemel  nt  condtas  oBstro, 
Vetatl  qui  Clarias  aquas 
Ebtbere  loqaaees. 
Quo  pins  canant,  plara  volunt. 


*  WkSsJt^etiag  od^9t^.]  Spalettihajiqalte  mistaken  the 
Import  of  ««pcc6ci(,  as  applied  to  the  poet's  mistress — **  Me4 
iifif  las  aailc4  ;**— thus  Interpreting  It  In  a  sense  which 
Btutwaat  either  dell^^y  or  gallantry ;  if  not,  perhaps,  both. 

•  JNd  wUt  ad  /  untUukimg  d»  t 

I  tmk  %»  arm,  mrndoMnted,  too ;]    Longeplerre  has  hefe 
aa  eplgnm  firom  the  Antbologia,  In  which  the  poet 
A^uMMi  as  the  armor  against  Love. 

flwXtefMt  wpos  tpotra  wtpt  vrtppotci  XoytaiwVf 

Ovie  fit  rinyffci,  fiovwos  t<a»  wpos  cva* 
Ovarof  S*  tfiavarui  ffV¥c\evcopaf  tfw  St  fioifiov 

BmX^i'  cV*  ^(  poifoi  wpof  Sv*  £yut  6waftat 

WHk  Season  I  eover  my  breast  as  a  shield, 
Aad  AtarleMiy  meet  little  Love  In  the  field ; 
Thm  %btiiiff  bis  godship.  1*11  ne*er  be  dismayed ; 
Sot  if  Baerhiu  sfaould  ever  advance  to  hto  aid, 


Cupid  has  long,  with  smiling  ait, 

Invited  me  to  yield  my  heart ; 

And  I  have  thought  that  peace  of  mind 

Should  not  be  for  a  smile  re«gn*d : 

\.nd  so  repell'd  the  tender  lure. 

And  hoped  my  heart  would  sleep  secure 

But,  slighted  in  his  boasted  charms, 
The  angry  infant  flew  to  arms ; 
He  slung  his  quiver's  golden  frame, 
He  took  his  bow,  his  shafts  of  flam*). 
And  proudly  summon*d  me  to  yie'ii. 
Or  meet  him  on  the  martial  field 
And  what  did  I  imthinking  do? 
I  took  to  arms,  undaimted,  too  f 
Assmnod  the  corslet,  shield,  and  spoL, 
And,  like  Pelides,  smiled  at  fear. 
Then  (hear  it,  all  ye  powers  above !) 
I  fought  with  Love !  I  fought  with  Love  I 
And  now  his  arrows  all  were  shed, 
And  I  had  just  in  terror  fled — 
When,  heaving  an  indignant  sigh. 
To  see  me  thus  unwoimded  fly. 
And,  having  now  no  other  dart. 
He  shot  himself  into  my  heart  !* 


Alas !  then,  unable  to  combat  the  two. 
Unfortunate  warrior,  what  shoald  I  do  t 

This  Idea  of  the  Irresistibility  of  Cnpld  and  Bacchus  na!- 
ted.  Is  delicately  expressed  In  an  Italian  poem,  which  Is  n 
tmly  Anacreontic,  that  Its  Introduction  here  may  be  par- 
doned.   It  Is  an  imitation.  Indeed,  of  our  poet's  sixth  ode. 

Lavossi  Amnre  In  quel  vicino  flume 
Ove  glnro  (Pastor)  che  bevend*  lo 
Bovel  le  fiammoi  anzi  Tistesso  Dio, 
Ch'or  con  I'hamide  plume 
Lascivetto  mi  scherza  al  cor  Intnmo. 
Ma  che  sarel  s*lo  lo  bevossi  nn  giorno, 
Bacco,  nel  tuo  llquore  1 
Sarel,  plu  che  non  sono  ebm  d*Amore. 

The  urchin  of  the  tmw  and  quiver 

Was  bathing  In  a  neighboring  river, 

Where,  as  I  drank  on  yester-eve, 

(Shepherd-youth,  the  tale  believe,) 

*Twa8  not  a  cooling,  crystal  drnmcht, 

Twai  liquid  flame  I  madly  quaff*d ; 

For  Love  was  in  the  rippling  tide, 

I  felt  him  to  my  bosom  glide ; 

And  now  the  wily,  wanton  minion 

Plays  round  my  heart  with  restless  pinion. 

A  day  It  was  of  (kial  star. 

But  ah,  Uwere  e*en  more  fktal  far, 

If,  Bacchus,  In  thy  cup  of  flre, 

I  found  this  flutt*ring,  young  desire: 

Then,  then  Indeed  my  soul  would  prove, 

E*en  more  than  ever,  drunk  with  love ! 

*  JInd,  having  new  no  other  dart, 

He  ahot  himedf  into  w»f  heart  I]  Dryden  hat  parodied  IhU 
thought  in  the  following  extravagant  lines  :— 

— — rm  all  o*er  Love ; 
Nay,  I  am  Love,  Love  shot,  and  thoC  ao  fhit 
Be  shot  himself  Into  my  breast  at  last 
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My  heart — alas  the  lucklMi  day ! 
Received  the  god,  and  died  away. 
FareweQ»  farewell,  my  faithlen  shield ! 
Thy  lord  at  length  is  forced  to  yield. 
Vain,  vain,  is  every  outward  care, 
The  foe's  within,  and  triumphs  there. 


ODEXIV^ 

Count  n*e,  on  the  summer  trees. 
Every  leaT  that  courts  the  breeze  f 
Count  me,  on  the  foamy  deep, 
Every  wave  that  sinks  to  sleep ; 
Then,  when  you  have  nnmber'd  these 
Billowy  tides  and  leafy  trees. 
Count  me  all  the  flames  I  prove, 

1  The  poet.  Id  tbli  eatalofnie  of  bit  miitresses,  means  nnth- 
log  more  than,  by  a  lively  hyperbole,  to  Inform  as,  that  hU 
heart,  nnfettered  by  any  one  object,  was  warm  with  devo- 
tion towards  the  sex  In  general.  Cowley  Is  Indebted  to  this 
ode  for  the  hint  of  his  ballad,  called  *'The  Chronicle  ;**  and 
the  learned  Menage  has  Imitated  It  In  a  Greek  Anacreontic, 
which  has  so  much  ease  and  spirit,  that  the  reader  may  not 
be  displeased  at  seeing  It  here :~ 

nrOS  BlfiNA. 

El  a\atto¥  ra  ^vAAa, 
Aitfiutvtovs  rt  noiatt 
El  WKTOf  aarpa  vavro, 

TlapOKTiOVi  Tt  ^OflfiUVSt 

A\of  TS  Kvitaratiri, 
Aoyi?,  lUtitff  aptBfiitPf 
Kat  rovi  tftovf  tpuras 
Avyij,  Bicuv,  apt$fttt¥, 
KopriVf  ywatKOf  Xfipar^ 
^HiKpri»^  fUtvupf  Mcyi<mrv, 
Ac9iri}v  rt  rai  McXaiwir, 
Optiaiait  NairaiAf, 
VnpnXiat  Tk  waaat 
'O  ffof  ^lAos  ^tXtin 
liavrtav  mpof  fttv  arrtv. 
Avrnf  nto¥  Eputrbtv, 
Livfttifp  A^p^Strn^, 
Xpwrri^f  KaXti¥  yXvntaVf 
Epaa/ttaVf  rodriyiry, 
An  ftoviiv  ^iXtftrat 
Eyayt  III)  iowaifttiif. 

Tell  the  Ibllage  of  the  woods, 
Teli  the  billows  of  the  floods. 
Number  intdnight*s  starry  store, 
And  the  sands  that  crowd  the  shore, 
Then,  my  Bion,  thoa  mayst  eonnt 
Of  my  loves  the  vast  amount. 
Tve  been  loving,  all  my  days. 
Many  nymphs,  In  many  ways; 
Virgin,  widow,  maid,  and  wife — 
I've  been  doting  all  my  lilb. 
Naiads,  Nereids,  nymphs  of  fountains, 
Goddesses  of  groves  and  mouatalnt, 
Fair  and  sable,  great  and  small. 
Yes,  I  swear  Pve  loved  them  all ! 
Soon  was  every  passion  over, 
I  was  but  the  moment's  lover ; 


All  the  gentle  n>nmphs  I  love. 
First,  of  pure  Athenian  miuds 
Sporting  in  their  olive  shades. 
You  may  reckon  just  a  score. 
Nay,  ru  grant  you  fifteen  more. 
In  the  famed  Corintliian  grove. 
Where  such  countless  wantons  rove,* 
Chains  of  beauties  may  be  found. 
Chains,  by  which  my  heart  is  boimd ; 
There,  indeed,  are  nymphs  divine. 
Dangerous  to  a  soul  like  mine.* 
Many  bloom  in  Lesbos*  isle ; 
Many  m  Ionia  smile ; 
Rhodes  a  pretty  swarm  can  boast ; 
Caria  too  contains  a  liosL 
Sum  them  all~-«f  brown  and  fair 
You  may  count  two  thousand  there. 

Oh  !  Tm  such  a  mvlng  clf. 
That  the  Queen  of  love  hcnolf, 
Though  she  practised  all  her  wiles. 
Rosy  blushes,  wreathed  smiles. 
All  her  beauty's  proud  endeavor 
Could  not  chain  my  heart  forever. 

*  CffKiit  me,  on  the  tnwnmer  treUf 

Everf  leaf,  ^J  This  figure  is  called,  by  rfaeCnriclsBf,  the 
Impossible,  {aSvvarov,)  and  is  very  frequently  made  use  of 
In  poetry.  The  amatory  writers  have  exhausted  a  world  of 
imagery  by  it,  to  ex|)ress  the  infinite  number  of  kitwra  which 
they  require  from  the  lips  of  their  mistresses :  la  this  Catullus 
led  the  way. 

— Quam  sidera  multa,  cum  tacet  nox, 

Furtivos  hominum  vident  amores ; 

Tarn  te  basia  multa  basinre 

Vesano  satis,  et  super,  Catullo  est: 

Qnie  nee  pemunierare  curiosi 

Possint,  nee  mala  fascinare  lingua.       Carm.  7. 

As  many  stellor  eyes  of  light. 

As  through  the  silent  waste  of  night, 

Gazing  upon  this  world  of  shade. 

Witness  some  secret  youth  and  maid, 

Who  fair  as  thou,  and  fond  as  I, 

In  stolen  joys  enamor*d  lie, — 

So  many  kisses,  ere  I  slumber. 

Upon  those  dew-bright  lips  1*11  number ; 

Bo  many  kisses  we  shall  count. 

Envy  can  never  tell  th*  amount. 

No  tongue  shall  blab  the  sum,  but  mine ; 

No  lips  shall  fiisclnate,  but  thine ! 

s  /«  ike  famed  Cvrinthian  grove, 

ffTkere  euek  eountleee  wantong  rove,  4-e. j  Corinth  was  very 
fiimous  for  the  beauty  and  number  of  IL^  courtesans.  Venus 
was  the  deity  principally  worshipped  by  the  people,  and  their 
constant  prayer  was,  that  the  gods  should  increase  the  nam- 
ber  of  her  worshippers.  We  may  perceive  from  the  applica- 
tion of  the  verb  co/MfOio^civ,  la  Aristophanes,  that  the  la- 
bricity  of  the  Corinthians  had  become  proverbial. 

*  Tkertt  indeed,  are  wfmpke  ditnne, 

Dangerous  to  a  »onl  like  mine  I]  "  With  justice  has  the  poet 
attributed  beauty  to  the  women  of  Grrocc.** — Degen. 

M.  de  Pauw,  the  author  of  Dissertations  upon  the  Greoki, 
is  of  a  diflSjrent  opinion  ;  he  thinks,  that  by  a  eaprldoas  par- 
tiality of  nature,  the  other  sex  had  all  the  beauty ;  and  bf 
this  supposition  endeavors  to  account  for  a  very  slag  tlar  d»- 
pmvatloa  of  iastlBCt  among  that  people. 
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What,  yva  atare  7  I  prey  yoa,  peace ! 
More  ril  find  before  I  cease. 
Have  I  told  you  all  my  flames, 
*Mong  the  amorous  Syrian  dames? 
Have  I  numbered  every  one, 
Glowmg  under  Egypt's  sun  ? 
Or  tlie  nymphs,  who,  blushing  sweef. 
Deck  the  shrine  of  Love  in  Crete ; 
Whem  the  God,  with  festal  play, 
Holds  eternal  holiday  7 
Still  in  clusters,  still  remain 
Gades'  warm,  desiring  train ;' 
Still  there  lies  a  myriad  more 
On  the  sable  India's  shore ; 
These,  and  many  far  removed, 
All  are  loving — all  are  loved ! 


ODE  XV. 

Till  me,  why,  my  sweetest  dove,* 
HiUB  your  humid  pinions  move. 
Shedding  through  the  air  in  showers 
Esence  of  the  balmiest  flowers  7 
Tell  me  whither,  whence  you  rove. 
Tell  me  all,  my  sweetest  dove. 

Curious  stranger,  I  belong 
To  the  bard  of  Teian  song ; 
With  his  mandate  now  I  fly 
To  the  nymph  of  azure  eye ; — 
She,  whose  eye  has  maddened  many,' 
But  the  poet  more  than  any. 


'  1  UMdeM*  wcrm,  desiring  train  ;]  The  Gadltanian  girls  were 
Site  Uie  Baladidres  of  Indi  •  wha^e  dances  are  thus  described 
kfaFreochanihor;  "  Les  aanset  sont  presque  toutes  des 
patnmime*  d'amoor;  le  pl^n,  le  dessein,  ies  auitudes,  les 
■eiarea,  lea  aoos  eC  les  cadences  de  ces  ballets,  tout  respire 
eene  paaaion  et  en  exprime  les  volaptes  et  les  fnreurs.** — Hi*- 
ttin  dm  CSraMMTM  des  Rurop.  dan*  let  deux  Indes.  Raynal. 
The  aiosdc  of  the  Gaditanian  females  h:id  all  the  vulup- 
tHmi  ehameter  of  their  duncinj;.  as  appears  (tnm  Martial : — 
CsBtica  qui  Nill,  qui  Gaditana  snsarrat. 

Lib.  lii.  eplg.  63. 
Lodoiieo  ArioAto  had  this  inle  of  our  bard  In  his  mind, 
wiiea  be  wrote  bis  poem  **  Do  diversis  nmoribus.**    See  the 
Aatboloiia  Itnlorjni. 

*The  4oTe  of  Anaereon,  bearing  a  letter  from  the  poet  to 
Us  nislKas,  la  met  by  a  stranger,  with  whom  this  dialogue  it 


The  aadents  made  use  of  lettcr-carr}'ing  pigeons,  when 
Ihef  went  any  distance  from  home,  as  the  most  certain  means 
ofcooveylng  Intelligence  bnck.  That  tender  domestic  a ttach- 
it,  which  attracts  thh  delicate  little  bird  through  every 
and  diflenlty.  till  It  settles  In  its  native  nest,  aflbrds 
to  ihe  aathor  of  **  The  Pleasures  of  Memory**  a  fine  and  in- 
f.  exempllfientlon  of  his  subject. 
lied  liy  what  chart,  transports  the  timid  dove 
The  wreaths  of  eonqoest,  ot  the  vows  of  love ! 


Venus,  for  a  hymn  of  love. 
Warbled  in  her  votive  grove,* 
(*Twas  in  sooth  a  gentle  lay,) 
Gave  me  to  the  bard  away. 
See  me  now  his  faithful  minion.— 
Thus  with  softly-gliding  pinion, 
To  his  lovely  giri  I  bear 
Songs  of  passion  through  the  air 
Oft  he  blandly  wliispers  me, 
"  Soon,  my  bird,  FU  set  you  fi»e.*' 
But  ui  vain  he'll  bid  mc  fly, 
I  shall  serve  him  till  I  die. 
Never  could  my  plumes  sustain 
Ruflling  winds  nnd  chilling  rain, 
0*er  the  plains,  or  '.-ik  the  dell. 
On  the  mountain's  savage  swell. 
Seeking  m  the  desert  wood 
Gloomy  shelter,  rustic  food. 
Now  I  lead  a  life  of  ease. 
Far  from  rugged  haunts  like  these. 
From  Anacrcon's  hand  I  eat 
Food  delicious,  viands  sweet ; 
Flutter  o'er  his  goblet's  brim, 
Sip  the  foamy  .\ino  with  him. 
Then  when  I  have  wantou'd  round 
To  his  l^yTe's  beguiling  sound  ; 
Or  with  gently-moving  wings 
Fann'd  the  minstrel  while  he  sings : 
On  his  harp  I  sink  in  slumbers. 
Dreaming  still  of  dulcet  numbers ! 

This  is  all — away — away— 
You  have  made  me  waste  the  day. 
How  I've  chatter'd !  prating  crow 
Never  yet  did  chatter  so. 

See  the  poem.  Daniel  Helnsius,  In  speaking  of  Donsa,  who 
adopted  this  method  at  the  siege  of  Leyden,  expresses  a 
similar  sentiment 

Quo  patrla  non  tendit  amor  1    Mandnta  reforre 
Postquam  homlnem  ncquiit  mlttero,  misit  avem. 

Fuller  tells  us,  that  at  the  siege  of  Jerusalem,  the  Chris- 
tians Intercepted  a  letter,  tied  to  the  legs  of  a  dove.  In  which 
the  Persian  Emperor  promised  assistance  to  the  besieged.— 
Iloly  War,  cap.  34,  book  1. 

*  Ske^  whose  eye  has  maddened  many,  Sre.]  For  rvpavvov,  In 
the  original,  Zcone  and  Schneiderconjccturethat  we  should 
read  rvpavtfov,  In  allusion  to  the  strong  Influence  whirh  this 
objeet  of  his  love  held  over  the  mind  of  Poiycrates.  Bee  Degen. 

*  Venus,  for  a  hymn  of  love^ 

Warbled  in  her  votive  grove,  ^-e.J  "  This  passage  is  Invalu- 
able, and  I  do  not  think  that  any  thing  so  beautlHil  or  so 
delicate  has  ever  been  lald.  What  an  Idea  does  it  give  of 
the  poetry  of  the  man,  (Vom  whom  Venu<<  herself,  the  mother 
of  the  Graces  and  the  Pleasures,  purchases  a  little  hymn 
with  one  of  her  favorite  doves  !**    Longepierrs. 

De  Pauw  objects  to  the  authenticity  of  thlaode,  because  It 
makes  Anacroon  his  own  panegyrist ;  but  poets  have  a  li- 
cense for  praising  themselves,  which,  with  wtme  indeed, 
Diny  be  considered  as  comprised  under  their  general  prtv'r 
lege  of  fiction. 
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ODE  XTI.! 

Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues 
Mimic  fonn  and  soul  infuse,* 
Best  of  painters,  come,  portray 
The  lovely  maid  that's  far  away* 
Far  away,  my  soul !  thou  art, 
But  Fve  thy  beautiee  all  by  heart. 
Paint  her  jetty  ringlets  playing, 
Silky  locks,  like  tendrils  straying  'f 
And,  if  painting  hath  the  skill 
To  make  the  spicy  balm  distil,* 
Let  every  little  lock  exhale 
A  sigh  of  perfume  on  the  gale. 
Where  her  tresses'  curly  flow 
Darkles  o'er  the  brow  of  snow. 
Let  her  forehead  beam  to  light, 
Bumish'd  as  the  ivory  bright 

>  This  ode  and  the  next  may  be  called  companlon-ptctares ; 
they  are  highly  finished,  and  give  as  an  excellent  idea  of  the 
tasteof  the  ancients  in  beanty.  Franciscus  Janios  qnotes 
Ihem  In  his  third  book  **  De  Pictnra  Vetemm.** 

This  ode  has  been  imitated  by  Ronsard,  GIniiann  Gosellnt, 
Lc.  Itc.    Scaliger  alludes  to  it  thus  in  his  Anacreontica : 

Olim  iepore  blando, 
LitiJt  vcrsibns 
Candidus  Anacreon 
Qnam  pingoret  amicns 
Descripsit  Venerem  snam. 

The  Teian  bard  of  former  days. 
Attuned  his  sweet  descriptive  lays, 
And  tanRht  the  painter*s  hand  to  trace 
His  fair  be1oved*s  every  grace. 

[n  the  dinlogoe  of  Caspar  Barlcas,  entitled  "  An  forroma  sit 
lucenda,**  the  reader  will  find  many  carious  ideas  and  de- 
icriptions  of  womanly  beauty. 

s  Th9%,  whos9  »ofl  and  rosy  Ak««, 

Mimic  form  emd  tout  infuse,]    I  have  followed  here  the 

leading  of  the  Vatican  MS.  pnSetii.    Painting  is  eailed  **  the 

"osy  art,'*  either  in  reference  to  coloring,  or  as  an  indefinite 

spithet  of  excellence,  fh)m  the  association  of  beanty  uith 

:hat  flower.    Salvinl  has  adopted  this  reading  in  his  literal 

xansiation  :— 

Delia  rosea  arte  signore. 

s  77k«  /ooe/y  maid  thaVs  far  away.]    If  this  portrait  of  the 

wet's  mistress  be  not  merely  Ideal,  the  omission  of  her  name 

s  much  to  be  regretted.    Meleager,  in  an  cpignm  on  Anae- 

von,  mentions  **  the  golden  Eurypyle**  as  his  ml^tross. 

*  Paint  ker  Jetty  ringlets  playing^ 

Si/ky  locks  like  tendrils  straying;]  The  ancients  have 
)een  very  enthusiastic  in  their  pmiscs  of  the  beauty  of  hair. 
%palcius.  In  the  second  book  of  his  Miiesiacs,  says,  that 
^enus  herself  if  xhe  were  bald,  though  surrounded  by  the 
iraces  and  the  Loves,  could  not  be  pleasing  even  to  her 
lOKband  Valcan. 

Stesichorus  gave  the  epithet  <raAXiirXo«a/iof  tn  the  Graces, 
ind  Binxinides  bestowed  the  same  upon  the  Muses.  See 
Uotlrian  Junin<*s  Dissertation  upon  Hair. 

To  this  passage  of  our  poet,  Seidon  alluded  in  a  note  on 
the  Polyolbion  of  Drayton,  Song  the  Second,  where  obcerv- 
JBg,  that  the  ejrithet  "  black-baired**  was  given  by  some  of 


Let  her  eyebrows  smoothly 
In  jetty  arches  o*er  her  eyes. 
Each,  a  crescent  gently  gliding, 
Just  commingling,  just  dividing. 

But,  hast  thou  any  sparkles  waniiy 
TIte  lightning  of  her  eyes  to  form  i 
Lot  them  efiuse  the  azure  rays 
That  in  Minerva's  Ranees  blaze, 
Mix*d  with  the  liquid  light  that  lies 
In  Cytherea*s  languid  eyes.* 
0*er  her  nose  and  cheek  be  shed 
Flushing  white  and  8oflen*d  red ; 
Mingling  tints,  as  when  there  glows 
la  snowy  milk  the  bashful  rose.'' 
Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses, 
Sweet  petitioner  for  kisses,' 
Rosy  nest,  where  lurks  Persua8i<m, 
Mutely  courting  Love's  invasion. 

the  ancients  to  the  goddess  Isis,  he  says,  "  Nor  will  I 
but  that  Anacreon.  (a  man  very  Judicious  in  the  provoikliif 
motives  of  wantun  love,)  intending  to  bestow  on  l&is  sweet 
mistress  that  one  of  the  titles  of  woman's  special  ormuneBt, 
weil-haired,  (iraAXivXoffa^of,)  thought  of  this  whea  ke  favs 
his  painter  direction  to  make  her  black-haired.** 

*  Jind^  if  painting  hath  ths  skill 

To  make  the  spicy  balm  distil,  ^c]  Thus  tnUlostratiM, 
speaking  of  a  picture :  tiratvto  Kat  rw  epJipocw  tup  ^»^MV, 
jrai  ^rifii  yeypa<t>Oat  avra  ptra  ri^f  oafiff.  **I  sdmlra  the 
dewiness  of  these  roses,  and  could  say  that  their  very  ssbmU 
was  pninted." 

•  Miz'd  with  the  liquid  light  that  lies 

In  Cytherea's  languid  cyes.\  Marchcttl  cxplalos  thiu  the 
iypov  of  the  original : — 

Dipingili  nmidettl 
Tremuii  e  iascivettl, 
Qua!  gli  ha  Ciprigna  Talma  Dea  d*An>ore. 

Tasso  has  painted  in  the  same  manner  the  eyes  of  A  nnida>-> 
Quai  mgcio  In  onda  le  scintilla  un  riso 
Negii  unildi  occhi  treniulo  e  laacivo. 

Within  her  humid,  melting  eyes 

A  liriiliant  my  ofinughter  lies. 

Soft  ns  the  broken  solar  beam, 

That  trembles  in  the  azure  stream. 

The  mingled  expression  of  dignity  and  tenderness,  wUch 
Anacreon  requires  the  painter  to  inAise  into  the  eyes  of  his 
mistress.  Is  more  amply  de-'tcribed  In  the  subsequent  ode. 
Both  descriptions  are  so  exquisitely  touched,  that  the  artist 
must  have  been  great  Indeed,  if  he  did  not  yield  in  paintisf 
to  the  p«iet. 

v  Mingling  tints,  as  when  there  glows 

In  snttwy  milk  the  bashful  rose.]    Thus  Propertius,  eley.!^ 

lib.  U. 

Utqne  rosa;  pnro  iacte  natant  folia. 

And  Dnvenant,  In  a  little  pitem  called  **The  Mistress.** 

Catch  as  it  fails  the  Scythian  snow, 

Bring  blu!«hing  ro»es  steep'd  In  rallk. 

Thus  too  Ttiygetus : — 

Que  lac  atqne  rosas  vincls  candore  robentU 

These  last  words  may  perhaps  defend  the  ^  fltuhlng  whHs** 

of  the  translation. 

S  Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses. 

Sweet  petitioner  for  kis—s^\    The  **  Up,  provoUof 
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Xext,  btneath  the  Telvet  ehin, 
^Vho6e  dimple  hides  a  Love  within,' 
Mottld  her  neck  with  grace  descending, 
In  a  heaven  of  heauty  ending ; 
While  eountleae  channs,  above,  below, 
Sport  and  flutter  round  its  snow. 
Now  let  a  floating,  lucid  veil. 
Shadow  her  form,  but  not  conceal  f 
A  charm  may  peep,  a  hue  mav  beam. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Fancy's  dream. 
Enough — *tis  she !  'tis  all  I  seek  ; 
It  glows,  it  lives,  it  soon  will  speak  ! 


ODE  xvn.» 

And  now  with  all  thy  pencil's  truth, 
Portray  Bathyllus,  lovely  youth ! 
Let  his  hair,  in  masses  bright, 
Fall  like  floating  rays  of  light  ;* 

ta  the  original,  b  a  strong  and  beaatifal  expression.  Achilles 
Tadas  tpenks  of  x<<^1  ita^Oaxa  npof  ra  ^(Ai;^u/a,  **  Lips 
•nA  ni  deilcnte  for  kissing.**  A  grave  old  commentator, 
naayfiot  l^nibinas,  In  his  notes  upon  Lucretius,  tells  us 
with  ttw  appHrent  aoihorlty  of  ezperienee,  that  "  Suavius 
Tins  oscolantur  puella*  labiosc,  qanm  quv  sunt  brevibiis 
l^bris.**  And  £neas  Sylvius,  In  his  tedious  uninteresting 
itory  of  the  lovev  of  Eurj'alus  and  Lucrella,  where  he  par- 
finlariiei  the  beauties  of  the  heroine,  (in  a  very  fiilse  and 
htoed  style  of  latinity.)  describes  her  lip^  thus :— "  Os  par- 
vus deoensque.  labia  coralUni  coluris  ad  niorsum  aptissimn.*' 
-EpbL  114.  lib.  L 

>  JfiiU  hen0atk  the  vtlvet  cAta, 

Ifkagt  iiwtpU  hidet  a  /ore  within,  &c.^    Madame  Dacicr 
has  quoted  here  two  pretty  lines  of  Varro : — 

81|rilla  in  mento  Impressa  Amoris  digitulo 
Ve«tigk>  demonstrant  moUitudinem. 
la  her  chin  is  a  delicate  dimple. 

By  Cup(d*s  own  finger  iuip(«ss*d ; 
There  Beauty,  bewitchlngiy  simple, 
Has  choaen  her  innocent  nesu 

*  Xlfm  ttt  sJUath^f,  lucid  veil^ 

Skmdtm  ktrfvrm,  but  not  coneeul ;  irc.\  This  delicate  art 
of  desefffpdon,  which  leaves  Imagination  to  complete  the 
pietare.  has  been  seldom  adopted  in  the  Imitations  of  this 
heaattfal  poero.  Ronsard  is  ezceptionably  minute;  and 
PuUtiaaiis.  in  his  charming  portrait  of  a  girl,  full  of  rich  and 
oqaislie  diction,  has  lifted  the  veil  rather  too  much.  The 
"qaestoche  tn  m*  intend!**  should  be  always  left  to  fancy. 

*  The  leader  who  wishes  tn  acquire  an  accurate  idea  of 
(be  Jadfrmeot  of  the  ancients  in  beauty,  will  be  Indulged  by 
eoacQltiag  Janios  de  Pictura  Veterum.  lib.  iii.  c.  9,  where  he 
viti  find  a  very  carious  selection  of  descriptions  and  epk'hets 
of  personal  perfections.    Junliu  compares  this  ode  with  a 

of  Theodnrle.  king  of  the  Guths,  in  the  second 
first  bi«k,  of  Sidonios  Apollinaris. 

*  IM  ki*  kafr,  m  wtuasu  krifkt, 

JU  lilu  Jt»uttmg  rays  «/  light ;  ire.}    lie  here  describes 
ke  saaay  hair,  the  '*  flava  coma,**  which  the  ancients  so 
aitetfed.    The  Romans  gave  this  color  aniflciaily  to 
See  Stanlsl.  Koblenzyck.  de  Luzn  Ronianomm. 


And  there  the  raven's  dye  confuse 

With  the  golden  sunbeam's  hues. 

Lot  no  wreath,  with  artful  twine,* 

The  flowing  of  his  locks  confine  ; 

But  leave  them  loose  to  every  breeze. 

To  take  what  shape  and  course  they  please. 

Beneath  the  forehead,  fair  as  snow. 

But  flush'd  with  manhood's  early  glow. 

And  guileless  as  the  dews  of  dawn,' 

Let  the  maj«stic  brows  be  drawn. 

Of  ebon  hue,  enrich'd  by  gold, 

Such  as  dark,  siiining  snakes  unfold. 

Mix  in  his  eyes  t   #  power  alike. 

With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike  ;^ 

Borrow  from  MaiM  his  look  of  ire, 

Frokn  Venus  her  soil  glance  of  fire  ; 

Blend  khem  in  such  expression  here. 

That  we  by  turns  may  hope  and  fear ! 

Now  from  the  sunny  apple  seek 
The  velvet  down  tliat  spreads  his  cheek ; 

*  Let  no  wrtatJt,  toitA  artful  fviM,  ire.}  If  the  original 
here,  which  is  particularly  beauUfiil,  can  admit  of  any  addi- 
Uonal  value,  that  value  is  conferred  by  Gray*s  adniiraUon  of 
IL    See  his  letters  to  West. 

Some  annntators  have  quoted  on  this  passage  the  descrip- 
tion of  Photis's  hair  in  Apuleius ;  but  nothing  can  be  more 
distant  from  the  simplicity  of  our  poet*s  manner,  than  that 
affectation  of  richness  which  distinguishes  the  style  of  Apu- 
leius. 

*  Bvtjlusk*d  with  manhood'*  eariy  glowt 
Jlndguilde*»  aa  the  dews  nfdawn,  A-c.)    Torrentius  upon 

the  words  "  Insignem  tenul  fmnte,**  in  Horace,  Od.  33,  lib.  i., 
is  of  opinion,  incorrectly,  I  think,  that  "tenul"  here  bears 
the  same  meaning  as  the  word  araXov. 

^  J/i'z  I  a  kit  eyes  the  power  alike. 

With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike ;  i-e.]  Tasso  gives  a 
similar  character  to  the  eye»  of  Clorinda  :— 

Lampeggiar  gll  occhl,  e  folgorar  gll  sguardi 
Doici  ne  1*  ira. 

Her  eyes  were  flashing  with  a  heavenly  heat, 
A  fire  that,  even  in  anger,  still  was  sweet. 

The  poetess  Veronica  Cambara  is  more  diffuse  apon  this 
variety  of  expression  :— 

Occhl  lucentl  e  belli, 

Come  esser  puo  ch*  in  un  medesmo  istante 

Nasican  de  vol  si  nuove  forme  et  tante  1 

Liuti  mesii,  superbl,  humil*,  altieri, 

Vi  mostrnte  in  un  punto,  onde  di  speme. 

Et  di  timor,  de  empiete,  4tc.  &.c 

Oh  !  tell  me,  brightiy-benming  eye, 
Whence  in  your  little  orbit  lie 
So  many  diflfereut  traits  of  fire, 
Expressing  each  a  new  desire. 
Nuw  With  pride  or  scotn  you  dark'.o, 
Now  with  love,  with  gladness,  sparkle, 
While  we  who  view  the  varying  mirror. 
Feel  by  turns  both  ho|)e  and  terror. 

Chevrcau,  citing  the  lines  of  our  poet,  in  his  critliiue  on 
the  poems  of  Malherlie.  produces  a  Ijatin  verition  of  them 
(Vnm  a  manuscript  which  he  had  seen,  entitled  "Joan.  Fal- 
conis  Anacreontici  Lusus.** 
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And  there,  if  art  so  far  can  go, 
Th*  ingenuous  blush  of  boyhood  ^ow. 
Wliile,  for  his  mouth — but  do, — in  vain 
Would  words  Its  witching  charm  explain. 
Make  it  the  wry  scat,  the  throne, 
That  Eloquence  would  claim  her  own  ;* 
And  let  the  lips,  though  silent,  wexir 
.   A  life-look,  as  if  words  were  there* 

Next  thou  his  ivory  neck  must  trace, 
Moulded  with  soft  but  manly  grace  ; 
Fair  as  the  neck  of  Paphia's  boy. 
Where  Paphia*s  arms  have  hung  in  joy. 
Give  him  the  winged  Elermcs'  hand,* 
With  which  he  wa\eA  his  snaky  wand ; 
Let  Bacchus  the  broad  chest  supply, 
And  Leda*s  sons  the  sinewy  thigh  ; 
While,  through  his  whole  transparent  frame, 
Thou  show*8t  the  stirrings  of  that  flume, 
Which  kindles,  when  the  first  love-sigh 
Steals  from  tlie  heart,  imconscious  why. 

But  sure  thy  pencil,  though  so  bright. 
Is  envious  of  the  cyo*s  delight. 
Or  its  enamor*d  touch  would  show 
The  shoulder,  fair  as  sunless  snow, 

>  TTiat  EIoqHenee  vould  claim  ker  own  ;]  In  the  orlirtonl, 
as  in  the  preceding  ode,  Pitho,  the  poddess  nf  pcrsaasion,  or 
eloquence.  It  xvas  worthy  or  the  drllcnte  ironirination  of 
the  Greeks  to  deify  Persnnslon,  and  give  her  the  li(M  fbr  her 
throne.  We  are  here  reminded  of  a  very  interesting  Hmg- 
Dient  of  Anncrenn,  preserved  by  the  scholiast  upon  Pindnr, 
and  supposed  to  belong  to  a  poem  reflecting  with  sitiue  se* 
verity  on  Sitnonides.  who  was  the  fir^it,  we  are  told,  that 
ever  made  a  hireling  of  his  muse : — 

Ov()*  apyvocri  vor*  cXa^tj/c  Ilcidra. 

Nor  yet  had  fair  Persuasion  shone 
In  silver  splendors,  not  her  own. 

*  ^nd  let  the  lips,  though  silent^  vear 

A  life-look^  as  ,'  Kords  toere  there.]  In  the  original  XaXur 
o-iuiri).  Tlie  mistress  of  Petrarch  "paria  con  tilenzi^/* 
which  is  perhaps  the  best  method  of  female  eloquence. 

»  Give  Htm  the  winged  Hermes'  hand,  ^-c]   In  Shakspoarc's 
Cymbelino  there  is  a  similar  method  of  description  : — 
■  this  is  his  hand, 
Ills  foot  mercurial,  his  martial  thigh, 
The  brawns  of  Hercules. 

We  find  It  likewise  In  Hamlet  I^ongrpicrrc  thinks  that  the 
hands  of  Mercury  nre  selected  by  f  nacreon,  on  account  of 
the  graceful  gestures  which  were  supposed  to  characterize 
the  god  of  eloquence ;  but  ftlercury  was  also  the  patron  *ji 
thieves,  and  may  perhaps  be  praised  as  a  llght-flngered  deity. 

«         But  hold— forbear— 

I  set  the  Kun-goiCs  portrait  there ;]  The  nbrnpt  turn  here 
a  spirited,  but  requires  some  explanation.  While  the  artist 
is  pursuing  the  portrait  of  Bathyllus,  Anacreon,  we  must 
suppose,  turns  round  and  sees  a  picture  of  Aixtllo,  which 
was  intended  for  an  altar  at  Samos.  He  then  instantly  tells 
the  painter  u>  cense  his  work ;  that  this  picture  will  serve 
for  Rathylius ;  and  that,  when  he  goes  to  Bamm,  he  may 
oiake  an  Apollo  of  the  purtniit  of  the  boy  which  he  had  begtia 


Which  now  in  veiling  shadow  lies, 
Removed  from  all  I  tit  Fancy  *s  eyea. 
Now,  for  his  feet — but  hold — ^forbear — 
I  see  tlie  sun-god*s  portrait  there  *f 
Why  paint  Batliylltis  7  when,  in  truth, 
There,  in  that  god,  thou^st  sketch'd  the  youtk 
Enough — let  this  bright  form  be  mine. 
And  send  the  boy  to  Samoa*  slirine ; 
Phoebus  shall  then  Bathyllus  be, 
Bathyllus  then,  the  deity  \ 


ODE  xVm.» 


Now  the  star  of  day  is  high. 

Fly,  my  girls,  in  pity  fiy. 

Bring  me  wine  in  brimming  urns,' 

Cool  my  lip,  it  bums,  it  bums ! 

Sunn*d  by  the  meridian  fire. 

Panting,  languid  ]  expire. 

Give  me  all  those  htmiid  flowers,* 

Drop  them  o*er  my  brow  in  showora. 

Scarce  a  breathing  chaplet  now 

Lives  upon  my  feverish  brow ; 

**  Bathyllus  (says  Madame  Dacler)  could  not  be  more  »  i- 
gantly  praised,  and  this  one  passage  does  him  more  ha  a 
than  the  statue,  however  boautilVxl  it  might  be,  which  f%  !• 
crates  raised  to  him.** 

*  An  elegant  translation  of  this  ode,  sa)*s  Degon,  may  ^# 
found  in  Rumler's  Lyr.  Blumenlese,  lib.  v.  p.  403. 

*  Bring  me  wine  in  brimming  urns,  ix.j  Orig.  wuv 
a/ivari.  The  amyotis  was  a  method  of  drinking  used  arooug 
the  Thracians.  Thus  Horace,  "Threiclft  vincat  amystide.** 
Mad.  Dacier.  Longcpierre.  &c.  dec. 

Parrhasius,  In  his  twenty-sixth  epistle,  (Thesanr.  Critic 
vol.  {.,)  explains  the  amystis  as  a  draught  to  be  exhaasiad 
without  drawing  breath.  "  uno  haustu.**  A  note  in  the  kiiar* 
gin  of  this  epistle  of  Parrhasius  snyg,  *•  Polltianiu  ve&leB 
esse  putabat,**  but  adds  no  reference. 

T  Oive  me  all  those  humid  JUneers,  ^e.]  According  to  the 
original  reading  of  this  line,  the  poet  says,  '^Give  me  the 
flower  of  wine**— Date  flosculos  Lyvi,  as  it  is  in  the  vcnioa 
of  Ellas  Andreas ;  and 

Deh  porgetimi  del  fiore 

Di  quel  aimo  e  buon  liqnore, 

AS  Regnier  has  it,  who  supports  the  reading.  The  woni 
Avff-ti  would  undoubtedly  bear  this  ap]illcatlon,  which  Is 
somewhat  similar  to  its  import  In  the  epigram  of  8imonides 
upon  Sophocles : — 

Ea0soO/ii  ycpati  Sn^ocXxr;,  apOos  aotS'uir 
and  flos  in  the  Latin  is  frequently  applied  In  the  same  man- 
ner—thus Cethegus  is  called  by  Ennius.  Flos  inlibatos  pop- 
all,  auadnque  medulla,  *'The  Immaculate  flower  of  Um 
people,  and  the  very  marrow  of  pcrsnaslon.**  See  thea* 
verses  cited  by  AniusCellius,  lib.  xii.,  which  Cicero  prelaod, 
and  Seneca  thought  ridiculous. 

But  in  the  panage  before  us.  if  we  admit  tntPtSp,  aneora- 
lag  to  Ptiber"!  conjecture,  the  sense  is  suflkiently  clear,  wllb- 
oat  having  rBCoona  to  such  refluements. 
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Ereiy  dewy  rose  I  wear 

Sheds  its  tears,  and  withera  thera^* 

But  to  you,  my  burning  heart,* 

What  can  now  relief  impart? 

Can  brimming  bowl,  or  flowret's  dew. 

Cool  the  flame  that  scorches  you? 


ODE  XIX.» 

Here  recline  you,  gentle  maid,^ 
Sweet  is  this  embowering  shade ; 
Sweet  the  young,  the  modest  trees, 
Ruffled  by  the  kissing  breeze ; 

>  Everjf  dettf  rose  I  wear 

Sktda  iu  tmrt,  And  wriUurt  tkert.]  There  are  some  bean- 
tifal  liocs,  by  Angeriaou»,  upon  a  garland,  which  1  cannot 
resist  qnoUog  hero : — 

Ante  fores  madidae  sic  sic  pendete  corolls, 

Mane  orto  linponet  Ca:lia  vns  caplU ; 
At  qaam  per  niveam  cervicem  influxerlt  humor, 
Dicite,  nun  roris  sed  pi  a  via  hoec  lacrlme. 

By  Celia*s  arbor  all  the  night 
Hangv  humid  wreath,  the  loyer*s  vow ; 

And  hapiy,  at  the  morning  light. 
My  love  shall  twine  thee  round  her  brow. 

Then.  If  upon  her  bosom  bright 

Some  drupe  (^  dew  shall  fall  from  thee, 
Tell  her,  they  are  not  drops  of  night, 
Bat  tears  of  sorrow  shed  by  me ! 
In  the  poem  of  Mr.  Sheridan's,  *'  Uneoath  Is  this  moss- 
roveicd  fiotco  of  stone.**  there  is  an  idea  very  singularly  co- 
incident with  thia  of  Angerianus : — 

A&d  thou,  stony  grot,  in  thy  arch  may*st  preserve 

Brwne  lingering  drops  of  the  night-fallen  dew : 
Let  them  (all  on  her  bottom  of  snow,  and  they*ll  serve 
As  tears  of  my  sorrow  intrusted  to  yon. 

*  Bmt  U  yM.  mj  burning  heart,  Se.\  The  tmnsition  here 
Ispecollarly  delicnte  and  impnssioned;  but  the  coninicnta- 
tan  have  perplexed  the  sentiment  by  a  variety  of  readings 
and  co^jectores. 

*  TItt  description  of  this  bower  is  so  natural  and  animated, 
^t  we  almost  feci  adcjcrcc  of  coolness  and  freshness  while 
we  peme  IL  Longeplerre  has  quoted  fnmi  the  fir^^t  book  of 
dM  Antbologla,  the  following  eplgriuu.as  somewhat  rc»em- 
Uisg  this  ode  :— 

EfXfa  K9t  gar'  eitav  {^cv  s-irvy,  &  to  /tiXtXPOV 

Jlp9f  fiaXarovs  itxci  rcffXi/ieva  (c^vpovf. 
Hiftit  cat  gpovricfta  ncXiarayt^f  tvOa  fieXtc6(ii¥ 
'Bi99  tfiti^atoii  vnvoif  ayut  /caXa/imc. 
Come,  i*it  by  (he  shadowvy  pine 

That  covers  my  sylvan  retreat; 
And  see  bow  the  bmnchos  Incline 
The  breathing  of  zephyr  to  meet. 
See  the  fountain  that.  fl<iwing.  diauscs 

Around  me  a  glittering  spray ; 
By  Its  brink,  as  the  traveller  muses, 
I  sooCb  him  to  sleep  with  my  lay. 
•  JKnv  rwdhu  fvw.  genUe  maid,  ire.]    The  Vatican  MS. 
IM4s/?«9v>Xao, which  renders  the  whole  poem  metaphorical. 
Vbm0  eoWBientakw  suggests  the  reading  of /}a0o^Aol',  which 
Wtkm  s  |Nia  vpon  the  name ;  a  grace  thnt  Plato  himself  has 
m^kmeuAeA  tola  writing  of  bis  boy  A^rngp.  ^lee  the  epigram 
tfttb  pUtosopbrr,  which  I  quote  on  the  twenty-second  ode. 


Sweet  the  tittle  founts  that  weep, 
LulHng  soft  the  mind  to  sleep ; 
Hark !  they  whisper  as  they  roll, 
Cakn  penuaaion  to  the  soul ; 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  is  not  this 
All  a  stilly  scene  of  bliss  ? 
Who,  my  gvl,  would  pass  it  by? 
Surely  neither  you  nor  I.* 


ODE  XX.« 

One  day  the  Muses  twined  the  hands 
Of  infant  Love  witli  flow'ry  bands  ; 

There  Is  another  epigram  by  this  philosopher,  preserved 
In  Lacrtius,  which  turns  upon  the  same  word. 

Aarnp  irpic  ftsv  cXa^ire;  ci>i  ^(joiffiv  IbMf 
fiwSi  ^avuv  Xanvcis  tovtpos  t»  fdifttifOti, 

In  life  thou  wert  my  morning  star. 
But  now  thnt  death  has  stolen  thy  light, 

Alas !  thou  shines!  dim  and  far, 
I^ke  the  pale  beam  thnt  weeps  at  night. 

In  the  Veneres  Blyenburgiue.  under  the  head  of'*Alln- 
siones,**  we  find  a  number  of  such  frigid  conceits  upon  names, 
selected  from  the  poebi  of  the  middle  ages. 

ft  fVho  my  girl,  would  past  it  try  t 

Surely  neither  you  nor  /.]  The  finish  given  to  the  picture 
by  this  simple  exclamation  rif  av  ew  hptov  rapcXOni,  is  Inim- 
itable. Yet  a  French  tran^datnr  says  on  the  passage,  **  This 
concliuion  appeared  to  me  too  trifling  alYcr  such  a  descrip- 
tion, and  I  thought  proper  to  add  somewhat  to  the  strength 
of  the  original." 

*  The  pnet  appears.  In  this  graceful  allegory,  to  describe  the 
softening  influence  which  poetry  hold;*  over  the  mind,  In 
making  it  peculiariy  susceptible  to  the  Impressions  of  beauty. 
In  the  following  epigram,  however,  by  the  philosopher  Pluto, 
(Diog.  Lacrt  lib.  3.)  the  Muses  are  represented  as  disavow- 
ing the  influence  of  Love. 

'A  Kvirpif  Mowraiatf  Kopaatn^  rav  k^poitrar 

Tifiar*,  riTO¥  Bpfi>ra  vppiv  i^ nrXiaopat. 
til  Movffai  irort  Kv^pif,  \pu  ra  arionvXa  ravra* 
'llpiv  ov  ncrnrat  tuvtu  ro  iratiapiov. 

**  Yield  to  my  sentio  power,  Parnassian  mnlds;*' 
Thus  to  the  Muses  9|)oke  the  Queen  of  Charms — 

"  Or  Love  shnll  flutter  through  your  classic  shades, 
And  make  your  grove  the  camp  of  Paphian  arms  !** 

♦'  No,**  said  the  vifglns  of  the  tuneAil  bower, 
**  We  scorn  thine  own  and  all  thy  orchln*s  art; 
Though  Mars  has  trembled  at  the  lnfunt*s  power. 
Ills  shaft  is  pointless  o'er  a  Mn>e's  heart!** 

There  is  a  sonnet  by  Benedetto  Guldi,  the  thought  of 
which  was  suggested  by  this  ode. 

Scherrjivadentro  all*  aureo  chiome  Amore 

Dell*  alma  donna  della  vit-t  juia: 
£  tanta  era  II  placer  ch*  el  ne  sentia, 

Che  non  sapea,  ni  voica  u-Hclrne  fore. 
Quando  ecco  ivl  annodar  si  sente  II  core, 

8i.  che  |)er  forxn  ancor  coiivieo  che  stUi : 
Tai  luccl  alta  beluile  ordiU  avia 

Del  crespo  crin,  per  farsi  eterno  onore. 
Onde  ofiire  Infin  dni  ciel  degna  mercede, 

A  chi  scioglle  il  ftglinol  la  bella  dea 

Da  tanti  nodi,  in  ch*  eila  streito  il  vede> 
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And  to  celestia]  Beauty  gave 
The  captive  infimt  for  her  itave. 
"H'w  mother  comes,  with  many  a  toy, 
To  ransom  her  ueloved  boy  ;^ 
His  mother  sues,  but  all  in  vaiUf — 
He  neVr  will  leave  his  chains  again. 
Even  should  they  take  his  chains  away, 
The  (ittle  captive  still  would  stay. 
"If  this,"  he  cries,  "  a  bondage  be, 
Oh,  who  could  wish  for  liberty  T* 


ODE  XXI.« 

OssBRVE  when  mother  earth  is  dry, 
She  drinks  the  droppings  of  the  sky, 
And  then  the  dewy  cordial  gives 
To  ev*ry  tliirsty  plant  that  lives. 

Ma  r  i  vintn  a  due  occhi  V  arme  ee^ : 
Et  t*  aflkttchi  Indnroa,  Citerea; 
Che  t*  aluri  M  Kioglle.  egU  a  legar  si  rieda^ 

Love,  w-andering  through  the  goldea  mass 

Of  mv  beloved*^  hair, 
Fonnd,  at  each  stem  •uch  sweet  delays, 

That  rapt  he  linger' d  there. 

Am)  how,  indeed,  was  Ix>ve  to  fly, 

Or  how  hh  freedotii  And, 
When  every  ringlet  was  a  lie, 

A  chain,  by  Beamy  twined. 

In  vain  to  «epk  her  boy*8  release 

Coiner  Venus  from  above : 
Fond  mother,  let  thy  eflorts  cease. 

Love's  now  the  slave  of  Love. 
And,  should  we  loo^  his  golden  chalui 
The  (irlsoner  would  return  again ! 

>  His  mother  comes,  leilh  many  a  toy, 

7tf  ranrvm  her  beloved  bay ;  Srt]    In  the  first  Idyl  of  Moa- 

ciius  Venus  thus  proclaims  the   reward  for  her  Aigitlve 

child  : 

*0  iinirvraf  yeoat  c{c', 

MtaOoi  roi,  ro  ^tXana  to  KvitptS'tS'  iiv  i^ayayfii  viv 

Ou  yv^vov  TO  iPi^aitOt  TV  i\  nt  (eye,  Kat  vXcoy  l^ttf. 

On  him,  who  the  haunts  of  my  Cupid  can  show, 
A  lii'i^orthe  tenderest stHmp I'll  bestow; 
Hut  ho.  who  ciin  bring  back  the  urchin  In  chains, 
Sh:iil  receive  even  something  more  sweet  for  his  pains. 

Subjoined  to  this  cNJe.  we  And  In  the  Vattonn  MS.  the  fol- 
lowing lines,  which  npftoar  Ut  me  to  boast  as  little  sense  as 
metre,  and  which  arc  most  proliably  the  Inlorpolatloa  of  the 
rranscribcr  ;— 

'U^vittXtft  Avtuepetoy 

*UAvittkni  it  Tairfbt 

lh»6aptK0P  ro  St  fiat  fitXog 

^vyttpaoat  rt{  OX'"* 

!•!  rpia  T^ivra  /t^t  dotti 

Kai  ^tupvaoi  tt9t\9<a» 

Km  rifi^ii?  vnpaxpo9S 

Kai  avros  Eotat  xap  tntttv, 

*  Tlio^e  critics  who  have  endeavored  to  thmw  the  chains 
of  precision  over  the  spirit  of  this  beautlftel  trifle,  require  too 
Bii2ch  fhini  Anaefeontie  phllnanphy.  Among  others,  Gall 
very  sapiautly  thinks  thai  the  postnsas  the  eplihet  f  <Xaiv«, 


The  vapors,  which  at  evening  weep» 
Are  beverage  to  the  swelling  deep ; 
And  when  the  rosy  stm  appears. 
He  drinks  the  ocean's  misty  tears. 
The  moon  too  quaf&  her  paly  stream 
Of  lustre,  from  the  solar  beam. 
Then,  hence  with  all  your  sober  thinking ! 
Since  Natiire*s  holy  law  is  drinking  \ 
ril  make  the  laws  of  nature  mine. 
And  {dedge  tlie  univeree  ui  vrine. 


ODE  xxn. 


Tine  Phrygian  rock,  that  braves  the  stonn^ 
Was  once  a  weeping  matron's  form  f 
And  Progue,  haplei*,  >antic  maid, 
Is  now  a  swallow  in  the  shade. 


beeaase  Mack  earth  absorbs  molHnre  more  qnlekty  fliao  aay 
other;  and  accordingly  he  Indulges  m  nithaaexperimeatd 
disquisition  on  the  subject. — See  Gail*s  aotoa. 

One  of  the  Capllupl  has  Imitated  thltode,iaanepltapbo8 
a  drunkard : — 

Dam  vizi  sine  fine  blbl,  sic  Imbrlfer  areas 

Sic  teilus  piuvias  sole  pernsta  Mbit. 
Sic  bibit  assldo^  fontes  et  flumlna  Pontas, 

Sic  semper  sitiens  Sol  marls  hanrit  aquas. 
Ne  te  igltnr  Jactes  plus  me.  Sllene,  bibteae; 

Et  mihl  da  victas  ui  quoque,  Bacche,  bmuius. 

HlfPOLTTUS  CAHlXfVS. 

While  life  was  mine,  the  little  hour 

In  drinking  still  unvaried  fiew ; 
I  drank  as  earth  imbibes  the  shower. 

Or  as  the  rainbow  drinks  the  dew ; 
As  ocean  quaflii  the  rivers  up, 

Or  flushing  sun  Inhales  loe  sea: 
Siienns  trembled  at  my  cup. 

And  Bacchus  was  outdone  by  me ! 

I  cannot  omit  citing  those  rcmarkuble  lines  of  Rbakspeavi, 
where  the  iho^h*a  of  the  ode  before  os  are  preserved  vridi 
such  striking  similitude : 

ril  example  yon  with  thievery. 
The  snn*s  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attractkm 
Robs  the  vant  sea.    The  moon*s  an  arrant  thiet; 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatclies  from  the  sun. 
The  sea*s  a  thief,  whoMe  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  mounds  Into  salt  tears.    The  earth's  a  thkf, 
That  feeds,  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrements. 

Timon  of  JitJUm»,mct  Iv.  sc  3. 

s a  wetfing  motron*s  form ;]  Niobe.— Oglhie,  In  his 

JZssay  on  the  Lyric  Poetry  of  the  Ancients,  in  remarking  upon 
the  Odes  of  Aaaereon,  says,  **  In  some  of  his  pieces  there  Is 
exuberanee  and  even  wildnen  of  tmnginntlon ;  In  that  par- 
ticularly, waleh  Is  addressed  to  a  young  girl,  where  he  wishes 
alternately  to  be  transformed  to  a  mirror,  a  coat,  a  strenm.  a 
braeelel.  and  a  pair  of  shoes,  for  the  diflerent  purpost^  wbleh 
he  recites  :  this  Is  mere  sport  and  wantonness.** 

It  is  the  waolooness,  however,  of  a  very  gra  lefbl  Muse ; 
••laditaaiabllltar.**  The  compliment  of  this  ode  Is  exqnisllely 
detleate,  and  so  singular  for  the  period  In  which  AaaeeiQa 
lived,  wbea  the  scale  uf  love  had  Dot>-et  beea  gradialod  Ute 
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Oh !  that  a  mirror's  form  were  mine. 
That  I  might  catch  that  nnile  divine ; 
And  like  my  own  fond  fancy  be, 
Reflecting  thee,  and  only  thee ; 
Or  could  I  be  the  robe  which  holds 
That  graceful  form  within  its  folds ; 
Or,  tum*d  hito  a  fountain,  lave 
Thy  beantiee  in  my  circling  wate. 
Would  I  were  perfume  for  thy  hair, 
To  breathe  my  soul  in  fragrance  there ; 
Or,  better  still,  the  zone,  that  lies 
Close  to  thy  breast,  and  feels  its  sighs  !^ 
Or  e'en  those  envious  pearls  that  show 
So  faintly  round  that  neck  of  snow — 
Yes,  I  would  be  a  happy  gem, 
like  them  to  hang,  to  fade  like  them 
What  more  would  thy  Anacreon  be  7 
Oh,  any  thing  that  touches  thee ; 

III  ItB  liule  profresalve  refinements,  that  if  we  were  inclined 
io<niestioB  the  authentielty  of  the  poena,  we  thoald  find  a 
Boeh  nore  plaa^Ible  arfniiDent  In  the  features  of  mnlem  gal- 
hotry  which  It  bean,  thao  Id  any  of  those  (kstidions  conjee- 
tares  apon  which  sooie  commentators  have  presumed  so  far. 
Degra  thinks  It  sporioa*,  and  De  Paaw  pronounces  it  to  be 
Bberable.  Lnnfepieire  and  Barnes  refer  us  to  several  Imita- 
tions of  tUs  ode,  ftom  which  I  shall  only  select  the  following 
epigram  of  Dionysius : — 

EiO*  avtfoi  Ytvof^ff^t  tn  Ss  ys  trrtixowra  vaff  ttvyaSt 
Yrifita  yvftPMratft  Kat  /ix  meovra  Aa/9oi(. 

ESt  fo6ov  Yev^nnv  iirownp^vpov,  of  pa  fU  %fp<rt¥ 
Apapc9%  Konteaif  vrtBcct  xtoi'fOiC* 

EiOc  mpt9Q9  ytvofirip  Xc«jrox/>ooy,  of  pa  ut  Xtpai¥ 

I  wish  I  coald  like  zephyr  steal 

To  wanton  o*er  thy  mazy  vest; 
And  tbna  wooldst  ope  thy  bosom-veil, 

And  take  me  panting  to  thy  breast ! 

I  wish  I  might  a  rose-bud  grow. 
And  thou  wouldst  cull  me  from  the  bower, 

Tto  place  me  oo  that  breast  of  snow, 
Where  I  should  bloom,  a  wjitry  flower. 

I  wbh  I  were  the  lily's  leaf. 

To  Mm  upon  that  bosom  warm. 
Content  to  wither,  pale  and  brief, 

The  trophy  of  thy  fairer  form ! 

I  any  add,  that  Plato  has  expressed  as  flincifU  a  Tiish  la 
sdisdch  pfeserved  by  Laertius: 

Atnxfi  ti9aBpttty  Atrrrip  tfiof  tt$t  ytvoiitriv 

TO  STSLLA. 

Why  dnst  thou  fnue  upon  the  sky  T 

Oh !  that  I  were  that  spangled  sphere. 
And  every  star  should  be  an  eye. 
To  wooder  oa  thy  beauties  here ! 
Apaleius  <(iioles  this  epigram  of  the  divine  philosopher,  to 
jMkiy  himwlf  for  his  verses  on  CMtias  and  Charinus.    See 
hii  Apology,  where  he  also  adduces  the  example  of  Anae- 
^  Peeers  tamen  et  alii  talia,  et  si  vos  ignoratls,  apud 
Teios  qnidam,  Ikc  Ikc*' 


Nay,  sandals  for  those  airy  feet— 
E*en  to  be  trod  by  them  were  sweet !" 


ODE  XXIU.* 


>  Or.Arttsr^fOI.  tk»  ims,  fAol  lut 

OmtU  tkptr0ast,amd/$alsiUngh»I]    This  ratviii  was 
sMaad^  er  band,  ealled  by  the  Romans  fiuda  aad  strophiom, 


I  ofTEiv  wish  this  languid  lyre, 
Tliis  warbler  of  my  soul*s  desire. 
Could  raise  the  breath  of  song  sublime. 
To  men  of  fame,  in  former  time. 
But  when  the  soaring  theme  I  try. 
Along  the  chords  my  numbers  die. 
And  whisper,  with  dissolving  tone, 
"  Our  sighs  are  given  to  love  alone !" 
Indignant  at  the  fee*  Ip  *ay, 
I  tore  the  panting  chords  away. 
Attuned  them  to  a  nobler  swell. 
And  struck  again  the  breathing  shell ; 

which  the  women  wore  for  the  purpose  of  rostminlnit  the 
exuberance  of  the  bosom.  Vide  Polluc.  Onomast.  Thus 
Martial  >— 

F^cli  crescentes  domlns  compesce  paplllas. 

The  women  of  Greece  not  only  wore  this  zone,  but  con- 
demned themselves  to  fostins.  and  made  use  of  certain  drugs 
and  powders  for  the  same  purpose.  To  these  expedients  tliey 
were  compelled,  in  consequence  of  their  Inelegnnt  fashion  of 
compressing  the  waist  Into  a  very  narrow  compass,  which 
necessarily  caused  an  excessive  tumidity  In  the  bosom.  See 
Dioscorides,  lib.  v. 

>  JVay,  aandeis  far  those  airy  feet— 

JETen  to  be  trod  hy  them  were  tweet  /]  The  sophist  Phllos- 
tratus,  in  one  of  his  love-letters,  has  borrowed  this  thou){ht ; 
ci>  aitrot  roStSt  cj  xaWes  tXtvOspof,  u  rpioeviaiftu}^  tyo  cai 
ftoKapioi  tav  narriaers  /ir. — '*  Oh  lovely  feet !  oh  excellent 
beauty !  oh !  thrice  happy  and  blessed  should  I  be,  1'  yon 
would  but  tread  on  mo  !**  In  Bhakspeare,  Romeo  desires  to 
be  a  glove  :— 

Oh !  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  kiss  that  cheek ! 

And,  in  his  Passionate  Pilgrim,  we  meet  with  an  idea  some- 
what like  that  of  the  thirteenth  line  :— 

He,  spying  her,  bounced  in,  where  as  he  stood, 
"  O  Jove  !'*  quoth  she,  *•  why  was  not  I  a  flood  V* 

In  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  that  whimsical  far- 
rago of  *'all  such  reading  as  was  never  read,**  we  find  a 
translation  of  this  ode  ronde  before  1G32.— "  Englished  by 
Mr.  B.  Holiday,  in  his  Technog.  act  1.  scene  7.*' 

*  According  to  the  order  in  which  the  odes  are  usually 
placed,  this  (6s)^(i>  Xtytt¥  ArpctSaf)  forms  the  first  of  the  se- 
ries ;  and  is  thought  to  be  pecnliarly  designed  as  an  intro- 
duction to  the  rest.  It  however  characterizes  the  genius  of 
the  Teian  but  very  inadequately,  as  wine,  the  burden  of  his 
lays,  is  not  even  mentioned  in  it: 

cnm  mnlto  Venerem  conAindere  mero 

Preceplt  Lyricl  Tela  Musa  senis.  Ovid. 

The  twenty-sixth  Ode,  So  fit*  ^tytti  va  OnPni,  might,  with 
just  as  much  propriety,  be  placed  at  the  head  of  hb  songs. 

We  find  the  sentiment  of  the  ode  before  us  expressed  by 
Bion  with  much  simplicity  in  his  fonrth  idyl.  'The  above 
translation  is,  perhaps,  too  paraphrastical ;  but  the  ode  has 
been  so  firequenily  translated,  that  I  eonld  not  otherwise 
avoid  triteness  and  repetitioo. 
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In  all  the  glow  of  epic  fire/ 
To  Hercules  I  wake  the  l3rTe.' 
But  still  its  fainting  sighs  repeat, 
"  The  tale  of  love  alone  is  sweet !" 
Then  fare  thee  well,  seductive  dream, 
That  mad'st  mo  follow  Glory's  theme ; 
For  thou  my  lyre,  and  thou  my  heart, 
Shall  never  more  in  spirit  part ; 
And  all  that  one  has  felt  so  well 
The  other  shall  as  sweetly  tell ! 


ODE  XXIV.» 


To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  heaven. 
Some  boon  of  strength  has  Nature  given. 
In  forming  the  majestic  bull, 
She  fenced  with  wreathed  horns  his  skull ; 
A  hoof  of  strength  she  lent  the  steed. 
And  wing*d  the  timorous  hare  with  speed. 
She  gave  the  lion  fangs  of  terror. 
And,  o*er  the  ocean's  crystal  mirror. 
Taught  the  unnumbered  scaly  thronjr 
To  trace  their  liquid  path  along ; 
While  for  the  umbrage  of  the  grove. 
She  plumed  the  warblmg  world  of  love. 

1  At  alt  lAe  f^toto  of  epie  J(r«, 

n  f/KvetUes  I  wake  the  l^re.']  MadHine  Dacler  generally 
trantlates  hvpri  Into  a  lute,  which  I  believe  U  lniiccnr«te. 
"  D*expnquer  la  tyredes  anclens  (say^  M.Sorel)  par  an  Inth, 
e*e«t  Ignorer  la  difference  quMI  y  a  entre  ces  deux  Itutrnmcns 
de  ni unique.** — BiblioVUque  FVan^cise, 

*  But  Hill  its  fainting  tigks  rejttat^ 

*'  Tfte  tale  of  love  alone  ia  aweet  T*]  The  wor«l  avTf.^btvu  In 
the  orffrlnal,  may  Imply  that  kind  of  ntaslcal  diulugue  prac- 
timid  by  the  ancient!*,  in  which  the  lyre  was  made  to  respond 
to  the  questions  pn»p(»sed  by  the  sinper.  This  was  a  method 
whicn  Sappho  a5ed,  as  we  are  told  by  Hermogenes ;  **  hrav 
Tuv  hvpnv  tp*oTa  Zajr^b),  «ai  hraM  avrq  acoKpiviirai.*' —Tlcpi 
\6ttii¥,  roft.  ficvT. 

«  Henry  Stephen  has  imitated  the  Idea  of  this  ode  In  the 
following  lines  of  one  of  his  poems: — 

Provida  dat  cnnctis  Natura  animantihus  arma, 

Et  Kua  fosmineum  possldet  arma  genus, 
Ungiiliono  ut  defendit  equnm.  atque  ut  comua  taurum, 

Artnata  est  foniiA  foemina  pulchra  sulL 

And  the  same  thought  occurs  in  those  lines,  spoken  by 
Corisea  In  PasUv  Fido : 

Cosl  noi  la  bellezsa 

Ch*  ^  vertu  nostra  cosi  propria,  come 

La  forxa  del  leone, 

E  Tingeg no  de  V  huomo. 

The  lion  boasts  his  savage  powers, 
And  lordly  man  his  strength  of  mind; 

lint  beauty's  charm  is  solely  ours, 
PcculiNr  boon,  by  lleav*n  asslgn*d. 

**  An  elegant  explication  of  the  beauties  of  this  ode  (says 
llsfen)  may  be  found  in  Grimm  an  den  Anmerk.  Uber  elnige 
OUsn  lies  Anakr.** 

«  f\l  «aa  oke  face,  in  thai  proud  kauTf 

fl«  Ww  ^f  tntollectual  power       In  my  flrst  attaaipt  to 


To  man  she  gave,  in  that  proai 
Tlie  boon  of  intellectual  power.^ 
Then,  what,  oh  woman,  what,  fSn 
Was  left  in  Nature's  treasury? 
She  gave  thee  beauty — mightier  i 
Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  * 
Nor  steel,  nor  fire  itself  hath  pom 
Like  woman  in  her  conquering  ho 
Bo  thou  but  fair,  mankind  adore  t 
Smile,  and  a  world  is  weak  befom 


ODE  XXV.' 

Once  in  each  revolving  year. 
Gentle  bird !  we  find  thee  here. 
When  Natiwe  wears  her  summer^ 
Thou  com*8t  to  weave  thy  simple 
But  when  the  chilling  winter  lowfi 
Again  thou  seek*st  the  genial  bow 
Of  Memphis,  or  the  shores  of  Nik 
Where  sunny  hoiuiB  forever  smile. 
And  thus  thy  pinion  rests  and  nm 
Alas !  unlike  the  swarm  of  Liovei^ 
That  brood  within  this  hapless  bif 
And  never,  never  change  their 


translate  this  ode,  I  had  interpreted  ^/>'^i/i7/i«,i 
Barnes  as  implying  courage  and  military  vl 
not  think  that  the  gullantry  of  the  idea  suflli 
which  I  have  now  given  to  IL  For,  why  n| 
this  possession  of  wisdom  as  exclusive  t  and 
design  of  Anacreon  is  to  estimate  the  trsM 
above  all  the  rest  which  Nature  has  dlstribuli 
even  refining  upon  the  delicacy  of  the  compi 
the  radiance  of  female  charms  to  the  cold  I 
wisdom  and  prudence;  and  to  think  that  wi 

the  books,  the  acadend 

From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Prom 

•  She  ga  ve  thee  beauty — mightier  far 
Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  war.]    TIh 

lius: — «aXXri(  olvrifiov  rtrpuxjKCi  0t\ov{,  km 
pu)v  ct(  TTiv  ippxiv  Kar'ttp^ci.  C>^9jX/i')(  yfu 
rpnvpari.  "  BefUity  wounds  more  swiAIy  ll 
and  pHsses  through  the  eye  to  the  very  soal; 
the  inlet  to  the  wounds  of  love.** 

•  Be  thou  hut  fair,  mankind  adore  tMee, 
Smile,  and  a  world  ia  weak  before  tMee  /J    Is 

mark  here  is  Ingenious :— "  The  Romans,**  i 
ro  convinced  of  the  power  of  beauty,  that  tli 
implying  strength  in  the  place  of  the  epithet  b 
Plauius,  act  3,  scene  2.    Bacchid. 

8ed  Bacchis  etiam  forUs  tibi  vl« 

*  Fortis,  id  est  formosa,*  say  Servins  and  Hi 

V  VV^e  have  here  another  ode  addressed  li 
Albert!  has  Imitated  both  in  one  poem,  begin 
Perch*  io  pianga  al  tuo  canto, 
Rondineila  importuna,  &c. 

*  Maa  t  unlike  the  Mwarm  of  lAtvea, 
TTtat  brood  within  this  haplesa  breast, 
And  never^  never  change  their  nest !]    Thi* 

seated  as  a  bird.  In  an  Gplsnim  cited  by  l^ 
the  Anthologla: — 
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SCill  every  year,  and  all  the  year, 
They  fix  their  fated  dwelling  here  ; 
And  aome  their  infant  plumage  try, 
And  on  a  tender  winglet  fly  ; 
WTiUe  in  the  ahell,  impregu'd  with  nres, 
Still  lurk  a  thousand  more  deitiree ; 
Some  from  their  tiny  prisons  peeping, 
And  aome  in  formleas  embryo  sleeping. 
Thus  peopled,  like  the  vernal  groves, 
My  breast  resuunds  with  warbling  Loves ; 
Oue  urohin  imps  the  other's  feather. 
Then  twin-desires  they  wing  togetlier. 
And  fast  as  they  thus  take  their  flight, 
SUU  other  urchins  spring  to  light 
But  is  there  then  no  kindly  art. 
To  chase  these  Cupids  from  my  heart  7 
Ah,  no !  I  fear,  in  sadness  fear. 
They  will  forever  nestle  here ! 


ODE  XXVI.1 

Thv  harp  may  sing  of  Troy's  alarms, 
Or  tell  the  tale  of  Theban  arms ; 
With  other  wars  my  song  shall  bum. 
For  other  wounds  my  harp  shall  mourn. 
'Twas  not  the  crested  warrior's  dart, 
That  drank  the  current  of  my  heart ; 


Aut  not  iv¥ti  iicvev  onaatv  rtx'*i  tpforof^ 
O/ifta  i€  atya  voOoti  to  y\vKV  Aatpv  ^epci, 

Ov^  4  f^lt  00  tpeyyo{  vcoiitiotv,  a\X*{>ito  ^iXrpuv 
llSil  W'jv  Kpaitn  yv<oaros  tvtcrt  rviro(. 

O,  XTavoif  fiTt  Kai  iror'  t^nrraoBai  ftcv  tpwrti 
Oi^r*,  anonrrivat  6*  ovO*  hcov  «<rx»cr«. 

n*b  L<ive  thai  marniun  In  my  breast, 
And  makes  me  shed  the  secret  tear; 

Nor  day  nor  night  my  soul  hath  rest. 
For  night  and  day  his  voice  I  hear. 

A  wound  within  my  heart  I  find, 
And  oh !  *tis  plain  where  Love  has  been ; 

For  still  he  leaves  a  wonnd  behind, 
Such  as  within  my  heart  is  teen. 

Oh.  bird  of  Love !  with  song  so  drear, 
Mal(e  not  my  s«»al  the  nest  or  pain  ; 

Bot,  let  the  wing  which  brought  thee  here, 
In  pity  waft  thee  hence  again ! 

t  **Th«  German  poet  Uz  has  imitated  this  ode.  Compare 
■bo  Wel<8e  Schers.  Lieder,  lib.  iii^  der  SoidaL'*  Gail,  Degon. 

•  AV-*t«M/rMa  efu  •fli^id  Uu* 

Akoatof  fniver*d  Cmpidg JUw ;]  Longepierre  has  quoted 
part  nf  an  epigram  from  the  seventh  booii  of  the  Anthologia, 
which  has  a  fancy  something  like  this. 

Oo  pt  XtXifOaSt 
To^ora,  Zrjvo^iXas  Oft/taat  Kpvtrropevos 

Archer  Ix3ve !  though  slyly  cree])ing, 
Weil  1  know  where  thou  dost  lie ; 

I  saw  thee  through  the  curtain  peeping, 
That  fyinges  Zenophelia*s  eye. 

poets  abound  with  conceits  on  the  archery  of  the  eyes. 


Nor  naval  arms,  nor  mailed  steed. 
Have  made  this  vanquish'd  bosom  bleed ; 
No— 'twas  from  eyes  of  liquid  bluer, 
A  host  of  quiver'd  Cupids  flew  f 
And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  lies 
Beneath  that  army  of  the  eyes ! 


ODE  XXVII.* 

We  lead  the  flying  coureer's  name 
Upon  his  side,  in  marks  of  flame ; 
And,  by  their  turban'd  brows  alone, 
The  warriors  of  the  East  are  known 
But  in  the  lover's  glowing  eyes, 
The  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ;* 
ThrouG^h  them  we  see  the  small  faint  mark, 
Where  Love  has  dropp'd  his  burning  qmrk ! 


ODE  XXVIII.* 

As,  by  his  Lemnian  forge's  flame, 
The  husband  of  the  Paphian  darae 
Moulded  the  glowing  steel,  to  form 
Arrows  for  Cupid,  thrilling  warm ; 
And  Venus,  as  he  plied  his  art, 
Shed  honey  round  each  new-made  dart, 


but  few  have  turned  the  thought  so  naturally  as  Anacreon 
Ronsard  gives  to  the  eyes  of  his  mistress  *'  un  petit  camp 
d'aniours.** 

*  This  ode  forms  a  part  of  the  preceding  in  the  Vatican 
MS.,  but  I  have  conformed  to  the  editions  in  tninsiaUng 
them  sc|iarately. 

"Compare  with  this  (snys  Degen)  the  poem  of  Ramler 
Wahrzeichcn  der  Liebe,  in  Lyr.  Blunienleso,  lib.  Iv.  p.  313.** 

*  But  in  the  lover* »  glowing  ryrt, 

Tht  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies ; I  "We  cannot  see  into  the 
heart,**  says  Bladnme  Dacier.    But  the  lover  answers — 

II  cor  ne  gli  occhi  et  ne  la  A-onte  bo  tcritto. 

&I.  La  Fosse  has  given  the  following  lines,  as  enlarguig  on 
the  thought  of  Anacreon : — 

Lomque  )e  vols  un  amt^nt, 
U  cache  en  vain  son  tourment, 
A  le  tmhir  tout  conspire, 
Sa  langueur,  son  embarnui. 
Tout  ce  qu*il  pent  faire  ou  dire. 
Memo  cc  qu*il  ne  dit  pas. 

In  vain  'iie  lover  tries  to  veil 
The  flnme  that  in  his  bosom  lies; 

His  cheeks*  conf\ision  tells  the  tale, 
We  read  It  in  his  languid  eyes : 

And  while  his  words  the  heart  betray, 

His  silence  speaks  e*en  more  than  they. 

*  This  ode  is  referred  to  by  La  Mothe  lo  Vayer,  who  I 
believe,  was  the  author  of  that  curious  little  work,  called 
"  Ilezamenm  Ru<ftiqne.**  He  makes  use  of  this,  as  well  as 
the  thirty-fifth,  in  his  Ingenious  but  Indelicate  explanation 
of  Homer*s  Cave  of  the  Nymphs.-  Joumee  Qaatrl>.me. 
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While  Lgyo,  at  hand,  to  finish  all, 

Tipp*d  every  arrow's  point  with  gall  ;* 

It  chanced  the  Lord  of  Battles  came 

To  visit  that  deep  cave  of  flame. 

IVas  from  the  ranks  of  war  he  rush'd 

His  spear  with  many  a  Ufe-drop  blush'd ; 

He  saw  the  fiery  darts,  and  smiled 

Contemptuous  at  tlie  archer-child. 

"  What  !**  said  the  urchin,  "  dost  thou  smile  ? 

Here,  hold  this  little  dart  awhile. 

And  thou  wilt  find,  though  swift  of  flight, 

My  bolta  are  not  so  featlicry  light" 

MaiB  took  the  shaft — and,  oh,  thy  look, 
Sweet  VenuB,  when  the  shaft  he  took ! — 
Sighing,  he  felt  the  urchin's  art, 
And  cried,  in  agony  of  heart, 
**  It  is  not  light — I  sink  with  pain ! 
Take— take  thy  arrow  back  again." 
"  No,"  said  the  child,  **  it  must  not  be  ; 
That  little  dart  was  made  for  thee  !" 

>  ffkile  Love,  at  hand,  to  finish  aU^ 

Tipp'd  nery  arrow* s  point  icith  ffoU ;]    'l*hus  Claodian  — 
LabuDtar  geminl  fontes,  hie  dulcis,  amanu 
Alter,  el  iafusis  corrumpit  mella  vonenls, 
Uade  Cupidtneas  aruiavit  fauia  sagUtas. 

In  Cyprus*  isle  two  rippling  fountains  fall. 

And  one  with  honey  flows,  and  one  with  gnll ; 

In  these,  if  we  may  talce  the  tale  (torn  fame, 

The  son  of  Venus  dips  his  darts  of  flame. 

See  Alciatus,  emblem  91,  on  the  close  connection  which 

snbebts  between  sweets  and  bitters.    **  Apes  ideo  pungunt, 

(says  Petronlus,)  quia  ubi  dulce,  ibi  et  aciduni  Invenies.** 

The  allegorical  description  of  Cupid*s  cniployment,  in 

Horace,  may  vie  with  this  before  us  in  fancy,  though  not  in 

delicacy : — 

ferus  et  Cupldo 

Semper  ardentes  acuens  sagitt'^s 

Coie  cruenti. 

And  Cupid,  sharpening  all  his  tiery  darts, 

Upon  a  whetstone  stain'd  with  blood  of  hearts. 

Bocundus  has  borrowed  this,  but  has  somewhat  soAened 

the  image  by  the  omisfflon  of  the  epithet "  cruenti.** 

Fallor  an  ardentes  acuebat  cote  sagittas  1    Eleg.  1. 

*  Km — toning  to  a  painfui  tkriU 

JInd  not  to  l<foo  more  painful  still ;  St.]    The  following 
Anacreontic,  addressed  by  Mennge  to  Daniel  Huet,  enforces, 
with  much  grace,  the  *'  necessity  of  loving  :** — 
Hipt  rov  6ei¥  ^iXtfaat. 
Upoi  Utrpoif  Aayii}Xa  'Tcrroi^. 

VUya  ^avfta  rur  aotiiov^ 
Xapirui¥  ^a\oif  'Terrc, 
inXctopcv,  cii  craipc 
^iXcriaap  ol  co^iorai, 
^iXeirert  npvoi  oprip,. 
To  rtKvop  m  Hcd^poyia/riv, 
To^ttli  rramp  airaaii{. 
Ti  i*  avtv  yevoif*  Eptoros ; 
AKnvn  itep  tort  t^n>x»?$.* 
Tirmi^ytootp  ui  OXv/ivsv 
Kdru«c«<icyovs  avatpti, 

*  Thi*  line  is  borrowed  from  wi  •pifrmm  ^  Alphtui  of  MitjIeM  vkiok 
Menafr,  I  think,  Mf •  aomewbcr*  be  «u  bimwlf  Um  lint  to  produea  to 
tho  world}— 

^VjCK  tort*  Ejpfoi  ««ori)i. 


ODE  XXIX. 

Yes — ^loving  is  a  painful  thrill. 
And  not  to  love  more  painful  still  f 
But  oh^  it  is  the  worst  of  pain. 
To  love  and  not  be  loved  again ! 
Affection  now  has  fled  from  earth, 
Nor  fire  of  genius,  noble  birth, 
Nor  heavenly  virtue,  can  beguile 
From  beauty*s  cheek  one  favoring  omile 
Gold  b  the  woman's  only  theme. 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  dream. 
Oh !  never  be  that  wretch  forgiven — 
Forgive  him  not,  indignant  heaven ! 
Whose  grovelling  eyes  could  first  adore. 
Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore. 
Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 
Man  has  forgot  to  feel  for  man ; 
The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead. 
And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled ! 
War  too  has  sullied  Nature's  charms. 
For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  arms : 

UpoAtai  Tirriypevoiei 
fitkuai  tlayitptt. 
Hvpi  Xopwaio{  i^actvta 
Pinrap«iirepovs  KoBatpit. 
^tXtufitp  oWf  'Tcrrt, 
4»(Xcca/icr  ta  iratpg. 
AilKU>i  it  \otiopov¥Ti 
*Axt0V(  cptorai  hp^^P 
Kuiirov  tv\opai  to  povvov^ 
*\¥a  pri  ivifoir*  CKCivoi 
^iXccip  n  KOI  ^iXtivOat, 

Thou  !  of  tuneful  bards  the  first. 
Thou !  by  all  the  Graces  nursed ; 
Friend !  each  other  friend  above. 
Come  with  mo,  and  learn  to  love. 
Loving  Is  a  simple  lore. 
Graver  men  have  leam'd  before ; 
Nay,  the  boast  of  former  ages. 
Wisest  of  the  wisest  sages, 
Sophronlscus*  prudent  son. 
Was  by  love's  illusion  won. 
Oh !  how  heavy  life  would  move. 
If  we  knew  not  how  to  love  ! 
Love*s  a  whetstone  to  the  mind ; 
Thus  *tis  pointed,  thus  refined.    • 
When  the  soul  dejected  lies, 
Love  can  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
When  In  languor  sleeps  the  heart, 
Love  can  wake  It  with  his  dart; 
When  the  mind  Is  dull  and  dark, 
Love  can  light  It  with  his  spark ! 
Come,  oh  !  come  then,  let  us  haste 
All  the  bliss  of  love  to  taste ; 
Let  lu  love  both  night  and  day, 
Let  us  love  our  lives  away ! 
And  when  hearts,  (Voro  loving  free, 
(If  indeed  such  hearts  there  bo,) 
Frown  upon  our  gentle  fl:inie. 
And  the  sweet  delusion  blame ; 
This  shall  be  my  only  curse, 
(Could  I,  could  I  wish  them  worse  t) 
May  they  ne'er  the  rapture  prove, 
Of  the  nnlle  fh>m  lips  we  love ! 
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And  oh !  the  worst  of  all  Hi  utt, 
It  rends  asunder  loving  hearts. 


ODE  XXX.1 


TwAS  Li  a  mocking  dream  of  night — 

I  fancied  I  had  wings  as  light 

As  a  young  hird*s,  and  flew  as  fleet ; 

While  Love,  around  whose  beauteous  feety 

I  knew  not  why,  hung  chains  of  lead, 

Ponued  me,  as  I  trembling  fled ; 

And,  strange  to  say,  as  swill  as  thought, 

Spite  of  my  pinions,  I  was  caught ! 

What  does  the  wanton  Fancy  mean 

By  such  a  strange,  illuave  scene  7 

I  fear  she  whispers  to  my  breast. 

That  you,  sweet  maid,  have  stol'n  its  rest ; 

That  though  my  fancy,  for  a  while. 

Hath  hung  on  many  a  woman's  smile, 

I  soon  dissolved  each  passing  vow. 
And  ne'er  was  caught  by  love  till  now ! 

^  Barnes  innf:1nes  from  this  allegory,  that  our  poet  mnrried 

my  late  in  life.  But  I  see  nothing  in  the  ode  which  nlludct 

toontriiDony,  except  it  be  the  load  upon  the  feet  of  Cupid ; 

ud  I  agree  In  the  opinion  of  Madame  D.icier,  in  her  life  of 

Qw  (Riet,  that  he  was  always  too  fond  of  pleasure  to  marry. 

*  Tile  design  of  this  little  fiction  Is  to  intimate,  that  much 

pester  pain  attends  Insensibility  than  can  ever  result  from  the 

(esderest  Impressions  of  love.    Lor.gepterre  has  quoted  on 

Mdent  epigram  which  bears  ■ome  similitude  to  this  ode : — 

Lecto  aunpositi|.«,  viz  prima  silentia  noctls 
Carpebam.  et  somno  lamina  victa  dabam; 
Cam  me  scvus  Amor  prensiim,  sursumque  capillli 

EuitKt,  et  laceram  pervigilare  jubct. 
Ta  fiunalos  roeus,  inqnit,  ames  cum  miUa  puellas, 
,         B^as  lo,  solus,  dure  Jacere  poles  1 
.       EiUloet  pedibns  nudis,  tunicaqne  solnta, 
I         Omie  iter  impedio,  nullum  iter  ezpedio. 

XoBepropero,  nunc  Ire  piget;  nir!>aiiique  redlro 
I         '(nitet ;  et  pudor  est  stare  via  media. 

^tacept  voces  hominnm,  stropitusque  fenxunif 

&  Tolacrum  cantos,  turbaque  fida  cannm. 
°<>)uegoez  cunctis  paveo  somnunique  tommqne, 
^Mquor  imperlum,  scve  Cupido,  tnnm 

"w  my  couch  I  lay,  at  night  profound, 

'^J  luigntd  e>'es  in  magic  slumber  bound, 

niien  Copid  eame  and  snatchM  me  from  my  bed, 

^  Awed  me  many  a  weary  way  to  tread. 

'  What !  (said  the  god)  shall  you, whose  vows  are  known, 

•^  lore  so  many  nymphs,  thus  sleep  alone  T* 

Irbeaod  follow;  all  the  night  I  stray, 

Cttheiier'd,  trembling,  doubtAil  of  my  way ; 

^^Bg  with  naked  f'>ot  the  painful  track, 

l^Ui  to  proceed,  yet  foarfhl  to  gn  back. 

^^  at  that  hour,  when  Nature  seems  interr*d, 

^or  varbiini^  birds,  nor  lowing  floeks  are  heard, 

I I  alone,  a  fogiiive  from  rest, 
f^mlao  SBy  guide,  and  nisidness  in  my  breast, 
Wander  the  world  around,  unknr  iring  where, 
IWdavs  of  love,  the  victim  of  despair! 


ODEXXXUi 
Arm'd  with  1  vacinthlne  rod, 
(Arms  euoug)  far  such  a  god,) 
Cupid  bade  me  wing  my  pace, 
And  try  with  hb  «  the  rapid  race. 
0*er  many  a  torrent,  wild  and  deep. 
By  tangled  brake  and  pendent  steep, 
With  weary  foot  I  panting  flew, 
Till  my  brow  dropped  with  chilly  dew.* 
And  now  my  soul,  exhausted,  dying, 
To  my  lip  was  faintly  flying  ;* 
And  now  I  thought  the  spark  had  fled, 
When  Cupid  hover'd  o'er  my  head, 
And  fanning  light  his  breezy  pinion, 
Kescued  my  soul  from  death's  dominion  f 
Then  said,  in  accents  half-reproving, 
"  Why  hast  thou  been  a  foe  to  loving?" 
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Strew  me  a  fragrant  bed  of  leaves, 
Where  lotus  with  the  myrtle  weaves ; 

*  THU  my  brovf  dropped  witk  chilly  dew."]  I  have  followed 
those  who  read  rtiptv  tiptoi  for  vtipev  iipoi ;  the  former  is 
partly  authorized  by  the  M8.  which  reads  nttptv  Upui, 

*  Jind  now  vnf  »ouI,  exhavated,  dying, 

7)i  my  lip  was  faintly  Jlying ;  ^.]     In  the  original,  he 
says,  his  heart  flew  to  his  nose ;  but  our  manner  more  natu-  • 
rally  transfers  it  to  the  lips,    tiuch  is  the  eflcct  that  Plato 
tells  lu  he  felt  from  a  kiss,  In  a  distich  quoted  by  Aulus 
Gellius  :— 

UXBt  yap  fi  rXrjfiiov  a)f  6ia0rt<roftcifTi. 

Whenever  thy  nectar*d  kiss  I  sip. 
And  drink  thy  breath,  in  trance  divine, 

My  soul  then  flutters  to  my  lip, 
Ready  to  fly  and  mix  with  thine. 

Aulus  Gellius  subjoins  a  paraphrase  of  this  epigram.  In 
which  w^e  find  a  number  of  those  mignardites  of  expression, 
which  mark  the  eflfeminatlon  of  the  Latin  language. 

*  Jind  fanning  light  his  breety  pinion^ 

Rescued  my  tout  from  death*§  dominion  ;]  **  The  facility 
with  which  Cupid  recovers  him,  signifies  that  the  sweets  of 
love  make  us  easily  forgot  any  solicitudes  wliich  he  may 
occasion.**— Z.4I  flwse. 

*  We  here  have  the  poet,  In  his  true  attributes,  reclining 
upon  myrtles,  with  Cupid  for  his  cupbearer.  Some  inter- 
preters  have  ruined  the  picture  by  making  Eoa>(  the  name  of 
his  slave.  None  but  Love  should  fill  the  goblet  of  Anacreon. 
Bappho,  in  one  of  her  firagments,  bos  assigned  this  ofllce  to 
Venus.  E\9Sf  Ktnrpt,  xfi^*^^^*^^'  ^  mXiKtaatv  &0pon  ttvp^t- 
fity^cvev  ^aXtaioi  pticrap  oivoxoiNra  rovroiot  rots  Iratpoif 
cuoii  yt  Kai  votg. 

Which  may  be  thus  paraphrased  :— 

Hither,  Venus,  queen  of  kissin». 
This  shall  be  the  night  of  blisses ; 
This  the  night,  to  (Hendship  dear, 
Thou  Shalt  be  our  Hebe  here. 
Fill  the  golden  brimmer  high. 
Let  it  sparkle  like  thine  eye ; 
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And  while  in  luxury's  dream  I  sink, 

**  Ah,  gentle  sire !"  the  infant  said, 

Let  mo  the  balm  of  Bacchus  drink ! 

'*  In  pity  take  me  to  thy  shed ; 

In  this  sweet  hour  of  revelry 

Nor  fear  deceit :  a  lonely  child 

Young  Love  shall  my  attendant  be — 

I  wander  o*er  the  gloomy  wild. 

DrewM  for  the  task,  with  tunic  round 

CSill  drops  the  rain,  and  not  a  ray 

His  snowy  neck  and  shoulders  bound, 

Illumes  the  drear  and  misty  way !" 

Himself  shall  hover  by  my  tide, 

And  minister  the  racy  tide ! 

I  heard  the  baby's  tale  of  wo  ; 

I  heard  the  bitter  night-winds  blow ; 

Oh,  swift  as  wheels  that  kindlmg  roll. 

And  sighing  for  his  piteous  fate, 

Our  life  is  hurrying  to  the  goal : 

I  trimm'd  my  lamp  and  oped  the  gate. 

A  scanty  duhl,  to  feed  the  wind, 

"IVas  Love !  the  little  wand'ring  sprite,* 

Is  all  the  trace  'twill  leave  behind. 

His  pinion  sparkled  through  the  night. 

Then  wherefore  waste  the  rose's  bloom 

I  knew  him  by  his  bow  and  dart ; 

Upon  the  cold,  insensate  tomb? 

I  knew  him  by  my  fluttering  heart 

Can  flowery  breeze,  or  odor's  breath. 

Fondly  I  take  him  in,  and  raise 

Aflect  the  still,  cold  sense  of  death? 

The  dying  embers'  cheering  blaze ; 

Oh  no  ;  I  ask  no  balm  to  steep 

Press  from  his  dank  and  clinging  hair 

With  fragrant  tears  my  bed  of  deep : 

The  crystals  of  the  freezmg  air. 

But  now,  while  every  pulse  is  glowing, 

And  in  my  hand  and  bosom  hold 

Now  let  me  breathe  the  balsam  flowing ; 

His  little  fingers  thrillix^  cold. 

Now  let  the  rose,  with  blush  of  fire. 

Upon  my  brow  in  sweets  expire ; 

And  now  the  embers'  genial  ray 

And  bring  the  nymph  whose  eye  hath  power 

Had  warm'd  his  anxious  fears  away ; 

To  brighten  even  death's  cold  hour. 

'*  I  pray  thee,"  said  the  wanton  cliild. 

Yes,  Cupid !  ere  my  shade  retire. 

(My  bosom  trembled  as  he  smiled,) 

To  join  the  blest  elysian  choir. 

"  I  pray  thee  let  me  try  my  bow. 

With  wine,  and  love,  and  social  cheer, 

For  through  the  rain  I've  wander'd  so. 

111  make  my  own  elysium  here ! 

That  much  I  fear  the  midnight  shower 

Has  injured  its  elastic  powerJ' 

The  fatal  bow  the  urchin  drew ; 

Swift  from  the  string  the  arrow  flew ; 

As  swiftly  flew  as  glancing  flame. 

ODE  XXXIILt 

And  to  my  inmost  spirit  came ! 

'TWAS  noon  of  night,  when  round  the  pole 

"  Fare  thee  well,"  I  heard  him  say. 

The  sulleu  Bear  is  seen  to  roll ; 

As  laughing  wild  he  wing'd  away ; 

And  mortals,  wearied  with  the  day. 

«  Fare  thee  well,  for  now  I  know 

Are  slumbering  all  their  cares  away : 

The  rain  has  not  relax'd  my  bow ; 

An  infant,  at  that  dreary  hour. 

It  still  can  send  a  thrilling  dart. 

Came  weeping  to  my  silent  bower. 
And  waked  me  with  a  piteous  prayer. 
To  shield  him  from  the  midnight  air. 
**  And  who  art  thou,"  I  waking  cry, 
<*  That  bidd'st  my  blissful  visions  fly  7"* 


Bid  the  msy  cnrrent  Kush, 
Let  it  mantle  lllce  thy  Mash. 
Goddesa,  hast  thoa  e*er  above 
Seen  a  feast  so  rich  tn  love  1 
Not  a  seal  that  Is  not  mine  ! 
Not  a  soul  that  Is  not  thine ! 

"  Compare  with  this  ode  (says  the  German  commentator) 
the  boautirul  poem  in  Ramler*8  Lyr.  Blnmenlese,  lib.  iv. 
p.  896,  *  Amor  als  Dlener.*  ** 

1  M.  Bernard,  the  author  of  L'Art  d*airoer,  has  written  a 
ballet  called  "  Les  Surprises  de  P Amour,"  in  which  the 
lal^ect  of  the  third  entree  Is  Anaereon,  and  the  story  of  this 


As  thou  shalt  own  with  all  thy  heart !" 


ode  suggests  one  of  the  scenes. — CEnvres  de  Bernard, 
scene  4th. 

The  German  annotator  refers  us  here  to  an  Imitat 
Us,  lib.  iii.,  t'Amor  and  seln  Bruder;**  and  a  po( 
ICIeist,  **die  Hetlung.**  La  Fontaine  has  traaslat 
rather  iniitaied  this  ode. 

*  ** ^md  wh»  Art  Otfu.**  leaking  ery, 

**  That  bidJ^H  My  bUtafml  vitionsjlf  V]  Anacreon  a; 
to  have  been  a  voluptuary  even  in  dreaming,  by  the 
regret  which  he  expresses  at  being  disturbed  from  h 
ionary  enjoyments.    See  the  odes  x.  and  xxxvli. 

>  *7Vm  Urn*!  tk»  tiUi§  wandTriwg  apriU.  irt.}  A 
beautinu  description  of  Cupid,  by  Moschus,  In  his  lln 
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ODE  XXXTV.i 

Oh  thou,  of  all  creation  blest, 
Sweet  insect,  that  delight*8t  to  rest 
Upon  the  wild  wood*e  leafy  tops, 
To  drink  the  dew  that  morning  drops, 
And  chirp  thy  song  with  such  a  glee,' 
That  happiest  kings  may  envy  thee. 
Whatever  decks  the  velvet  field, 
Whate'er  the  circling  seasons  yield, 
Whatever  buds,  whatever  blows, 
For  thee  it  buds,  for  thee  it  growa 
Nor  yet  art  thou  the  peasaiit*s  fear. 
To  him  thy  friendly  notes  are  dear : 
For  thou  art  mild  as  matin  dew ; 
And  still,  when  summer's  flowery  hue 
Begins  to  paint  the  bloomy  plain. 
We  hear  tliy  sweet  prophetic  strain ; 
Tliy  sweet  prophcUc  strain  we  hear, 
And  bless  the  notes  and  thea  revere  ! 
The  Muses  love  thy  shrilly  tone ;' 
Apollo  calls  thee  all  his  own ; 

'  lo  a  I^tio  ode  addressed  to  the  frasshopper,  Rapin  has 
pmerred  some  of  the  thoughts  of  onr  author : — 

O  que  ylrenft  Kiamlnls  In  toro, 
CkaiUu  blande  sidis,  et  herbldos 

Saltos  obeiras,  otlosos 

Infenlnsa  ciere  cantas. 
8en  forte  adultis  florihus  incubas, 
Coell  eadocis  ebria  fletlbos,  &c. 
Oh  thon.  that  on  the  grassy  bed 
Which  Nature*s  vernal  hand  has  spread, 
Reclinest  soft,  and  tan*st  thy  song, 
The  dewy  herbs  and  leaves  among ! 
Whether  thou  li*8t  on  springing  flowers. 
Drank  with  the  balmy  morning-showers, 
Or.  Ice 

^7  V  hat  Licetus  says  alwut  grasshopi^rs,  cap.  03,  and 
18S. 

'  Jni  Airp  tkff  99ng  with  such  o  jj^lee^  d^.J  "  Some  authors 
baire  hOraied,  (says  Madame  Daclsr.)  that  it  Is  only  male 
grtMhnppers  which  sing,  and  that  the  females  are  silent ; 
MdoQ  this  circumstance  is  founded  a  bon-mot  of  Xenarchns, 
the  eanle  poet,  who  says  tir*  ti<nv  ol  rtmy'i  <>«<  ivSaiftoptt, 
w  Tttf  ywatltv  ovS*  hrt  ovv  ^oiviii  C¥t ;  *  are  not  the  grass- 
hoppers happy  in  having  dumb  wives  t*  **  This  note  is  ori- 
fbally  Henry  Stephen's ;  but  I  chose  rather  to  make  a  lady 
ny  satbority  for  it 

'  71*  Mnse$  love  thy  »krUl$  tone ;  4^.]  Phile,  de  Animal, 
fnprietat.  calls  this  insect  Mowratf  fiXof^the  darling  of  the 
Mases :  and  Hwvtov  opvip^  the  bird  of  the  Mases ;  and  we 
Hd  Pliito  cimipared  fur  his  eloquence  to  the  grasshopper,  in 
Iks  foliowing  panning  lines  of  Timon,  preserved  by  Diogenes 
Utrthn— 

TftM*  irarruy  9  irx«i ro  vXartwrarof:,  aXX*  ayopiyriK   * 
H^wviK  rtrnlip  leoypafoif  el  ^  'Exa^Wfiov 
Aspip€t  c^^e^cvtfc  ova  Xttptoivcav  Uici. 

TMs  last  line  is  borrowed  fhim  Homer's  Hind,  y,  where 
Asas  ocmrs  the  very  same  simile. 

*  JUodhuM  iuMtet,  child  cf  earCA,  J  Longeplerre  has  quoted 
Iks  two  first  lines  of  an  ei^graro  of  Antlpater.  fVom  the  first 
iMk  of  the  Aathologla,  where  he  prefers  the  grasshopper  to 


U. 


Twas  he  who  gave  that  voice  to  thee, 
Tis  he  who  times  thy  minstrelsy. 

Unworn  by  age's  dim  decline, 
The  fadeless  blooms  of  youth  are  thine. 
Melodious  insect,  cU Id  of  earth,* 
In  wisdom  mirthful,  wise  in  mirth ; 
Exempt  fn>m  every  weak  decay, 
That  withen  vulgar  frames  away ; 
With  not  a  drop  of  blood  to  stain 
The  current  of  thy  purer  vein ; 
So  blest  an  age  is  poss'd  by  thee. 
Thou  seem'st — a  little  deity ! 


ODE  XXXV.» 

Cupid  once  upon  a  bed 

Of  roses  laid  his  weary  head ; 

Luckless  tu;chin,  not  to  see 

Within  the  leaves  a  slumbering  vj^ ; 

Ap«ri  TtmYftt  fttBwrat  6po9ou  oXXa  rwvrti 
Aiiitiv  KVKiHii¥  tivi  ytyiamtrtpei. 

In  dew,  that  drops  firom  morning's  wings, 

The  gay  Cicada  sipping  floats ; 
And,  drunk  with  dew,  his  matin  sinfs 

Sweeter  than  any  cygnet's  notes. 

*  Theocrittis  has  Imitated  this  beautiftil  ode  in  his  nine- 
teenth Idyl ;  but  is  very  inferior.  I  think,  to  his  orisinal,  in 
delicacy  of  point  and  naivete  of  expression.  Spenser,  in  one 
of  his  smaller  compositions,  has  sported  more  difl\iseiy  on 
the  same  subject.  The  poem  to  which  I  allude,  begins 
thus:— 

Upon  a  day,  as  Love  lay  sweetly  slumbering 

All  in  his  mother's  lap : 
A  gentle  bee,  with  his  loud  trumpet  murmuring. 
About  him  flew  by  hap,  &c.  &c. 

In  Almeloveen's  collection  of  epigrams,  there  is  one  by 
Lnxorius,  correspondent  somewhat  with  the  turn  of  Anac- 
reon,  where  Love  complains  to  his  mother  of  being  wounded 
by  arose 

The  ode  before  us  Is  the  very  flower  of  simplicity.  The 
infhntine  complainings  of  the  little  god,  and  the  natiual  and 
impressive  reflections  which  they  draw  ttom  Venus,  are 
beauties  of  inimitable  grace.  I  may  be  pardoned,  perhaps, 
for  introducing  here  another  of  Menage's  Anacreontics,  not 
for  its  similitude  to  the  subject  of  this  ode,  but  for  some  fitint 
traces  of  the  same  natuiul  simplicity,  which  it  ap|iean  to  me 
to  have  preserved : — 

Tcuy  vapBcyuv  a'orov^ 
Tiiv  pot  ^iXqy  Yioptvvav 
*fi(  cidrf,  u>f  Mpoi  avrtfif 
UpotreipafAC  rpaxn^f^ 
Aiivfiai  rt  X-'P<>f  avruv 
^t\et  fte,  fifiTtp,  ttm. 
KnXovpsyri  KtptvpOf 
Mf^n^p,  tpvdptai^ei, 
'Qi  wapdtvoi  itt¥  owro. 
K*  avroi  M  ivaxtpaivuv^ 
'&(  •(tpavt  wXn^nOttif 
Epats  tpvBpiaf^ti. 
B^M,  6s  01  naptiffraf. 
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Th«  bee  awaked — ^with  anger  wild 
The  bee  awaked,  and  fltung  the  child. 
Load  aud  piteous  aie  hif  cries ; 
To  Venus  quick  he  runs,  he  flies ; 
"  Oh»  mother ! — I  am  wounded  through — 
I  die  with  pain — in  sooth  I  do ! 
Stung  by  some  little  angry  thing, 
Some  serpent  on  a  tiny  wing — 
A  bee  it  was— for  once,  I  know, 
I  heard  a  rustic  call  it  so." 
Thus  he  spoke,  and  she  the  while 
Heard  him  with  a  soothing  smile ; 
Then  said,  **  My  infant,  if  so  much 
Thou  feel  the  little  wild-bee's  touch. 
How  must  the  heart,  ah,  Cupid  I  be. 
The  hapless  heart  that's  stung  by  thee  !** 


ODE  XXXVI.i 

If  hoarded  gold  possessed  the  power 
To  lengthen  life's  too  fleeting  hour. 
And  purchase  from  the  hand  of  death 
A  little  span,  a  moment's  breath. 
How  I  would  love  the  precious  ore ! 
And  every  hour  should  swell  my  store ; 

Ml}  iv<rxspat¥tf  ^rijit. 
Kwrpth  re  km  Koptvpav 
Atayvtaaat  ovk  cx^vai 
Kai  •(  0\tw9rrei  o^v. 

As  dancing  o*er  the  enameird  plain. 
The  flow*ret  of  the  yirgin  train, 
5Iy  8oqI*s  Corinna  lightly  play*d, 
Young  Capid  saw  the  gracefU  maid ; 
lie  saw,  and  in  a  moment  flew, 
And  round  her  neck  his  arms  he  threw; 
Saying,  with  smiles  of  Infknt  Joy, 
"  Oh :  kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  thy  boy  !*' 
Unconscious  of  a  mother's  nama. 
The  modest  virgin  blast*d  with  shame ! 
And  angry  Cnpid,  scarce  believing 
That  vision  could  be  so  deceiving— 
Thtu  to  mistake  his  Cyprian  dame ! 
It  made  ev*n  Cupid  blush  with  shame. 
**  Be  not  ashamed,  my  boy,'*  I  cried. 
For  I  was  lingering  by  his  side ; 
'*  Corinna  and  thy  lovely  mother 
Believe  me,  are  so  like  each  othei 
That  clearest  eyen  are  oft  betray'd. 
And  take  thy  Venus  fbr  the  maid.*' 

ZItto,  In  his  Capprldosi  Pensleri,  has  given  a  translation 
of  this  ode  of  Anacreon. 

*  Fonteneile  has  translated  this  ode,  in  his  dialo^o  be- 
tween Anacreon  and  Aristotle  in  the  shades,  where,  on 
weighing  the  merits  of  both  these  personages,  he  bestows  the 
prize  of  wisdom  upon  the  poet. 

*'  The  German  imitators  of  this  ode  are,  Lessing,  in  his 
poem,  *  Gettem  Bruder,'  ke.  Gleim,  In  the  ode  *  An  den 
Tod  ;*  and  Schmidt  in  der  Poet.  Blamenl.,  Gotting.  I7R3, 
p.  t.^—Dtgat. 

s  ThiU  when  Death  eame,  with  aAaiMsyjrtetea, 

TV  waft  m§  to  hit  blaak  domimmnt  4r€.]     The  coauneata- 


That  when  Death  came,  with  shadowy  ptoioa. 
To  wait  me  to  his  bleak  dominion,' 
I  might,  by  bribes,  my  doom  delay. 
And  bid  him  call  some  distant  day. 
But,  since  not  all  earth's  golden  store 
Con  buy  for  us  one  bright  hour  more. 
Why  should  we  vainly  motun  oiur  fate, 
Or  sigh  at  life's  uncertain  date  7 
Nor  wealth  nor  grandeur  can  illume 
Tho  silent  midnight  of  the  tomb. 
No— give  to  others  hoarded  treasures — 
Mine  be  the  brilliant  round  of  pleasures ; 
The  goblet  rich,  the  board  of  friends. 
Whose  social  souls  tlie  goblet  blends  f 
And  mine,  while  yet  I've  life  to  live, 
Those  joys  that  love  atone  can  give 


/ 


ODE  XXXVIL« 

'TWAS  night,  and  many  a  circling  bowl 
Had  deeply  warm'd  my  thirsty  soul ; 
As  lull'd  in  slumbei  1  was  laid» 
Bright  visions  o'er  my  fancy  play'd. 
With  maidens,  blooming  as  the  dawn, 
I  seem'd  to  skim  the  opening  lawn ; 

tors,  who  are  so  fond  of  disputing  "do  lani  eaprini,"  hava 
been  very  busy  on  the  authority  of  the  phrase  U*  ov  9aptt» 
tfrtXOfi.  The  readingof  ly*ay  ea^aros  en\9ii»  which  l)e  Me- 
denbaeh  propows  in  his  AmoBnitates  Llteiariv,  wu  already 
hinted  by  IiS  Fevre,  who  seldom  snggests  any  thing  worth 
notice. 

*  The  gohlet  rich,  the  hoard  of  friend*, 

WhoBo  toeial  §oul§  the  goblet  blende ;]  This  eommunloa 
of  friendship,  which  sweetened  the  bowl  of  Anacreon,  has 
not  been^forgotten  by  the  author  of  the  following  scholium, 
where  the  blessings  of  life  are  enumerated  with  proveriiial 
simplicity.  *Xyiatvttv  nt¥  apiarop  avipt  ^wjino.  ^tvrtfaw 
itf  KaXov  fviitf  ysvcoOat,  To  rptrov  6tf  rAovrcrv  aieXvf, 
Kai  TO  reraprov  cvvtffaP  ptra  rotv  ^iXbiy. 

Of  mortal  blessings  here  the  first  Is  health, 
And  next  those  charms  by  which  the  eye  we  move ; 

The  third  is  wealth,  nnwonnding  guiltless  wealth. 
And  then,  sweet  intercourse  with  those  we  love ! 

*  '*  Compare  with  this  ode  the  beautifhl  poem  '  derTiaiUB* 
ofUz.'*— />v«». 

Le  Fevre,  in  a  note  upon  this  ode,  enters  Into  an  elaborate 
and  learned  Justification  of  drunkenness ;  and  this  is  pioba* 
bly  the  canse  of  the  severe  reprehension  which  he  appears 
to  have  suflbred  for  his  Anacreon.  **  Folt  ollm  fitleor,  (lays 
he  in  a  note  upon  Longlnus,)  cum  Sapphonem  amaban. 
Sed  ox  quo  ilia  me  perditisslma  foemina  pene  mlserom  perdl- 
dit  cum  sceteratissimo  suo  congerrono,  (Anacreontem  dieo^ 
si  nescis.  Lector.)  noli  sperare,  Ate  Amu**  He  adduces  tm 
this  ode  the  authority  of  Plato,  who  allowed  ebriety,  at  the 
Dionysian  festivals,  to  men  arrived  at  their  fortieth  year. 
He  likewise  quotes  the  following  line  fhim  Alexis,  whteh  ha 
•ays  no  one,  who  Is  noe  totally  Ignorant  of  the  world, 
hesitate  to  contes  tkte  truth  of  :— 

0»^{  ftXawartis  eartv  avOptauot  atutof, 
**  No  lover  of  drinking  was  ever  a  vicious  man.** 
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light,  oo  tiptoe  bathed  in  dew. 
We  flew,  And  iported  as  we  flew ! 

Some  raddy  itripIingB  who  Iook*d  on— 
With  cheeks,  that  like  the  wine-god's  shone, 
Saw  me  chasing,  free  and  wild, 
These  bloommg  maids,  and  slyly  smiled ; 
Smiled  indeed  with  wanton  glee, 
Though  none  could  doubt  they  envied  me. 
And  still  I  flew — and  now  had  caught 
The  panting  nymphs,  and  fondly  thought 
To  gather  from  each  rosy  lip 
A  kiss  that  Jove  hhnself  might  sip — 
When  sudden  all  my  dream  of  joys, 
Blushing  nymphe  and  laughing  boys. 
All  were  gone !' — '*  Alas  !'*  I  said, 
Sighing  for  th'  illusion  fled, 
**  Again,  sweet  sleep,  that  scene  restore. 
Oh !  let  me  dream  it  o*er  and  oVr  V* 


ODE  xxxvnr." 

Let  us  drain  the  nectar*d  bowl. 
Let  us  raise  the  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell ; 
The  god  who  taught  the  sons  of  earth 
To  thrid  the  tangled  dance  of  mirth  ; 
Him.  who  was  nursed  with  infant  Love, 
And  cradled  in  the  Paphian  grove ; 
Him,  that  the  snowy  Queen  of  Charms 
So  oft  has  fondled  in  her  arms.* 

1  When  tmdden,  alt  mtf  dream  afjofi. 
Blushing  nymphs  and  laughing  hof*^ 
Jtl  wfTv  g0n*  t]   **  Nonnas  ssy*  of  Bacchns,  almact  in 
words  diat  Anncreon  asea, — 


fly(>oftt»os  St 
HapBcm»  WK  cri%i)^,  xat  rfiiXtv  ae9i(  lavcit*/' 

Wakinf.  he  lost  the  phantom^s  charms, 

The  nymph  had  faded  tawi  hit  arms ; 

AfalD  to  slorober  be  etaay*d, 

Again  to  clasp  the  shadowy  maid.       LoKosriKaaB. 

'"jff/aAi.  swett  slerp.  that  seen*  restore^ 
Okt  telme  dream  it  e*er  and  o'er  f*]  Doctor  Johnvon,  in 
Us  fntkee  to  8hak«peare.  animndverttn;  apon  the  eomnien- 
aton  ofthat  poet  who  prptend«d,  in  every  little  coincidence 
of  thooffat.  to  delect  an  imitnUon  of  some  ancient  poet,  al- 
Mes  in  the  following  words  to  the  line  of  Anncreon  before 
■s:— **I  have  been  told  that  when  CalitMn,  after  a  pleasing 
draant  saya,  *  I  cried  to  sleep  again,*  the  author  Imitates 
Assereon.  who  had.  like  any  other  man,  the  same  wish  on 
the  aaaie  occasion.** 


Oh  'tis  from  him  the  transport  flows, 
Which 'sweet  intoxication  knows; 
With  him,  the  brow  forgets  its  gloom. 
And  brilliant  graces  learn  to  bloom. 

Behold  * — ^my  boys  a  goUet  bear. 
Whose  spaiikjng  foam  lights  up  the  air. 
Where  are  now  the  tear,  the  sigh  7 
To  the  winds  they  fly,  they  fly ! 
Grasp  the  bowl ;  in  nectar  sinkmg ! 
Man  of  sorrow,  drown  thy  thinking ! 
Say,  can  the  tears  we  lend  to  thought 
In  Ufe*8  account  avail  us  aught? 
Can  we  discern  with  all  our  lore, 
The  path  wcVe  yet  to  journey  o'er? 
Alas,  alas,  in  ways  so  dark, 
'TIS  only  wine  cau  btrike  a  spark  !* 
Then  let  me  quaff  the  foamy  tide. 
And  through  the  dance  meandering  glide ; 
Let  me  imbibe  the  spicy  breath 
Of  odors  chafed  to  fragrant  death ; 
Or  from  the  lips  of  love  inhale 
A  more  ambrosial,  richer  gale ! 
To  hearts  that  court  the  phantom  Care, 
Let  him  retire  and  shroud  him  there ; 
While  we  exhaust  the  nex:tar*d  bowl, 
And  swell  the  choral  song  of  soul 
To  hun,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell ! 


>  **  CosBpaie  with  this  benotiful  ode  to  Boccbas  the  verses 
•f  flsffedara.  lib.  v.  'das  Geseilschafttlcbe ;*  and  of  Bflrger, 
hihttch^^—Degam, 

*  trim,  that  tka  smswf  Qusen  of  Ckarwu 
ko  e(ft  has  fondled  i»  htr  amts.]    Robertellns,  apoa  the 
of  Calollos,  mentions  an  ingenloos  derivation 


of  Cytheraa.  the  name  of  Venus,  wapa  ro  xtxBtiv  mt  tptaras, 
which  seems  to  hint  that  **  Lovers  fairy  (avors  are  loat,  whea 
not  concealed.** 

*  MaSt  alas^  in  ways  so  dark^ 
*  Tis  only  wine  can  strihe  a  spark  /]  The  brevity  of  life 
allows  argoroents  for  the  voluptnary  as  well  as  the  OKiraiist. 
Among  many  parallel  passages  which  Longeplerre  has  ad- 
duced. I  shall  content  myself  with  this  epigram  ftooi  the 
Anthologia  :— 

Aovo'a/icyei,  llpoiiicn^  TotaotiipiBa^  sat  row  atcparw 

Taio(  h  xaipovrbi¥  ton  0iof.  tira  ra  Xotwa 
ri?/>af  K(ij\wni,  Kat  ru  rtXos  dayaro(. 

Uf  which  the  following  is  a  paraphrase :~ 

Let*s  fly,  my  love,  from  noonday*s  beam, 
To  plunge  us  In  yon  cooling  stream ; 
Then,  hastening  to  the  festal  bower, 
WeMI  pass  in  mirth  the  evening  hour; 
*Tls  thas  oar  age  of  blisa  shall  Ay, 
As  sweet,  th<iagh  passing  as  that  sigh. 
Which  seems  to  whisper  o*er  your  lip, 
"Come,  while  you  may,  of  rnptnre  alp.** 
For  age  will  steal  the  graeeftal  Ihroi, 
Will  chill  the  palse  while  throbbing  warm } 
And  death— alas!  that  hearts,  which  thrill 
Like  yoors  and  mine,  ihoold  e*er  be  still ! 
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ODE 

How  I  lore  the  fettire  boy» 
Tripping  through  the  danoe  of  joy ! 
How  I  lore  the  mellow  sage, 
SmiUng  through  the  veil  of  age ! 
And  whene'er  thia  man  of  yean 
In  the  dance  of  joy  appean, 
Snowa  may  o*er  his  head  be  flung, 
But  his  heaxt — his  heart  is  young.' 


ODE  XL. 


I  KNOW  that  Heaven  hath  sent  me  here 
To  run  this  mortal  life's  career ; 
The  scenes  which  I  have  joumey*d  o*er, 
Return  no  more^alas !  no  more ; 
And  all  the  path  I've  yet  to  go, 
I  neither  know  nor  ask  to  know. 
Away,  then,  wizard  Care,  nor  think 
Thy  fetters  round  this  soul  to  link ; 
Never  can  heart  that  feels  with  me 
Descend  to  be  a  slave  to  thee  !* 
And  oh !  before  the  vital  thrill. 
Which  trembles  at  my  heart,  is  still, 

*  Snowa  may  e*er  his  k*ud  htjlunf^ 

But  kit  Accre— Am  hoart  is  foung.]   Saint  Pavia  makes 
the  same  distinction  in  a  sonnet  to  a  yoong  girt 

Je  sals  blen  qne  les  destinies 
Ont  mal  compass^  not  aanees ; 
Ne  regardes  que  roon  amour; 
Pent-Atre  en  seres  voos  Smne. 
II  est  jenne  et  n*est  que  da  Joor, 
Belle  Iris,  qae  Je  voos  al  vne. 

Fair  and  young  thoa  blooroest  now, 
And  I  Aill  many  a  year  have  told ; 

Bat  read  the  heart  and  not  the  brow, 
Thou  Shalt  not  find  my  love  Is  old 

My  love*s  a  child ;  and  thoo  caost  say 

How  much  his  little  age  may  be, 
For  be  was  bom  the  very  day 

When  first  I  set  my  eyes  oo  thee  I 

>  AVv«r  can  kemrt  that  feel*  with  «« 
Duetmd  UheM  W«v«  to  tJUtt]  Longeplerre  quotes  here 
an  epigram  flrom  the  Anthologta,  on  account  of  the  similarity 
of  a  partlrular  phrase.  Though  by  no  means  anacreontic.  It 
Is  marked  by  an  Interesting  simplicity  which  has  Induced  me 
to  paraphrase  It,  and  may  atone  for  Its  Intrusion. 

Oifitv  tjioi  X*  ifiiv,  wat^tTt  ro9(  fitr'  tfu. 

At  length  to  Fortune,  and  to  you. 
Delusive  Hope !  a  last  adieu. 
The  charm  that  onee  beguiled  Is  o*er, 
And  I  have  ieaeh*d  my  destined  shon. 
Away,  away,  your  flattering  arts 
May  now  betray  some  simpler  hearts, 
And  yon  will  smile  at  their  believing. 
And  they  shall  weep  at  your  deeelvlng ! 

*  BaukuM  skmil  kid  mf  winUr  i/s— , 

^md  FmuM  4mm€§  wuUtkt  tsmk  f]    The  same  eonmen- 
tator  has  queled  an  epitaph,  written  upon  our  poet  by  Julian, 


111  gather  Joy's  luxuriant  flowers. 
And  gild  with  bliss  my  fading  hours ; 
Bacchus  shall  bid  my  winter  bloom. 
And  Venus  dance  me  to  the  tomb !' 


ODE  XU. 


When  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  scene. 
How  sweet  to  walk  the  velvet  green. 
And  hear  the  west  wind's  gentle  m^M, 
As  o'er  the  scented  mead  it  flies ! 
How  sweet  to  mark  the  pouting  vine. 
Ready  to  burst  in  team  of  wine ; 
And  with  some  maid,  who  breathes  bol 
To  walk,  at  noontide,  through  the  gron 
Or  sit  in  some  cool,  green 
Oh,  is  not  this  true  happiness? 


ODE  XUI.< 

Yes,  be  the  glorious  revel  mine. 
Where  humor  sparkles  from  the  wine. 
Around  me,  let  the  youthful  choir 
Respond  to  my  enUvening  lyre ; 

In  which  he  makes  him  promulgate  the  precepts  of  | 
lowship  even  from  the  tomb. 

IIoAXairi  fts¥  roi*  attaa,  Kat  tK  rvp/9  >v  it  0am 
HivtrCf  Kpiv  ravrri^  a^t^i0a\nadt  kovip. 

This  lesson  oft  In  life  I  sung. 
And  firom  my  grave  I  still  shtill  rry, 

^  Drink,  mortal,  drink,  while  time  is  yiNB 
Ere  death  has  made  thee  cold  as  I.** 

*  JInd  with  tome  maid,  who  breathe*  but  love. 

To  tPo/A,  at  noontide^  through  the  grove.]  This 

Quid  habes  illlns,  lllius 
Qua  spimbat  amoros. 
Que  me  snrpnerat  mi  hi.  Lib.  Iv.  0 

And  does  there  then  remain  but  this, 
And  hast  thou  lost  eoch  rosy  ray 

or  her,  who  breathed  the  siml  of  bliss. 
And  stole  me  flrom  myself  away  I 

*  The  character  of  Anacreon  Is  hera  very  striki 
picted.  His  love  of  social,  harmonised  pleasures,  is  S) 
with  a  warmth,  amiable  and  endearing.  Among 
grams  imputed  to  Anacreon  U  the  following;  Ittet 
one  worth  translation,  and  it  breathes  the  same  Ml 
with  this  ode  :— 

0«  ^tXoff  ^  K^nrifpt  vapa  irXcw  otvowora^toOf 
NciMtt  irai  goXcftov  iaKitwuvTa  Ac>ci. 

AXX*  hartf  Movotb>¥  re,  irai  a^Aaa  itapl'  A^poim 
XvitfHoy<ii¥,  spams  ppiv^trai  tvfpo«n¥ti(. 

When  to  the  Up  the  brimming  cup  is  press*d. 
And  hearts  are  all  afloat  upon  its  Rtrenni, 

Then  banish  from  my  board  th'  unpolished  ^; 
Who  makes  the  femts  of  wiur  hVs  barbarou^i 

But  bring  the  man.  'wYio  o'er  bW  g.»Wei  wi 
The  Bluse's  laur^X  -vVA  the  Cyprian  ««> 

Oh !  give  me  hlir»,  -wXwf*  Mja\  expamW« 
And  blends  rcfV«u^i»enl  vUh  the  soclaV 
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And  while  the  red  cap  fbaixis  along, 

Mingle  in  soul  as  well  as  song. 

Then,  while  I  sit,  with  flow^TCits  crown*d, 

To  regulate  the  goblet*8  round, 

Let  but  the  nymph,  our  banquet's  pride, 

Be  seated  smiling  by  my  side. 

And  earth  has  not  a  gift  or  power 

Tliat  I  would  envy  in  that  hour. 

Envy  I— oh  never  let  its  blight 

Touch  the  gay  hearts  met  here  to-night 

Far  hence  be  slander's  sidelong  wounds, 

Nor  harsh  disputes,  nor  discord's  sounds 

Disturb  a  scene,  where  all  should  be 

Attuned  to  peace  and  harmony. 

Come,  let  us  hear  the  h&rp's  gay  nolo 
Upon  the  breeze  inspiring  Hoat, 
While  round  us,  kindling  into  love, 
Young  maidciis  through  the  light  dance  move. 
Thus  blest  With  mirth,  and  love,  and  peace. 
Sure  such  a  life  should  never  cease ! 


ODS  XUIL 

.Wfin.E  our  rosy  fillets  shed 
Freshness  o'er  each  fervid  head. 
With  many  a  cup  and  many  a  smile 
The  festal  moments  we  beguile. 
And  while  the  harp,  impission'd,  flings 
Tuneful  raptures  from  its  strings,' 


^JMwkStt  the  karpt  impassiou'd.Jlingt 

Tumefai  rapturtfrom.  iu  ttrinff*.  At.]  Respecting  the  t>ar- 
biloa  t  host  ofaathoriUes  may  be  collected,  which,  after  all, 
Imtc  bs  ignorant  of  the  nature  of  the  instrument.  There  is 
Ksicely  any  point  upon  which  we  are  so  totally  uninfurincd 
u  tlie  mntle  o'  the  ancients.  The  authors*  extant  upon  the 
«^9M  ftie,  I  ^  «gine,  little  undentood ;  and  certainly  if  one 
of  their  HKmds  was  a  progression  by  qunrter- tones,  which  we 
m  told  was  the  nature  of  the  eahariiMinic  scale  simplicity 
VMliy  00  oieans  the  characteristic  of  their  melody ;  for  this 
h«iiketf  of  progression  of  which  niudern  music  is  not  sus- 
ceptfkle. 

Tt»  iiveotloa  of  the  barltiton  Is,  by  Athenvus,  attributed 
to  Aoacieoa.  See  his  fourth  book,  where  it  is  called  ro 
ttp^ta  ro*  Arajr/Mocrof.  Neanthes  of  Cyzicus,  as  quoted 
bjr  Gyraldns,  asserts  the  same.  Vide  Chabot,  in  Hurat.  on 
the  words  **  Lesboum  barbiton,"  in  the  fir^t  ode. 

'  And  ok,  tMe  aainet*  in  kU  tigk, 

J9t  9'erkia  tip  the  accents  die  !]    I^ngepicrre  has  quoted 
lere  an  epigram  from  the  Anthologia :— ■ 

Kmpy  rti  p*  t^tXtfce  Jtodtcripa  xti\t<nv  vypotf. 
J'itKTap  IH9  TO  ^(Xij/iu.  TO  yap  arofta  vcKrapof  tKvr.i. 
Kcv  ^cOoctf  TO  ^iXqji.a^  noXvv  rov  epojta  irciruxrcu;. 

9X  which  the  following  paraphrase  may  give  some  idea :~ 
*  Cer.tcud  by  lliibomitu. 


Some  airy  nymph,  with  graceful  bound. 
Keeps  measure  to  the  music's  sound ; 
Waving,  in  her  snowy  hand, 
Tlie  leafy  Bacchanalian  wand, 
Which,  as  the  tripping  wanton  flies, 
Trembles  all  over  to  her  sighs. 
A  youth  the  while,  with  loo8en*d  hair, 
Floating  on  the  listless  air. 
Sings,  to  the  wild  harp's  tender  tone, 
A  tale  of  woes,  alas,  his  own  ; 
And  oh,  the  sadness  in  his  eigh, 
\b  o'er  hia  lip  the  accents  die  !* 
Never  sure  on  earth  has  been 
Half  so  bright,  so  blest  a  scene. 
It  seems  as  Love  himself  had  cor  %» 
To  make  this  spot  his  chosen  home ;' — 
And  Venus,  too,  with  all  her  wiles. 
And  Bacchus,  shedding  rosy  smiles. 
All,  all  are  here,  to  hail  with  me 
The  Genius  of  Festivity  !* 


ODE  XLIV.» 

Buds  of  roses,  virgin  flowers, 
Cuird  from  Cupid's  balmy  bowers. 
In  the  bowl  of  Bacchus  steep. 
Till  with  crimson  drops  they  weep. 
Twine  the  rose,  the  garland  twine. 
Every  leaf  distilling  wine ; 
Drink  and  smile,  and  learn  to  think 
That  we  were  bom  to  smile  and  drink 


The  kiss  that  she  left  on  my  Up, 
Like  a  dewdrop  shall  lingering  lie ; 

*Twa8  nectar  she  gave  me  t4i  sip, 
*Twas  nectar  1  drank  in  her  sigh. 

From  the  moment  she  printe<l  that  kiss. 
Nor  reason,  nor  rest  has  tieen  mine ; 

Jy  whole  soul  has  been  drunk  with  the  bliss, 
And  feels  a  delirium  divine  ! 

*  //  teem*  as  l^me  kimsd/  had  eonu 

To  make  tkit  spot  kit  ckosen  kome;—]  The  {ntro<1nction 
of  these  deities  to  the  festival  is  merely  allegorical.  Madame 
Dacier  thinks  that  the  poet  describes  a  masquenule,  where 
these  deities  were  personated  by  the  company  in  masks.  The 
translation  will  conform  with  either  idea. 

*  Jill,  all  are  kere,  to  kail  witk  me 

Tke  Genius  of  Ptstivity!]  Ku}p>>i,  the  deity  or  genius  of 
mirth.  Phiiostratus.  In  the  third  of  hb  pictures,  gives  a  very 
lively  description  of  this  god. 

*  This  spirited  poem  is  a  enlocy  on  tnorose ;  and  Again,  in 
the  fifty-fifth  ode.  we  shall  find  our  author  rich  in  tlie  praises 
of  thm  flower.  In  a  fragment  of  Sappho,  In  the  romance  of 
Achilles  Tatius,  to  which  Barnes  refers  us,  the  rose  Is  fanci- 
fhlly  styled  "  the  eye  of  flowers  ;**  and  the  same  poetess,  \n 
another  fragment,  calls  the  favors  of  the  Muse  "  the  roses  ol 
Pieria.*'    See  the  notes  on  the  fifly-flf\h  ode. 

"  CiHnpare  v'.th  this  ode  (says  the  Geroiaa  annotator}  las 
beautiful  ode  oi  Uz,  *  die  Rose.*  ** 
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Rose,  thou  art  the  sweetest  flower 

That  ever  drank  the  amber  shower ; 

Rose,  thou  art  the  foudest  child 

Of  dimpled  Spring,  the  wood>nymph  wild. 

Even  tlie  Gods,  who  walk  the  sky, 

Are  amorous  of  thy  scented  sigh. 

Cupid,  too,  m  Paphian  shades, 

Ilis  hair  with  rosy  fillet  braids, 

When  with  the  blushing,  sister  Graces, 

The  wanton  winding  dance  he  traces.' 

Then  bring  me,  showers  of  roses  bring. 

And  shed  them  o*er  me  while  I  s'mg. 

Or  while,  great  Bacchus,  round  thy  shrine, 

Wreathing  my  brow  with  rose  and  vine, 

I  lead  some  bright  n>'mph  through  the  dance,* 

Conmiingling  soul  with  every  glance. 


ODE  XLV, 

Wpthin  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

I  cradle  all  my  woes  to  sleep. 

Why  should  we  breathe  the  sigh  of  fear, 

Or  pour  the  unavailing  tear? 

For  death  will  never  heed  the  sigh, 

Nor  soflcn  at  the  tearful  eye ; 

And  eyes  tliat  spaikle,  eyes  that  weep. 

Must  all  alike  be  seafd  m  sleep. 

Then  lot  us  never  vainly  stray. 

In  search  of  thorns,  from  pleasure's  way ;' 

>  When  with  theUuihing^  titter  Oraeet, 
The  wanton  winding  danee  he  tracet.l  **  This  swee  idea 
of  Ijove  dancing  with  the  Graces,  is  almost  pecoliar  tc  An* 
acreon.*' — Degen. 

*  /  lead  tome  bright  nymph  through  tht  dancey  ^e.J  The 
epithet  0aOvKo\noiy  which  he  gives  to  the  nymph,  is  literuliy 
•'  full-bosomed.'* 

*  Then  let  ut  never  vainly  ttrajfy 

In  tearch  of  th4tmt.  from  plenture*t  way ;  A'c]  I  have 
thus  endeavored  to  convey  the  meanlnx  of  ri  6f  rov  0iov 
irXavu/iai ;  according  to  Regnier*s  paraphrase  of  the  line: — 

E  che  val,  fVior  delta  stmda 
Del  placere  alma  e  gradita, 
Vaneggiare  in  qoesta  vita  t 

*  Tlie  fastidious  aflectation  of  some  eommentntors  has  de- 
iiounced  this  ode  as  spurious.  Degen  pronounces  the  fi)ur 
last  lines  to  be  the  patchurork  of  some  miserable  versificatiir. 
and  Brunck  condemns  the  whole  ode.  It  appears  to  me,  on 
the  contrary,  to  he  elegantly  graphical ;  f\ill  of  delicate  ex- 
pressions and  luxuriant  imagery.  The  abruptness  of  I^  trto^ 
tafutf  ^a¥S¥Tfii  is  striking  and  spirited,  and  has  been  Imitated 
rather  languidly  by  Horace : — 

Vides  ut  alta  stet  nlve  candldnm 
Boracf 


The  ImpcraUve  tit  is  Infinitely  more  impressive; 
Bhakspeare, 

But  look,  the  mom.  In  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o*er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill. 


in 


But  wisely  quaffthe  rosy  wave, 
Which  Bacchus  loves,  which  Bacchus  g»TO 
And  in  the  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 
Cradle  our  crying  woes  to  sleeps 


ODE  XLVI.4 


BEnoLD,  Uie  young,  the  rosy  Spring, 
Gives  to  the  breeze  her  scented  wing ; 
While  virgin  Graces,  warm  with  May, 
Fling  roses  o'er  her  dewy  way.* 
The  murmuring  billows  of  the  deep 
Have  languisli*d  Itito  sucnt  sleep  f 
And  mark !  the  flitting  sea-birds  lave 
Their  plumes  m  the  reflecting  wave ; 
While  cranes  from  hoary  winter  fly 
To  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 
Now  the  genial  star  of  day 
Dissolves  the  inuray  clouds  away ; 
And  cultured  field,  and  winding  stream,'' 
Are  freslily  glittering  in  his  beam. 

Now  the  earth  prolific  swells 
With  leafy  buds  and  flowery  bells ; 
Gemming  shoots  the  olive  twine, 
Clusters  ripe  festoon  the  vine  ; 
All  along  the  branches  creeping, 
Through  the  velvet  foliage  peepuig, 
Little  infant  fniits  we  see. 
Nursing  into  luxury. 

There  Is  a  simple  and  poetical  description  of  Spring,  In 
Catullus's  beautiful  farewell  to  Bithynia.    Cann.  44. 

Barnes  conjcrturos,  in  his  life  of  our  pnct.  that  this  nde 
was  written  after  he  had  returned  fWim  Athens,  to  settle  In 
his  paternal  seat  at  Te«»s ;  where.  In  a  little  villa  at  some 
distance  from  the  city,  conmianding  a  view  of  the  iBgieaa 
8ea  and  the  Nlandn,  he  con  temp  In  ted  the  beantiea  of  nativa 
and  enjoyed  the  felicities  of  retirement.  Vide  Barnes,  la 
Anac.  Vita.  $  xxxv.  This  Kupposition,  however  anaathen- 
ticated.  forms  a  pleasing  association,  which  renders  the  poem 
more  interesting. 

Chevrenu  snys,  that  Gregory  Nnzlanzenu^  has  pamphraaed 
somewhere  this  de!*cHptlnn  of  {Spring ;  but  I  cannot  meet 
with  IL    See  Chevrean,  CEnvres  Mftlees. 

"Compare  with  this  ode  (iwys  Degen)  the  versos  of  llage- 
dom,  book  fourth.  *der  Pruhling,*  and  book  fifth,  *  dor  Mai.'** 

*  fnt/e  virgin  Oraeet.  warm  wtth  .Afay, 

Fling  rotet  o*er  her  dewy  way.\  De  Pauw  reads,  Xapira; 
^oia  0pvov<n¥,  **  the  roses  display  their  graces.**  This  la  not 
iiningenious  ;  but  we  lose  by  It  the  beauty  of  the  personifi- 
cation, to  the  boldness  of  which  Regnler  has  rather  frivo- 
lously objected. 

*  The  mmrmuring  hiUowt  •/  the  deep 

Have  languith*d  into  tUent  tleep ;  Six.]  It  has  been  Jnstly 
remarked,  that  the  liquid  fliiwof  the  line  anaXvvtrat  yaXr|¥^ 
is  perfectly  expressive  of  the  tranquillity  which  It  describes. 

V  Jind  eultmredjield,  and  winding  ttream^  A-e.]    By  0porb» 
epya,  **th»  works  of  men,**  (says  Baxter.)  he  means  cities, 
\  temples,  and  tf»wns,  which  are  then  Ulasninal^  uy  the 
beams  of  the  snn.  * 
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ODE  XLVn. 

Tn  true,  my  fading  yean  decline, 
Yet  can  I  qaaffthe  brimming  wine. 
As  deep  as  any  stripling  fair. 
Whore  cheeks  the  flush  of  morning  wear ; 
And  if,  amidst  the  wanton  crew, 
Fm  caird  to  wind  the  dance*s  clew, 
Then  shalt  thou  see  this  vigorous  hand. 
Not  faltering  on  the  Bacchantes  wand, 
But  brandishing  a  rosy  flaibk,' 
The  only  thyrsus  e*cr  111  ask  ? 

Let  those,  who  pant  for  Glory's  chamA, 
Embrace  her  in  the  field  of  arms ; 
While  my  inglorious,  placid  soul 
Breathes  not  a  wish  beyond  this  bowL 
Then  fill  it  high,  my  ruddy  slave, 
And  bathe  me  in  its  brimming  wave. 
For  though  my  fading  years  decay. 
Though  manhood's  prime  hath  passed  away, 
Like  old  Silenus,  sire  divine. 
With  blushes  borrowed  from  my  wine, 
III  wanton  'mid  the  dancing  train, 
And  live  my  follies  o*er  again ! 


ODE  XLVITL 

Whkm  my  thirrty  soul  I  steep. 
Every  sorrow's  luU*d  to  sleeps 
Talk  of  monarchs !  I  am  then 
Richest,  happiest,  first  of  men ; 
Careless  o'er  my  cup  I  sing, 
Fancy  makes  me  more  than  king ; 
Gives  me  wealthy  Cresus*  store. 
Can  I,  can  I  wish  for  more  ? 

>  Btt  krmmdukimg  «  rotyjlatk,  ire.]  Avicof  was  ft  kind  of 
bithtrs  vs««l  for  wine,  very  mnch  In  nse,  ax  shnnid  seem 
If  die  proverb  avtoi  tat  ^vXatof,  which  was  applied  to 
flMM  who  were  Intemperate  In  eating  and  drinking.  This 
pntnt  U  oieatloned  tn  •nme  verses  quoted  by  Athenieus, 
fca  the  Beskme  of  Alexis. 

*  Tit  —ly  tkfrsMM  «*er  rU  upk  /]  Phnrnatas  assigns  as  a 
MUM  for  the  consecration  of  the  thyrsus  ti)  Bacchus,  that 
hrtriet)  irfton  renders  the  support  of  a  stick  very  necessary. 

'  /fy  Imvc*  wy  ^rvti  entwining^  ^-c.]  "  The  Ivy  was  con- 
■oiled  10  Bacchus,  (says  Montr^ncon.)  because  he  fOTmerly 
kf  hid  under  that  tree,  or,  as  others  will  have  It,  because 
li  ieaivs  resenible  those  of  the  vine.**  Other  reasons  for 
lieBneerrstlnii,  and  the  use  of  it  In  garlands  at  banquets, 
■qr  be  fimnd  In  Longeplerre,  Barnes,  ttc  Itc 

•  jirm  f«.  «nn  yt,  «m  ofmigkU 

10  tht  §mMgnin§  Jigkt ;]    I  h»ve  adopted  the  hiter- 
of  KefBier  and  others  >- 


On  my  velvet  couch  recniitng. 
Ivy  leaves  my  brow  entwining,' 
While  my  soul  expands  with  glee. 
What  are  kings  and  crowns  to  me  ? 
If  before  my  feet  they  lay, 
I  would  spurn  them  all  away ! 
Arm  ye,  arm  ye,  men  of  might. 
Hasten  to  the  sanguine  figlit  f 
But  let  me,  my  budding  vine ! 
Spill  no  other  blood  than  thine. 
Yonder  brimming  goblet  see, 
That  alone  shall  vanquish  me— 
Who  iiink  it  better,  wiser  »ar 
To  fall  in  banquet  than  in  war. 


ODE  XLIX.* 


When  Bacchus,  Jove's  immortal  boy. 

The  rosy  harbinger  of  joy, 

U'ho,  with  the  sunshine  of  the  bowl, 

Thaws  the  winter  of  our  soul — ^ 

When  to  my  inmost  core  he  glides. 

And  bathes  it  with  his  ruby  tides, 

A  flow  of  joy,  a  lively  heat. 

Fires  my  brain,  and  wings  my  feet. 

Calling  up  round  me  visions  known 

To  lovers  of  the  bowl  alone. 

Sing,  «ng  of  love,  let  music*s  sound 
In  melting  cadence  float  around, 
AVhile,  my  young  Venus,  thou  and  I 
Responsive  to  its  murmurs  sigh. 
Then,  waking  from  our  blissful  trance, 
Again  we'll  sport,  again  we*ll  dance. 


Altri  segna  Marte  fero; 

Che  sol  Bacco  h  *1  mio  conforto. 

*  This,  the  preceding  ode.  and  a  few  iiinre  of  the  same 
character,  are  merely  chanwin.-*  h  hoire :— the  efTiislons  prob- 
ably of  the  moment  of  conviviality,  and  afterwards  sung,  we 
may  unngine,  with  rapture  throughout  Greece.  But  that 
interesting  association,  by  which  they  always  recalled  the 
convivial  emotions  that  produced  ihcm.  can  now  be  little  fell 
ev-n  by  the  most  enthUHlastic  reader ;  and  much  lews  by  a 
phlegmatic  grammarian,  who  sees  nothing  In  them  but  dia- 
lects and  pe  nicies. 

•  fVke,  witk  tkt  tunskine  of  ike  bowl, 

Tkav*  the  winter  of  our  *o%l^i-e.]  Avatof  It  the  title 
which  he  gives  to  Bncchns  In  the  itriginal.  It  Is  a  curtont 
circumstance  that  Plutarch  mistimk  the  name  of  Levi  among 
the  Jews  for  AH>i.  (one  of  the  bacchanal  cries,)  and  accord- 
ingly supposed  that  they  worshipped  Bacchos. 
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ODEL.! 

When  wine  I  quaff,  before  my  eyes 

Di  earns  of  poetic  glory  rise  ;* 

And  freshened  by  the  goblet's  dews, 

My  soul  invokes  the  heavenly  Muse. 

When  wine  I  drink,  all  sorrow's  o*er ; 

I  think  of  doubls  and  fears  no  more ; 

But  scatter  to  the  railing  wind 

Each  gloomy  phantom  of  the  mind. 

When  I  drink  wine,  th*  ethereal  boy, 

Bacchus  himself,  partakes  my  joy ; 

And  while  we  dance  through  vernal  bowers,* 

Whose  ev'ry  breath  comes  fresh  from  flowers, 

la  wine  he  makes  my  senses  swim, 

Till  the  gale  breathes  of  naught  but  him ! 

Again  I  drink, — and,  1o,  there  seems 
A  calmer  light  to  fill  my  dreams ; 
The  lately  ruffled  wreath  I  spread 
With  steadier  hand  around  my  head ; 
Then  take  the  lyre,  and  sing  "  how  blest 
The  life  of  him  who  lives  at  rest  I" 
But  then  comes  witching  wine  again, 
With  glorious  woman  in  its  train ; 
And,  while  rich  perfumes  round  me  rise. 
That  seem  the  breath  of  woman's  sighs, 

•  Fnl)er  thinkii  this  ode  ppurlon^;  tint,  I  believe,  he  Is 
Mnf[U*ar  In  his  opinion.  It  has  nil  the  spirit  of  oar  author. 
Like  the  ivrenth  which  he  presented  in  the  dream,  "it 
sniolls  of  Anacroon." 

The  form  of  the  orislnal  Is  remnrknlile.  It  Is  a  kind  of 
song  of  seven  qnatrKin  stanzas,  ench  beginning  with  the  lino 

'Or*  «)  to  Vtti)  T0¥  Ol¥0V. 

The  first  stanza  alone  Is  Incomplete,  consisting  bat  of 
three  lines 

"Co«n»Hre  with  this  poet.'  (says  Dc^n)  the  verses  of 
Ilnpedurn,  lib.  v.,  'derWein,  whore  that  divine  poet  has 
wantoned  In  the  praises  of  wine." 

'    fFhm  leine.  Iqnaff,  before  mytyet 

Dreams  of  poetic  glory  rise;]  **  Anacroon  is  not  the  only 
one  («ays  l^tinffepierre)  whom  wine  has  inspired  with  poetry. 
We  find  an  eplirram  In  the  first  book  of  the  Antholo0a, 
which  bepins  thos : — 

Oiyo(  rni  xapuvrt  fityaf  irt\et  Iwvos  aoi^M, 
'Xicjp  St  viv(t>Vf  ica\o>f  ov  rcicott  tiref. 

If  with  water  yon  fill  np  ynar  glasses, 
You'll  never  write  any  thing  wise; 

For  wine's  the  true  horse  of  Parnassus, 
Which  ctirries  a  bard  to  the  skies  ! 

'  ^nd  lekite  we  dane*  through  vernal  homert.  Ax.]  If  some 
of  the  translators  had  observed  Doctor  Tmpp's  caution, 
with  regard  to  Ko\va»9toi¥  n*  t  ■  avpatf,  **  Cave  ne  coslum  in- 
telllgas,**  they  would  not  have  spoiled  the  simplicity  of 
Anacreon's  (kncy,  by  such  extravagant  conceptions  as  the 
following:— 

Qunnd  Je  bois.  mon  ciil  s'lmagine 
Que.  dans  nn  tnarbillon  plein  de  parAuns  divers, 
Bacchus  m'eniporte  dans  les  airs, 

Rompli  de  sa  liqueur  divine. 


Bright  shapes,  of  every  hue  and  form. 

Upon  my  kindl'ing  fancy  swarm, 

Till  the  whole  world  of  beauty  seems 

To  crowd  into  my  dazzled  dreams ! 

When  thus  I  drink,  my  heart  refines, 

And  rises  as  the  cup  declines ; 

Rises  in  tlie  genial  flow. 

That  none  but  social  spirits  know. 

When,  with  young  revellers,  round  the  bowl 

The  old  themselves  grow  young  in  soul  !* 

Oh,  when  I  drink,  true  joy  is  mine, 

There's  bliss  in  every  drop  of  wine. 

All  other  blessings  I  have  known* 

I  scarcely  dared  to  call  my  own ; 

But  this  the  Fates  can  ne'er  destroy, 

Till  death  o'ershadows  all  my  joy. 


ODE  U.* 


Fly  not  thu4  my  brow  of  snow, 
Lovely  wanton !  fly  not  so. 
Though  the  \«in*  of  age  is  mine. 
Though  youth's  brilliant  flush  be  thine. 
Still  I'm  doom'd  to  sigh  for  thee. 
Blest,  if  thou  couldst  sigh  for  me ! 

Or  this:— 

Indl  ml  mena 
Mentre  lleto  ebro,  deliro, 
Daccho  In  giro 
Per  la  vaga  aara  serena. 

4  FTAex,  with  young  revellers,  round  the  ftoW, 
The  old  themselves  grow  young  in  soult]  Bubjoloed  to 
CaiTs  edition  of  Anacreon,  we  find  some  curious  letters  apoa 
the  Qtaaot  of  the  ancients,  which  app^ired  In  the  French 
Journals.  At  the  opening  of  the  Od^on  In  Paris,  the  nmn- 
Rgcrs  of  that  spectacle  requested  Pmfessor  Gall  to  give  theoi 
some  uncommon  name  for  their  fttes.  He  soggested  Ihs 
word  "Tbiase.**  which  was  adopted ;  but  the  literati  of  Fails 
questioned  the  propriety  of  the  term,  and  addressed  their 
criticisms  to  Gail  through  the  medium  of  the  public  prints. 

s  Albertl  has  Imitated  this  ode ;  and  Capllupas,ln  tbefhl- 
iowing  epigraiu,  has  given  a  version  of  it : — 

Cur,  Lalage,  mea  vita,  meos  contemnis  amores  1 
Cnr  (Ugis  e  nostro  pulchrn  puella  sinu  Y 

Ne  fligias,  sint  sparsa  licet  mea  tempora  canhi. 
Inqne  tno  roseus  (Vilgeat  ore  colrv. 

As|rice  ut  Inteztas  deceant  qnoque  flore  corollas 
Candida  pnrpnrels  lllia  mista  rosls. 

Oh !  why  repel  my  soul's  impassion*d  vow, 
4%nd  fly,  beloved  maid,  these  longing  arms  t 

Is  It.  that  wintry  time  has  strew'd  my  brow. 
While  thine  are  all  the  summer's  roseate  cbanna  1 

See  the  rich  garland  eulPd  in  vernal  weather. 
Where  the  young  rosebud  with  the  lily  glows , 

So.  In  Love's  wreath  we  b«ith  may  twine  tiiscther, 
And  I  the  Illy  be,  and  thou  the  rose. 
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ODE  LIV.» 

Metiiixk0,  the  piclared  bull  we 
Is  amorous  Jove — it  must  be  he ! 
Hovt  fondly  blest  he  tfeems  to  bear 
That  fairest  of  Phoenician  fair ! 
Flow  proud  ho  breasts  the  foamy  tide, 
And  spunis  the  billowy  surge  aside  I 
Could  any  beast  of  vulgar  vein 
Undaunted  thus  defy  the  main? 
No :  he  deecenda  from  climes  above, 
He  lookfi  Uie  God,  he  breathes  of  Jove . 


ODE  LV.» 


Whilk  we  invoke  the  wreathed  spring, 
Resplendent  rose !  to  Uiee  we*Il  sing  :^ 

lerlhed  by  Gallon,  as  nn  excellent  medicine  fx  old  men : 
**Qnnd  frigido^et  hamnrlhnK  explehM  calefaclat,  Ice.;**  lint 
Nature  waa  AnMcrenn*s  ph3r«lclan. 

There  is  a  pmverb  In  Eriphas,  ai  qaoted  by  Athenvos, 
which  wyn,  "  that  wine  mnkes  an  old  man  dance,  whether 
he  will  or  noL** 

Aoyof  rar*  apx'tioit  ov  Kavtai  cx(i>v, 
i)i¥n»  Xryovnt  rofc  ytp't^raf^  u  irarcp, 

*  *'This  ode  Is  written  npnn  a  pictaro  which  represenled 
tlic  mpe  of  Europti,"— ^arfam«  Daeier. 

Itniny  prohnhly  hnve  been  a  description  of  one  of  those 
coitt!*.  which  the  Sidonians  struck  off  In  homv  of  Enropa, 
n'prrsentinc  a  woman  carried  across  the  sea  by  aboil.  Thns 
Nntniis  Como^t.  lib.  viii.  cap.  93.  ''Sidonii  namismnta  com 
ffFmini  tnnri  dor«o  insidente  ac  mare  transflvtante  cndemnt 
in  ejus  honorpm.**  In  the  little  treatise  upon  the  goddess  of 
Byria,  attrilmted  very  fahely  to  Lucian,  there  Is  mention  of 
this  coin,  and  of  a  temple  dedicnted  by  the  Bidonlans  to 
A«tnrte.  whom  some,  it  apiwars,  confounded  with  Eimipa. 

The  poet  Mo^chuv  ha«  let  a  very  beautlftal  Idyl  on  the 
a  )ry  of  Europe. 

'  A*0 ;  he  dfMtend*  from  dime*  ohme^ 
He  looks  the  Ood^  Ac  breatkt*  of  Jovo  t]     Thns  Bfos- 
chus : — 

Kpx'if/t  ^co¥  rai  rpr*f/t  Se/Mac  itat  ytutro  rtnpof. 

The  God  forgot  hlm«elf,  his  heaven,  for  love. 
And  a  i)uli*s  form  belied  th*  almighty  Jove. 

'  This  ode  is  n  briltinnt  panegyric  on  the  row.  "  All  an- 
tiquity (say*  Barnes)  has  pmdneed  nothing  more  beantiftal.** 

PriHii  the  idea  of  peculiar  ezeelienee,  which  the  anclenta 
attnched  to  this  flower,  arose  a  pretty  proverbial  expreaslon, 
used  by  Aristophanes,  according  to  Bnldai,  fioJia  ft*  cipiKaf* 
"  You  have  spoken  roses,**  a  phrase  somewhat  similar  to  the 
*'  dire  des  fleuretiet**  of  the  French.  In  the  same  idea  of  ex- 
cellence originated,  I  donbi  not,  a  very  cnrioos  appHeathm 
of  the  word  ^iA.i»,  for  «  hich  the  Inqnlsillve  reader  may  enn- 
snit  GHuiminus  opon  the  epithalamlnm  of  our  poet,  where 
It  is  Introduced  In  the  mmanee  of  Theodoras.  Mnietns,  In 
one  of  his  elegies,  calls  his  mistress  his  rose  :— 

Jnm  te  Igitnr  mr«ns  teneo.  ffirmoanln,  jam  le 
(Unid  trepidas  Y)  teneo ;  Jam,  mea,  te  teneo.       Elcf  .  & 
Now  I  again  mny  clasp  thee,  dearett, 
Wlutl  Is  there  now,  on  earth,  thoa  feareat  t 


Whose  breath  perfumes  th'  Olympian  bow«n ; 

Whose  virgin  blush,  of  chastenM  dye. 

Enchants  so  much  our  mortal  eye. 

When  pleasure's  springtide  season  glows, 

The  Graces  love  to  wreath  the  rose ; 

And  Venus,  in  its  fresh-Uown  leaves,* 

An  emblem  of  herself  perceives. 

Ofl  hath  the  poet*s  magic  tongue 

The  rose's  fair  luxuriance  sung  ;* 

And  long  the  Muses,  heavenly  maids. 

Have  reur*d  it  in  their  tuneful  shades. 

When,  at  the  early  glance  of  morn, 

It  sleeps  upon  tlie  glittering  thorn, 

'Tis  sweet  to  dare  the  tanirled  fence. 

To  cull  the  timid  floweret  thence. 

And  wipe  with  tender  hand  sway 

The  tear  that  on  its  blushes  lay ! 

'Tis  sweet  to  hold  the  infant  stems, 

Yet  dropping  with  Aurora's  gems. 

Again  those  longing  arms  Infold  thee, 
Again,  my  rose,  again  I  hold  thee. 

This,  like  most  of  the  terms  of  endearment  In  the 
Latin  poets,  Is  taken  from  Plautus;  they  si  era  vnlfir  asd 
colloquial  In  his  time,  but  are  among  the  e  eganctea  of  tlw 
modem  Latinists. 

Passeratlns  alludes  to  the  ode  befora  us.  In  the  beglaaisg 
of  his  poem  on  the  Rose : — 

Carmine  digna  rosa  est ;  vellem  canerctnr  nt  Ulna 
Teins  argutA  cecinit  testndlne  vates. 

<  Resplendent  rose  I  to  thee  we'll  sing;\  I  have  panad 
over  the  line  (rtivcrai/»ci  avla  pt\irti¥^  which  Is  corrupt  In  tUl 
original  reading,  and  has  been  very  little  Improved  by  Iks 
annotators.  I  should  supjiose  it  to  be  an  Interpolation.  If  II 
were  nut  for  a  lino  whUh  occurs  afterwards :  ^tpt  iq  ^wir 
Xtyuiptv. 

*  JInd  Venus,  in  its  /•  esh-b/own  leaves,  itt.]  Bellean,  Is  a 
note  apon  an  old  French  poet,  quoting  the  original  hen 
a^po6toniiv  r*  aOvppOf  translates  It,  "comma  les  d^UeascC 
mignardlses  de  Venus.** 

•  Oft  hath  the  poeCs  majfie  tonfus 

Tlie  rose's  fair  luxuriance  sung  ;  Sx.'\  The  (bllowlng  tl 
a  fragment  of  the  Lesbian  poetess.  It  is  cited  in  the  raoMUMS 
of  Achilles  Tatlus,  who  appears  to  have  resolved  the  nwnMiS 
Into  proae.  Et  roi(  avQtotw  ffitXgv  h  Znrf  cffitfciMU  ^«eiAcn,re 
^o^¥  ay'rvue  avBtuip  tffaotXtve.  yrif  tort  Kovpof^furto9  myXt^ 
Xofio,  e^BaXftos  avBcov^  XttftttifOi  tpvBnpa,  raAAef 
Epcorof  vpci,  Afpoitrnv  npof tvii,  tvetdtoi  fvXXotstOfii 
¥iirvtf  ncraXoit  rpv^'i.  to  ntr  iXo¥  rioZn^vpf^  ytXi» 

If  Jove  would  give  ihe  leafy  bowers 
A  queen  for  all  their  world  of  flowers. 
The  row  would  be  the  choice  of  Jove, 
And  blash,  the  queen  of  every  gmve. 
Sweetest  child  of  wce|..ng  morning. 
Gem.  the  vert  of  earth  adorning, 
Eye  of  gardens,  light  of  lawns, 
Narsllng  of  so(\  summer  d-iwns; 
I/ove*t  own  earliest  sigh  It  breaths, 
Beanty*s  bmw  with  Instre  wreaths. 
And,  to  young  Zephyr*s  warm  carestea, 
Spreads  abenad  Its  verdant  treaaet, 
Till,  blushing  with  the  wanton*s  play. 
Its  cheek  wears  e*en  a  richer  ray ! 
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And  fresh  inhale  th«  ipiey  aghe 
Thet  from  the  weeping  buds  arise. 

When  revel  leigns,  when  mirth  is  high, 
And  Baochos  beams  in  every  eye. 
Our  rosy  fillets  scent  exhale. 
And  fill  with  balm  tho  fainting  gale. 
There's  nanght  in  nature  bright  or  gay. 
Where  roses  do  not  shed  their  ray. 
>Vhen  morning  paints  the  orient  skies, 
Her  fingexB  bum  with  roseate  dyes ;' 
Vooug  njrmphs  betray  the  rose*s  hue. 
O'er  whitest  arms  it  khuUes  through. 
In  Cythf rea*8  form  it  glows. 
And  mingles  with  the  living  snows. 

The  rose  distib  a  healing  balm. 
The  beating  palse  of  pain  to  calm ; 
Preserves  the  ookl  inumed  day,' 
And  mocks  the  vestige  of  decay  :* 
An  when,  at  length,  in  pale  decline. 
Its  florid  beauties  fade  Mid  pine. 
Sweet  as  in  youth,  its  balmy  breath 
Diffuses  odo%even  in  death  i* 
Oh !  whence  could  such  a  plant  have  sprung  ? 
listen, — ^for  thus  the  .tale  is  sung. 
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'  'f  ken  mtmimjf  pmimts  tkt  »runi  Mkitt, 
UerfimgerM  bum  with  rmstaU  dj/es  ;  A'c]  In  the  original 
km  eniuneniies  the  many  epithets  of  beaaty.  borrowed 
fcas  toae%,  which  were  nied  by  the  poeta«  wapa  r«a>  vo^v. 
We  aee  that  poets  were  difnifled  In  Greece  with  the  title  of 
wM^fe* :  eren  the  ca/eless  Anacreon,  who  lived  but  for  love 
aad  TttliiptanosDeiM,  was  called  by  Plato  the  wise  Anacreon 
— ^  ftiit  hrc  sapieotia  qaondam.** 

*  frtMrwtM  tkt  e*ld  inumed  clof^  4-c.]  He  here  allndes  to 
tfw  mm  of  the  rose  In  embalming ;  and.  perhaps,  (as  Barnes 
Ifciekj.)  to  the  rmy  onguent  with  which  Venus  anointed 
Ike  cvrpse  of  Hector.— Homer's  Iliad  ^.  It  may  likewise 
Rfud  the  ancient  practice  of  putting  garlands  of  roies  on 
Ihs  demd,  as  In  Statins  Theb.  lib.  z.  7b3. 

hi  sertis.  a.  ^rris  honore  soluto 

Arciunalant  artns,  patriiqne  in  scde  reponunt 
Oorpos  odotatam. 
Whcfs  **  veris  bunor,**  though  It  mean  every  kind  of  flowers, 
■sy  saca  BMfe  partkalarly  to  refer  to  the  rose,  which  our 
pset  fa  another  ode  calls  lapot  ^tXtifta.  We  read,  in  the 
Ijewigii  pblca  of  Pierins,  lib.  I  v.,  that  some  of  the  ancients 
wed  to  ofder  In  their  wills,  that  roses  should  be  annually 
ssanned  on  their  tombs,  and  Pierius  has  adduced  seme  se- 
pelrhnd  iBscriptinns  to  this  purpose. 

*  Jmd  nwcA«  Uks  v€Mtige  of  decay  :]  When  he  says  that 
fUs  inwer  prevails  over  time  itself,  he  still  alludes  to  its 
lAcacy  m  etobalmment,  (teneri  poneret  ossa  ro»4.  ProperL 
Ik  L  eleg.  no  **  perhaps  to'  the  subsequent  Idea  of  its  fn- 

sarriviaf  lu  beauty;  for  he  can  scarcely  mean  to 
for  dafatkm  the  **  niminm  breves  flores'*  of  the  rose. 
PhUoscrata*  compares  this  flower  with  love,  and  says,  that 
ftry  bi«h  defy  the  influenee  of  time ;  XP^*"^"  ^  ^vrc  Epoitj 
mrt  fmia  etitv.  Unfortunately  the  similitude  lies  not  in 
ttrir  doratiofi.  bat  their  traniiience. 

*  Mgeel  ma  n  ymUA,  it*  hatmf  brtatk 
IMS  Wer  sMm  ta  death  I]    Thils  Casper  Barlsus,  In 
K-apilanua: 


When,  humid,  from  the  silvery  stream. 
Effusing  beauty's  warmest  beam, 
Venus  appeared,  in  flushing  hues, 
Mellow'd  by  ocean*8  briny  dews ; 
When,  in  the  starry  courts  above. 
The  pregnant  brain  of  mighty  Jove 
Disclosed  the  nymph  of  azure  glance. 
The  nymph  who  shakes  the  martial  lance  ;• 
Then,  then,  in  strange  eventful  hour. 
The  earth  produced  an  infant  flower, 
Which  spnmg,  in  blushing  glories  dressed. 
And  wantou*d  o*er  its  parent  breast 
The  gods  beheld  thb  brilliant  liirth. 
And  hail'd  the  Rose,  the  boon  of  earth  ! 
With  nectar  drops,  a  ruby  tide. 
The  sweetly  orient  buds  they  dyed,* 
And  bade  them  bloom,  the  flowers  div..ie 
Of  him  who  gave  the  glorious  vine ; 
And  bade  them  on  the  spaugled  thorn 
£Ixpand  their  bosoms  to  the  mom. 


ODE  LV1.« 


Hb,  who  instructs  the  youthful  crew 
To  bathe  them  in  the  brimmer's  dew, 

Ambrosinni  late  rosa  tunc  qnnqne  spargit  udorem, 
Cum  fluit,  aut  multo  languida  sole  Jscet. 

Nor  then  the  rose  its  odor  loses, 
When  all  its  flushing  beauties  die; 

Nor  less  ambrosial  balm  diffVises, 
When  wlther*d  by  the  solar  eye. 

*  With  nectar  drope,  a  ruby  tide, 

The  Mweetijf  orient  bude  they  dyed,  i-e.]  The  author  ot 
the  **  Pervigilium  Veneris"  (a  poem  attributed  to  Catullns, 
the  style  of  which  appears  to  me  to  have  all  the  labored 
luxuriance  of  a  much  later  period)  ascribes  the  tincture  of 
the  rose  to  the  blood  from  the  wound  of  Adoni>~ 

rosiB 

Fuse  aprino  de  cruore*- 

according  to  the  emendation  of  Lipsius.    In  the  following 
epigram  this  hue  is  difTcrently  accounted  for  :— 

Ilia  quidem  studiosa  suum  defendere  Adoolm, 

Gradivns  stricto  quem  petit  ense  feroz, 
AfBzit  darts  vestigia  emcoL  rosetls, 
Aibaque  divlno  picta  craore  rosa  est. 

While  the  enamor*d  queen  of  Joy 
Flies  to  protect  her  lovely  boy, 

On  whom  the  Jealoiu  war-god  rushes ; 
She  treads  upon  a  thomed  rose, 
And  while  the  wound  with  crimson  flows. 

The  snowy  floweret  feels  her  blood,  and  blushes : 

•  **  Compare  with  this  elegant  ode  the  verses  of  Ux,  lib  1. 
*die  Welnlese.*  **'~Dege%, 

This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  hymns  which  were  sung  at 
the  anniversary  festival  of  the  vintage ;  one  of  the  cfftX^ycoi 
i/4Mi,  as  our  poet  himself  terms  them  in  the  flAy-niuth  ode. 
We  cannot  help  leeling  a  sort  of  reverence  for  these  classic 
relics  of  the  religion  of  antiquity.  Horace  may  be  supposed 
to  have  writton  the  nineteenth  ode  of  his  second  book,  and 
the  twenty-Ditbof  the  third,  for  some  bacchanalian  cclebra- 
UoB  of  this  kind. 
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And  taste,  uncloy'd  by  rich  exeeaBes, 
All  the  blias  that  wine  poMeflws ; 
He,  who  in«})lres  the  youth  to  bound 
Elastic  throu'rh  the  dance*s  round, — 
Bacchus,  the  god  again  is  here, 
And  leads  along  the  blushing  year ; 
The  blushing  year  with  vintage  teems, 
Ready  to  shed  those  cordial  streams, 
Which,  sparkling  in  the  cup  of  mirth, 
Illuminate  the  sons  of  earth  .'* 

Then,  when  the  ripe  and  vcrmil  wine« — 
Blest  infant  of  the  pregnant  vine, 
Which  now  in  mellow  dusters  swells, — 
Oh  !  when  it  bursts  its  roseate  cells, 
Brightly  the  joyous  stream  shall  flow, 
To  balsam  every  mortal  wo  I 
None  shall  be  then  cast  down  or  weak, 
For  healtn  and  joy  shall  light  each  cheek ; 
No  heart  will  then  desponding  sigh, 
For  wine  shall  bid  despondence  fly. 
Thus — till  another  autumn*s  glow 
Shall  bid  another  vintage  flow. 


ODE  LVII.« 


Whose  was  the  artist  hand  that  spread 
Upon  this  disk  the  ocean's  bed  ?* 
And,  in  a  flight  of  fancy,  high 

1  fVkick,  tparklinff  in  Ike  eup  of  mirtkt 
lUmminaU  the  tons  of  eartA']  In  the  orifinal  voroif 
aorovotf  Kofiigtov.  MHdauie  liNcier  thinks  tbnt  the  poet  here 
hHd  the  nepenthe  of  Homer  In  hU  mind.  Odyssey,  lib.  Iv. 
Th'«  nepenthe  was  a  something  of  exquisite  charm,  inAised 
by  htfirn  Into  the  wine  of  her  guents,  which  bad  the  power 
of  dispelling  every  anxiety.  A  French  writer,  De  Mere, 
conjectures  that  this  spell,  which  made  the  bowl  so  be- 
niiling,  was  the  charm  of  Helen's  conversation.  See  Dayle, 
art.  Helinc. 

*  This  ode  Is  a  very  animated  description  of  a  pictare  of 
Venus  on  a  di^tcas,  which  represented  the  goddess  in  her 
first  emergence  from  the  waves.  Akmat  two  centuries  aAer 
our  poet  wrote,  the  pencil  of  the  artist  Apelles  embellished 
this  subject,  in  his  famous  painting  of  the  Venus  Anadyo- 
mene.  the  model  of  which,  as  Pliny  Informs  us,  waa  the 
be.YuUfuI  Campospe,  given  to  him  by  Alexander ;  though, 
according  to  Natalis  Comeii,  lib.  vil.  cap.  16,  It  was  Phryne 
who  sat  to  Apelles  for  the  face  and  breast  of  this  Venus. 

There  are  a  few  blemishes  In  the  reading  of  the  ode  be- 
fore us,  which  have  Influenced  Fuber,  Heyne,  Brunck,  he 
to  denoonce  the  whole  poem  as  spurious.  But,  **  non  ego 
pauds  offendar  maculis.**  I  think  it  is  quite  beaalifbl 
enough  to  be  authentic. 

*  fVkooe  too*  tkt  artist  hand  that  opreod 

Upon  this  disk  the  ocean's  bed  7]  I'he  abruptness  of  apa 
n(  Toptvce  jraiTue  is  finely  expressive  of  sudden  adminttion, 
and  is  one  of  those  beauties  which  we  cannot  bat  admire  in 
their  source,  though,  by  frequent  imitation,  they  are  now 
liocoiiie  familiar  and  unimpressive. 


As  aught  on  earthly  wing  can  fly. 

Depicted  thtis,  in  semblanoe  warm. 

The  Queen  of  Love*s  volupCuous  form 

Floating  along  the  silv*ry  sea 

In  beauty's  naked  majesty ! 

Oh !  he  hath  given  th'  enamor*d  sight 

A  witching  banquet  of  delight. 

Where,  gleaming  through  the  waters  dea 

Glimpses  of  undreamM  charms  appear, 

And  all  that  mystery  loves  to  screen. 

Fancy,  like  Faith,  adores  unseen.* 

light  as  the  leaf,  that  on  the  breeze 
Of  summer  skims  the  glassy  seas. 
She  floats  along  the  ocean^s  breast, 
Which  undulates  in  sleepy  rest ; 
While  stealing  on,  she  gently  pillows 
Her  bosom  on  the  heaving  billows. 
Her  bosom,  like  the  dew-wash*d  rose,* 
Her  neck,  like  ApriPs  spi&rkling  snows. 
Illume  the  liquid  path  she  traces, 
And  bum  within  the  stream**  embraees^ 
Thus  on  she  moves,  in  languid  pride. 
Encircled  by  the  azure  tide,  ^ 

As  some  fair  lily  o*er  a  bed 
Of  violets  bends  its  graceful  head. 

Beneath  their  queen*s  inspiring  glanoey 
The  dolphins  o*er  the  green  sea  dance. 
Bearing  in  triumph  young  Desire,* 
And  infant  Love  with  smiles  of  fire ! 

*  And  all  thai  mystery  loves  to  screen^ 

Fhncf,  like  Fhitk^  adores  unseen.  ^.]  The  pIS 
has  all  the  delicate  character  of  the  senil-redoel 
and  affords  a  happy  specimen  of  what  the  poetry  • 
oufkt  to  be — glowing  but  through  a  veil,  and  steal 
the  heart  from  concealment.  Few  of  the  andti 
attained  this  modesty  of  description,  which,  like  tt 
ciuud  that  hung  over  Jupiter  and  Juno,  Is  Impv 
every  beam  but  that  of  fancy. 

*  Her  bosom,  like  the  deto-wask'd  rose,  j-cj  * 
(says  an  anonymous  annotutor)  is  a  whimsical  s| 
the  bosom.**  Neither  Catullus  nor  Gray  have  bM 
opinion.    The  foniier  has  the  expression, 

En  hie  in  roseis  laiet  papUlia : 

And  the  latter, 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-bos<im  o  tiours,  Ite. 

"^rottus,  a  modem  Lntinlst,  might  indeed  be  eesM 
too  «iigne  a  use  of  the  epithet  "  rosy,**  wlien  be  i 
lo  the  eyes : — "  e  roseis  oculls.** 

• y^viy  Desire^  i-e.]    In  the  orlgiati 

who  was  the  same  deity  with  Jocus  among  tht  . 
Aurelius  Augurellus  has  a  poem  beginning — 

Invilat  olim  Bncchus  ad  coenam  suos 
Comon,  J(K:nni.  Cupidinem. 
Which  Parneil  has  closely  imitated  :— 

Gay  Bacchus,  liking  E<ttcourt*a  wine, 

A  noble  meal  bespoke  us ; 
And  for  the  guesu  that  were  to  dine, 
Brought  Cumus,  Love,  and  Jocus, 
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While,  glittering  throagfi  tlie  nlver  waves, 
The  tenants  of  the  briny  oaves 
Around  the  pomp  their  gambols  play, 
And  gleam  along  the  watery  way. 


ODE  LVnL« 


When  Gold,  as  fleet  as  zephyr*s  pinion, 
Escaprs  tike  any  faithless  minion,* 
And  flies  me,  (as  he  flies  me  ever,)' 
Do  I  pimue  him  7  never,  never ! 
No,  let  the  false  deserter  go. 
For  who  could  court  his  direst  foe  7 
But,  when  I  feel  my  lighteu'd  mind 
No  more  by  grovelling  gold  confined, 
Then  loose  I  all  such  clinging  cares. 
And  cast  them  to  the  vagrant  airs. 
Then  feel  I,  too,  the  Muse's  spell. 
And  wake  to  life  the  dulcet  shell. 
Which,  roused  once  more,  to  beauty  sings, 
While  love  dissolves  along  the  strings ! 

But  scarcely  has  my  heart  been  taught 
How  little  Gold  deserves  a  thought, 
^Vhen,  lo  !  the  slave  returns  once  more, 
Ajid  with  him  wafts  delicious  store 
Of  racy  wine,  whose  genial  art 
In  slumber  seals  the  anxious  heart 
Agaiu  he  tries  my  soul  to  sever 
From  love  and  song,  perhaps  forever ! 


>  I  have  followed  Barnes's  arrangement  of  this  ode,  which, 
tbo^^h  deviating  somewhat  from  the  Vatican  MS.,  appears 
to  m»  the  more  natural  order. 

)  IfhtM  Gold,  as  JUrt  a*  iephyr*$  pinion, 

Eumpes  like  any  faitkiess  minion,  ^e-]  In  the  original 
*OifmTtr$i(  0  xfiVfi'  There  is  a  lr'*^d  of  pan  in  these  words. 
IS  Madame  Dnrier  has  already  remanded ;  for  Chrj'sos,  which 
rifsUks  gold,  was  also  a  frequent  mime  for  a  slave.  In  one 
of  Loeiao's  dialogues,  there  Is  I  think,  a  similar  play  upon 
the  word,  where  the  followers  of  Chrysipptis  are  called 
foUea  fishes.  The  puns  of  the  ancients  arc.  in  general, 
erea  oiore  vapid  than  oar  own ;  some  of  the  best  are  those 
noofded  uf  Diogenes. 

I  AndJUes  me,  (m  iujlie$  me  ever,)  ire.}  Aet  6\  act  ftt  ^cv 
ytu  This  fiace  of  iteration  has  already  been  taken  notice 
«C  Thoogh  sometimes  merely  a  playful  beauty,  it  is  pecn- 
lisrly  expressive  of  Impassioned  sentiment,  and  we  may 
osiiy  believe  that  it  was  one  of  the  many  sources  of  that 
eaefgetk  sensibility  which  breathed  through  the  style  of 
Bni^ho.  See  Gyraid.  Vet.  Poet.  Dini.  9.  It  will  not  be 
•ikl  that  this  is  a  roechanicni  ornnmrnt  by  any  ene  who  can 
'  feel  fu  charm  in  those  lines  of  Catullus,  where  he  complalcs 
jf  Ihc  infidelity  of  his  mistress,  Lesbia  :— 

Cieli,  Lesbia  nostra,  Lesbia  ilia. 
[I la  Lttibta.  quam  Catullus  onnm, 
Plm  qaam  le  atque  suos  amavit  omnes, 


Away,  deceiver !  why  pursuing 
Ceaseless  thus  my  heart*s  undoing? 
Sweet  is  the  song  of  amorous  fire, 
Sweet  the  sighs  that  thrill  the  \yn ; 
Oh !  sweeter  far  than  all  the  gold 
Thy  wings  can  waft,  thy  mines  can  hold. 
Well  do  I  know  ihy  arts,  thy  wiles — 
They  withered  Love*s  young  wreathed  smiles ; 
And  o*er  his  lyre  such  darkness  shed, 
I  thought  its  soul  of  song  was  fled  ! 
They  dash'd  the  wine-cup,  that,  by  him. 
Was  fiird  with  kisses  to  the  brim.* 
Go— fly  to  haunts  of  sordid  men. 
But  come  not  near  the  bard  again. 
Thy  glitter  in  the  Muse^s  shade, 
Scares  from  her  bower  the  tuneful  maiG  , 
And  not  for  worlds  would  I  forego 
That  moment  of  poetic  glow, 
When  my  full  soul,  in  Fancy's  stream. 
Pours  o*er  the  lyre  its  swelling  theme. 
Away,  away !  to  worldlings  hence. 
Who  feel  not  tti.»  diviner  sense ; 
Give  gold  to  those  ^ho  love  that  pest, — 
But  leave  the  poet  poor  and  blest. 


ODE  LIX.* 


Ripen'd  by  the  solar  beam. 
Now  the  ruddy  clusters  teem,  , 
In  osier  baskets  borne  along 
By  all  the  festal  vintage  throng 


Si  sic  omnia  dixisset !— but  the  rest  does  not  bear  clta> 

tion. 

<  TTkof  daeVd  the  wine-eup,  that,  bf  kimt, 
WaeJUl'd  with  kiesee  to  the  brim.]    Original :— > 

^i\riltaTtov  St  KtivuiVf 
IIuOcov  KVireWK  Kipytif. 

Horace  has  "  Desiderti|ue  temperare  pocnlom.**  not  figu- 
ratively, however,  like  Anacreon,  but  importing  the  love- 
philtres  of  the  witches.  By  "  cups  of  kisses**  our  |ioet  may 
allude  to  a  favorite  gnllnntry  among  the  ancients,  of  drink- 
ing when  the  lips  of  their  mistresses  had  touched  the  brim :~ 

**  Or  leave  a  kiss  within  the  cop, 
And  rtl  not  ask  for  wine.** 

As  in  Ben  Jonson*s  translation  from  Philostratns ;  and  Ln- 
cian  has  a  conceit  upon  the  same  idea,  **  'Iva  xai  nit^rif  &ita 
xat  ^tXiff,**  "that  yon  may  at  once  both  drink  and  kiss.** 

*  The  title  ETtXqyio;  vpivof,  which  Barnes  has  given  to  this 
ode,  is  by  no  means  appropriate.  We  have  already  had  one 
of  those  hymns,  (ode  56.)  but  this  is  a  description  of  the  vin- 
tage ;  and  the  title  rif  oivoi',  which  it  bears  in  the  Vatican 
MS.,  Is  more  correct  than  any  that  have  been  rapgested. 

Degen,  in  the  tme  spirit  of  literary  skepticism,  doubts  that 
this  ode  is  genuine,  without  assigning  any  reason  for  saeh  a 
suspicion ;— "  non  amo  te.Sabldl,  nee  possum  dicere  qoare.** 
But  this  is  far  from  being  satisftictory  criticism. 
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Of  rosy  youths  and  virgins  fair, 
Ripe  as  the  melting  fruits  they  bear. 
Now,  now  they  press  the  pregnant  grapes, 
And  now  the  captive  stream  escapes, 
In  fervid  tide  of  nectar  gushing, 
And  for  its  bondage  proudly  blushing ! 
While,  round  the  vat*s  impiupled  brim, 
The  choral  song,  the  vintage  hymn 
Of  rosy  youths  and  virgins  fair, 
Steals  on  the  ciiarm'd  and  echoing  air. 
Mark,  how  they  drink,  with  all  their  eyes. 
The  orient  tide  that  sparkling  flies, 
The  infant  Bacchus,  bom  in  mirtli. 
While  Love  stands  by,  to  hail  the  birth. 

When  he,  whose  verging  yean  decline 
As  deep  into  the  vale  as  mine. 
When  he  inhales  the  vintage-cup. 
His  feet,  new-wtng*d,  from  earth  spring  up. 
And  as  he  dances,  the  fresh  air 
Flays  whispering  through  his  silvery  hair. 
Meanwhile  young  groups  whom  love  invites, 
To  joys  e'en  rivalling  wine's  delights. 
Seek,  ana  in  arm,  the  shadowy  grove. 
And  there,  in  words  and  looks  of  love. 
Such  as  fond  lovers  look  and  say. 
Pass  the  sweet  moonlight  hours  away.' 


ODE  LX.« 

Awake  to  life,  my  sleeping  shell. 

To  Phffibus  let  thy  numbers  swell ; 

And  though  no  glorious  prize  be  thine. 

No  Pythian  wreath  around  thee  twine. 

Yet  every  hour  is  glory's  hour 

To  him  who  gathers  wisdom's  flower. 

Then  wake  thee  from  thy  voiceless  slumbers, 

And  to  the  soil  and  Phrygian  numbers. 


1  Those  well  acqnalntcd  with  the  original  nred  hardly  be 
reminded  that,  in  these  Tew  concluding  verses,  I  have  thought 
right  to  give  only  the  general  meaning  of  my  anther,  leaving 
the  details  nntonched. 

•  This  hymn  to  Apollo  Is  supposed  not  to  have  been  writ- 
ten by  Anacreon ;  and  it  Is  andonbtedly  rather  a  sobiimer 
flight  thnn  the  Teian  wing  is  accustomed  to  soar.  But,  In  a 
poet  of  whose  works  so  small  a  proportion  has  reached  as. 
diversity  of  style  is  by  no  means  a  safe  criterion.  If  we 
knew  Horace  but  as  a  satirist,  shoald  we  easily  believe  there 
conid  dwell  such  anlmaUon  In  hU  lyre  t  Suldas  says  that 
our  poet  wrote  hymns,  and  this  perhaps  Is  one  of  them.  We 
can  perceive  in  what  an  altered  and  Imperfect  state  his 
works  are  at  present,  when  we  And  a  scholiast  upon  Horace 
citing  an  ode  flrom  the  third  book  of  Anacreon. 

•  And  kow  UU  tender,  timid  maid 

Flew  tremUing  te  the  kindly  ehadtt  lx.l    Original  ^- 


Which,  tremblingly,  my  lips  repeat. 
Send  echoes  from  thy  chord  as  sweet. 
'Tis  thus  the  swan,  with  fadmg  notes, 
Down  the  Cayster's  current  floats, 
While  amorous  breezes  linger  round. 
And  sigh  responsive  sound  for  sound. 

Muse  of  tlie  Lyre !  illume  my  dream. 
Thy  PhoDbus  is  my  fancy's  theme ; 
And  hallow'd  is  the  harp  I  bear. 
And  hallow'd  is  the  wreath  I  wear, 
Hallow'd  by  him,  the  god  of  lays, 
Who  modulates  the  choral  maze. 
I  sing  the  love  which  Daphne  twined 
Around  the  godliead's  yielding  mind  ;    • 
I  sing  the  blushing  Daphne's  flight 
From  tliis  ethereal  son  of  Light ; 
And  how  the  tender,  timid  maid 
Flew  trembling  to  the  kindly  shade,* 
Resigned  a  form,  alas,  too  fair. 
And  grew  a  verdant  laurel  there ; 
Whose  leaves,  with  sympathetic  thrill. 
In  terror  seem'd  to  tremble  stiU ! 
The  god  pursued,  with  wing*d  desire; 
And  when  his  hopes  were  all  on  fire, 
And  when  to  clasp  the  nymph  he  thought, 
A  lifeless  tree  was  all  he  caught ; 
And,  stead  of  sighs  that  pleasure  heaves. 
Heard  but  the  west- wind  in  the  leaves ! 

But,  pause,  my  soul,  no  more,  no  more- 
Enthusiast,  whither  do  I  soar  7 
This  swcetly-madd'ning  dream  of  soul 
Hath  hurried  me  beyond  the  goal. 
Why  should  I  sing  the  mighty  darts 
Which  fly  to  wound  celestial  hearts. 
When  ah,  the  song,  with  sweeter  tone. 
Can  tell  the  darts  that  wound  my  own  ? 
Still  be  Anacreon,  still  ins]Mre 
The  descant  of  the  Teian  lyre  :* 


To  fitv  CKVi^cvyt  KCvrpoVf 
^vatus  i*  OfttixJ/t  fiop<p^v. 

I  find  the  word  Ktvrpov  here  has  a  doable  force,  as 
signifies  that  ** omnium  imrentemi  quam  sanctum  Nor 
&C.*'  (See  Martial-)  In  order  tn  confirm  this  import 
word  here,  those  who  are  curious  in  new  reading 
place  the  stop  after  ^vvcox,  thus : — 

To  pi¥  tKirt^tvyt  Kcvrpov 
4fv9ttof,  6'  aftctips  noft^.-^if. 

*  Still  be  Anacreon,  etilt  inepire 

The  deeeant  of  the  Teian  lyre :]  The  original  Is  1 

OKptovra  /ii/ioo.    I  have  translated  it  under  the  !Up| 

that  the  hymn  is  by  Anacreon ;  thuugli,  I  fenr,  fK 

very  line,  that  his  claim  to  it  can  scarcely  be  support 

Toy  Avatptovra  fiiitov, "  Imitate  Anacreon,**  Sue! 
lesson  given  us  by  the  lyrist ;  and  if,  in  poetry,  a  sini 
gance  of  sentiment,  enriched  by  the  must  play(\il  fell< 
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I«t  the  nccUi-'d  ntunb«n  float, 

niirn  ■ome  foulh,  nrhose  glowing  bhqI 
fell  llie  Faphian  ttai't  coutrol, 
:a  be  the  liquid  lays  shiill  hear, 

drinking  liter*  of  long  divins, 
.juct  OD  inlellcclutU  wine!' 


ODE  LXI.i 
■f  onu'p  snd«ring  charms  are  ( 
'■iiOTj  tocka  dpfoTTn  mv  hpud  ; 
bloomy  paws,  dBlliinc*  gay, 
'lW  the  flawen  of  Ufe  decay.' 
tVltbeTiD|t  aire  bepin  to  Irece 
o'er  my  face ; 


I  lb>  MHIy-Kcnnd  aim  at  Ihli  merlei,  llns  Ibli^ 
i>M9.buriiitwiL)i  III  InurllosH.nnd  Bsnin  Im- 
1  lb*  nn^ni  uT  rtiJq.  In  lli«  tnj  HVcolh,  lloa 
M  piofeiiw  lo  b^n  piciennl  Iha  nudlni  of  Uw 


/i«r  pocL  mulada  oi 

lIBwlBb>B|B|>bll 

asm  or  wAilily  ei 


Time  liu  shrd  its  swpelest  blooin. 
All  the  ratora  moBl  be  j^onm. 
TliH  it  ia  Ihni  »ts  mo  Hghiag ; 
Dreary  la  Iha  Ihonglit  of  dying  -■* 
Lone  and  dismal  is  tho  roadi 
Down  to  Pluto's  da^  abode ; 
And,  when  once  the  journey's  o'er, 


Fiu.  mv,  boy,  as  deep  a  diaaglxl, 

As  e>r  was  fill'd,  as  o'er  was  quufTd  ; 

But  [el  tho  water  amply  How, 

To  cool  the  grape's  iDtomprrnle  glow  ;' 

Let  not  the  liery  god  bo  vngle. 

But  with  the  nymphs  in  union  mingle. 


in  phMowjiher    Bet  tail  poem,  ■ 


upno  Dilallin'i 
rell-knowB  Unci,  "Qal  nnnc  <l  |><:r  \ui.  kc."  renuiAi  Ibsl 
ichrnin.wllh  IbeuiK  Idas,  ii  called  uifii^oi  by  Theocil- 
is,  and  ioriMipojiH  by  NleaadH. 

■  Tbii  ods  cmuiiu  or  Iwn  (Vapiirnu.  nhlcb  are  la  be  (hand 
I  Alheoroi,  biwki^aiidwhlcli  BanMi.friiDi1ba  ilaiilsillT 

lenunrnarpxel. 


allf  £ory  ibe 


iniblii 


Coni  nymphli  Iglnir  muMllii,  ai  line  sTniphli 
Oadenll  ranas  fliloilne  (orrlpllof 

nlillo  hnvenly  Hn  niii«onnd  hli  Thebnn  dame, 

A  Naiad  ciiu»hi  ynuai  Batifiai  fpioi  iho  flame,  I 

Hence.  .Ull  be  Inte.  Iha  Naiad".  ery,ial  nm. 
And  when  bli  nallve  Itm  uu  Aeieely  bora. 
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For  though  the  bowrs  the  grave  of  sadnea, 

Ne'er  let  it  be  the  birth  of  m&dneaB. 

No,  banish  from  our  board  to-night 

Th9  revelries  of  rude  delight ; 

To  Scythians  leave  these  wild 

Ours  be  the  joy  that  sooths  and  bl( 

And  while  the  temperate  bowl  we  wreath* 

In  concert  let  our  voices  breathey 

Beguiling  every  hour  along 

With  harmony  of  soul  and  song. 


ODE  LXIII.1 

To  Love,  the  soil  and  blooming  child, 
I  touch  the  harp  in  descant  wild ; 
To  Love,  the  babe  of  Cyprian  bowers. 
The  boy,  who  breathes  and  blushes  flowers ; 
To  Love,  for  heaven  and  earth  adore  him, 
And  gods  and  mortals  bow  before  him ! 


ODE  Lxnr.s 

Hastb  thee,  nymph,  whose  well-aim'd  spear 

Wounds  the  fleeting  mountain-deer ! 

Dtan,  Jove*8  immortal  child. 

Huntress  of  the  savage  wild ! 

Groddess  with  the  sun-bright  hair ! 

Listen  to  a  people's  prayer. 

Turn,  to  Lethe's  river  turn, 

There  thy  vanquish'd  people  moorn  !* 


>  "  This  frngment  Is  preserved  In  Clemens  Alezandrinns, 
Strom.  lib.  vl  and  In  Anenlus,  Collect  Gnec.**— BarnM. 

It  nppears  to  have  been  the  opening  of  a  hymn  in  praise 
of  Lf  )ve. 

*  This  h\*mn  to  Diana  is  extant  In  flephaestion.  There  Is 
an  anecdote  of  out  poet,  which  has  led  some  tadonbt  whether 
he  ever  wrote  any  odes  of  this  kind.  It  is  related  by  the 
Scholiast  upon  Pindar  (Isthmlonie.  od.  ii.  ▼.  1.  a«  cited  by 
Barnes)  thnt  Anncreon  belnn  asked,  why  he  addressed  all  his 
hyniDA  tn  women,  and  none  to  the  deities  1  answered,  "  Be- 
eanse  women  are  my  deities.** 

I  have  a^Kumed.  it  will  be  seen.  In  reporting  this  anecdote, 
the  s'ime  liberty  which  I  have  thought  it  right  to  take  in 
tmnslntlnv  some  of  the  odes;  and  it  were  to  be  wished  tlint 
these  little  infldellties  were  always  allowable  in  Interpreting 
the  wriUngs  of  the  ancients ;  thus,  when  nature  is  forgotten 
»n  tite  uriginnl.  in  the  transtlHtion  **  tamen  usque  recnrreL*' 

■  7Wm.  u  t^etke**  river  Cvm, 
There  tky  vanquhk*d  ptepl*  meuml]  Lethe,  a  river  of 
Ionia,  according  tn  Sumho,  falling  into  the  Meander.  In  its 
nelghburhoiKt  was  the  city  called  Magnesia,  In  favor  of 
whose  inhabitant!  nnr  poet  Is  soppoaed  to  have  addressed 
this  supplicaiioD  to  Diana.    It  was  writteo  (as  Madame 


Come  to  Lethe's  wavy  shore, 
Tell  them  they  shall  mourn  no  ■ 
Thine  their  hearts,  their  altan  tJi 
Must  they,  Dian — must  they  pii 


ODE  LXV.« 


LiKK  some  wanton  filly  spoitinn^ 
Maid  of  Thrace,  thou  fly*st  my  « 
Wanton  filly !  tell  me  why 
Thou  tripp'st  away,  with  scomfd 
And  seem'st  to  think  my  dooti^g 
Is  novice  in  the  bridling  art? 
Believe  me,  giri,  ji  is  not  so ; 
Thou'It  find  this  skilfuj  hand  caa 
The  reins  around  that  tender  foa 
However  wild,  however  warm. 
Yes — trust  me  I  can  tame  thy  ft 
And  tiun  and  wind  thee  in  the  « 
Though,  wasting  now  thy  careta 
Thou  sport  amid  the  heibs  and  A 
Soon  shalt  thou  feel  the  rein's  cm 
And  tremble  at  the  wish'd-for  foi 


ODE  LXViJi 

To  thee,  the  Queen  of  nymphs  d 
Fairest  of  all  that  fairest  shine ; 
To  thee,  who  rul'st  with  darts  of 
This  world  of  mortals,  yotmg  Dm 


Daclcr  conjectnres)  on  the  occasion  of 
the  Magneslans  had  been  defeated. 

^This  ode,  which  Is  addressed  to 
exists  in  Hersclldes,  and  has  been  Imltaisi 
by  Horace,  as  all  the  annotators  tiSve  rassi 
Dacior  rejects  the  allegory,  which  runs  so  oi 
the  poem,  and  supposes  It  to  have  been  adin 
mare  belonging  to  Polycrates. 

Pterins,  In  the  fourth  book  of  his  Hlemglyj 
ode,  and  informs  us  that  the  horse  was  Ikl 
emblem  of  pride. 

*  This  ode  Is  introdnced  In  the  Rnmaas 
ProdromuK,  and  is  that  kind  of  eptthalanilsM* 
like  a  scolinm  at  the  nuptial  banquet. 

Among  the  many  works  of  the  hnpassh 
which  time  and  ignorant  superstition  have  i 
loss  of  her  epithalaminms  Is  not  one  of  the' ft 
plore.  The  following  linos  are  cited  as  a  leli 
poems  :— 

0>;9ic  yaii0p€.  901  fitp  Sn  yofiosiiH 
ExrercXiffr*,  tx^ts  i€  rapAcfev  or  ^ 

See  Scaliger,  In  his  Poetks,  on  the  Epillw 
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And  oh !  thoQ  nuptial  Power,  to  thee 
Who  bear'st  of  life  the  guardian  key, 
Breathing  my  soal  in  fervent  praiee. 
And  weaving  wild  my  votive  layi. 
For  thee,  O  Queen  !  I  wake  the  lyre, 
For  thee,  thou  Uuahing  young  Desire, 
And  oh !  for  thee,  thou  nuptial  Power, 
Come,  and  illume  this  genial  hour. 

liook  on  thy  bride,  top  happy  boy. 
And  while  thy  lambeM  glance  of  joy 
PIa)*s  over  all  her  bluBliing  charms, 
Delay  not,  snatch  her  to  thine  arms. 
Before  the  kyvely,  trembling  prey, 
like  a  yoang  birdling,  wing  away ! 
Tuni,  Straloelea,  too  happy  youth. 
Dear  to  the  Queen  of  amorous  truth. 
And  dear  to  her,  whose  yielding  zone 
Will  soon  rvsign  her  all  thine  own. 
Turn  to  M}TQIa,  turn  thine  eye. 
Breathe  to  Myrilla,  breathe  thy  sigh. 
To  those  bewitching  beauties  turn ; 
For  thee  they  blush,  for  thee  they  bum. 

Not  more  the  rose,  the  queen  of  flowers, 
Outblushes  all  the  bloom  of  bowers, 
Than  s!ie  annvaii*d  grace  dljcluses, 
The  sweetest  rose,  where  all  are  roses. 
Oh !  may  the  sun,  benignant,  shed 
Ifis  blandest  influence  o'er  thy  bed ; 
And  foster  there  an  infant  tree. 
To  bloom  like  her,  and  tower  like  thee !' 


1 .9-mi/0fUr  tkert  an  rufmnt  tree, 
T•UMm^iUktr,•MdUmer  like  ate  t]  Orlflnal  Kwra- 
n^'Ttf  ft  Tfrpyutoi  9CV  €t^t  crpTu.  Paueratlat.  upon  the  words 
'csoicastanainWitflorein/Mn  the  Nuptial  Song  of  Ca- 
■Itas.  after  espUining  **  flew**  In  somewhat  a  similar  sense 
to  tbal  which  Gaulminos  attribates  to  ^6o¥t  sajrs,  **  Hortum 
VUfse  ▼otaat  lo  quo  floe  Ule  carpltur,  et  GrscLs  xtiirow  son 

I  ib«y  rniMrk,  In  passinf,  that  the  anther  of  the  Greek 
nnioa  of  this  charming  ode  of  Catollus,  hai  neglected  a 
mmi  f  trikinc  and  anMcreootlc  beauty  In  those  veraea  **  Ut  flos 
in  Mepcb,  kjcT  wbkli  U  the  repetitiun  of  the  line,  **  Multl 
ills*  pnerU  molic  r>ptav«re  poellae,**  with  the  slight  altera- 
•oaflf  BQlli  and  nullc  Catullus  himself,  however,  has 
eqnslly  Ipjudlcloas  In  his  version  of  the  femoas  ode  of 
havlnf  translated  ytXbMai  inepotv,  but  omitted  all 
of  the  accompanying  charm,  ^^o  ^<a¥0V9af,  Horace 
iMicaagbt  the  spirit  of  It  more  fklthfally:— 

Dolce  ridentem  Lalagen  aonabo, 
Dales  loqaentem. 
*Thi«  frafment  is  preaarred  In  the  third  book  of  Strabo. 
*  <y  ti«  7W«t«Mc«  pHm€§  wtg  MM  ;J    He  here  alludes  to 


ODE  LXVlf.1 

Rich  fai  blisi,  I  proudly  scorn 
The  wealth  of  Amalthea's  horn ; 
Nor  should  I  ask  to  call  the  throne 
Of  the  Tarteesian  prince  my  own  f 
To  totter  through  his  train  of  yean, 
The  victim  of  declining  fears. 
One  little  hour  of  joy  to  me 
Is  worth  a  dull  eternity ! 


ODE  LXVm.« 

Now  Nepttme*s  month  .  or  sky  defonns, 

The  angry  night^sloud  teemr  with  stonns ; 

And  savage  winds,  Infuriate  driven. 

Fly  howling  in  the  face  of  heaven ! 

Now,  now,  my  friends,  the  gathering  gioonr. 

With  roseate  rays  of  wine  illume : 

And  while  our  wreaths  of  parsley  spread 

Their  fadeless  foliage  round  our  head, 

Let*s  hymn  th*  almighty  power  of  wine. 

And  shed  libations  on  his  shrine ! 


ODE  LXIX.* 

TffET  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck 
And  fan  with  pensile  wreath  each  neck ; 
And  every  guest,  to  shade  his  head, 
7*hree  little  fragrant  chaplcts  spread  f 


Ar^nthonins,  who  lived,  according  to  Luclan,  a  hundred 
and  Af\y  years ;  and  reigned,  according  to  Herodotus,  eighty. 
See  Barnes. 

*  Tills  Is  compntted  of  two  fVagments ;  the  seventieth  and 
eighty-first  In  Barnes.    l*hey  are  both  found  In  Eustathins. 

*  Three  fragments  form  this  little  ode,  all  of  which  are  pre- 
served In  Athensus.  They  are  the  eighty-second,  seventy- 
fifth,  and  eighty-third.  In  Barnes. 

*  ^nd  eveiy  fFne$t.  to  thade  kit  kmi^ 

Three  little  frngrtaU  eknplets  epremd  ;]  Longeplerre,  to 
give  an  idea  of  the  Inxurinus  estimation  in  which  gnrlands 
were  held  by  the  ancients,  relates  an  anecdote  of  a  courte- 
san, who.  in  order  to  graUfy  three  lovers,  without  leaving 
cause  for  jealousy  with  any  of  them,  gave  a  kiss  to  one,  let 
the  other  drink  after  her,  and  put  a  garland  on  the  brow  of 
the  third ;  so  that  each  «ms  satisfied  with  his  (kvor,  and 
flattered  himself  with  the  prrference. 

This  circumstance  resembles  very  much  the  snl^t  ol  one 
of  the  teneone  of  Savarl  de  Mnuieon,  a  troubadour.  See 
L*Histolre  LittSralre  des  Tniubndoura.  The  recital  is  a  ca- 
rloiu  picture  of  the  puerile  gallantries  of  chivalry. 
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And  one  was  oflh'  Elgyptian  leaf. 

The  rest  were  rosee,  fair  and  brief: 

While  from  a  golden  vase  profound,  • 

To  all  on  flowery  beds  around, 

A  Hebe,  of  celestial  shape, 

rour*d  the  rich  droppings  of  the  grape  I 


ODE  LXX.1 

A  BROKEN  cake,  with  honey  sweet. 
Is  all  my  spare  and  simple  treat: 
And  while  a  generous  bowl  I  crown 
To  float  my  little  banquet  down, 
I  take  the  soft,  the  amorous  lyre. 
And  sing  of  love's  delloioos  fire : 
In  mirthful  measures  warm  and  free, 
I  sing,  dear  maid,  and  sing  for  thee ! 


ODE  LXXL& 
With  twenty  chords  my  lyre  b  hung. 

And  while  I  wake  them  all  for  tliee. 
Thou,  O  maiden,  wild  and  young, 

Disport'st  in  airy  levity. 

The  nursling  fawn,  that  in  some  shade 
Its  antler'd  mother  leaves  behind,' 

Is  not  more  wantonly  afraid. 
More  timid  of  the  rustling  wind ! 


ODE  LXXII.« 


Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  maid. 
My  soul,  too  long  on  earth  delay*d, 

1  Compiled  by  Barnes,  nrom  Atheneo*,  IleplMestlon,  and 
Anenioft.    See  Barnes,  SOth. 

•  This  I  have  formed  fironi  the  elghty-fonrth  and  eighty- 
fiAh  of  Barnes's  edition.  The  two  fragments  are  found  in 
Athencos. 

>  The  HMrafinfffawiy  that  in  Mome  tkads 

Its  antter*d  mother  leaves  behind,  4v.]  In  the  origlna]  :— 

*0s  ev  iXri  Kiposcvm 
hnoKtt^Bui  {fwo^riTpoi. 

*'Ilomed*'  here,  ond«)ubtedly,  seems  a  strange  epithet; 
Madame  Dacler  however  observes,  that  Sophocles,  Calllma- 
chns,  &.C.,  have  all  applied  It  In  the  very  same  manner,  and 
she  seems  to  agree  in  the  eoiOecture  of  the  scholiast  apon 
PindaTi  that  perhaps  horns  aie  not  always  pecniiar  to  the 
males.  1  thinlt  we  may  with  more  ease  conclude  It  to  be  a 
license  of  the  poet,  *'jas8it  habere  paellam  comna.** 

*  This  fhigment  is  preserved  by  the  scholiast  upon  Aristo- 
phanes, and  is  the  eighty-seventli  In  Barnes. 


Delay'd,  perfidious  girl,  by  thee^ 
Is  on  the  wing  for  liberty. 
I  fly  to  seek  a  kindlier  sphere. 
Since  thou  hast  ceased  to  love  me  ] 


ODE  LXXUI.* 

Awhile  I  UoomM,  a  happy  flowii^ 
Till  Love  approach*d  one  fatal  hooi 
And  madfr  my  tender  branches  feel 
The  wounds  oi  his  avenging  steel. 
Then  lost  I  fell,  like  some  poor  w9 
That  falls  across  the  wintry  billow] 


ODE  LXXIY.« 

Monarch  Love,  resistless  boy. 
With  whom  the  rosy  Queen  of  Joy, 
And  nymphs,  whose  eyes  have  Heavv 
Disporting  tread  the  mountain-dew  ; 
Propitious,  oh !  receive  my  sighs. 
Which,  glowing  with  entreaty,  rise. 
That  thou  wilt  whisper  to  the  breast 
Of  her  I  love  thy  soft  behest ; 
And  counsel  her  to  learn  from  thee. 
That  lesson  thou  hast  taught  to  me. 
Ah !  if  my  heart  no  flattery  tell, 
Thou'lt  own  I've  leam'd  that  lesson  v 


ODE  LXXV.» 

Snarr  of  Love,  whose  locks  unralTi 
Stroam  on  the  breeze  like  floating  | 

•  This  Is  to  be  fbnnd  In  HephcstloB,  aa4 
ninth  of  Bames*s  edition. 

I  have  omitted,  tnm  among  these  scraps,  ai 
able  firagment  impaled  to  our  poet,  Eay9i7  ^  Bi 
k,c^  which  b  preserved  in  the  twelfth  book  of  il 
is  the  ninety-first  in  Barnes.  If  It  was  really  J 
wrote  it,  **  nil  fViit  nnqnam  sic  Impar  slbt.**  It 
of  gross  satire,  and  abonnds  with  ezpressiae 
could  be  graceAilly  translated. 

*  A  fhigment  preserved  by  Dion  ChrysostOA 
Regna    See  Barnes,  93. 

^  This  fVagment,  which  Is  extant  in  A'^MI 
101,)  is  supposed,  on  the  anthority  of  Chasari 
been  addressed  to  Sappho.  We  have  also  a  tlM 
to  her,  which  some  romancers  have  supposed  Ml 
to  Anacreon.  *'  Mais  par  malhenr,  (as  Bayle  i 
Vint  an  monde  environ  cent  ou  six  vingtaas  avM 
— JV*miv«(/m  ds  U  Rep.  4es  i^u  torn.  II.  de  !•• 
The  followmg  Is  her  ftagment,  the  compllMn 
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Cooie,  within  a  fragrant  doud 
Blmhing  with  light,  thy  votary  shroud ; 
And,  on  tbooe  wlnga  that  sparkling  play, 
Waft,  oh,  waft  mo  hence  away ! 
Love !  my  oool  ii  full  of  thee, 
Alive  to  all  thy  luxury. 
But  she,  the  nymph  for  whom  I  glow. 
The  lo%ely  Lesbian  mocks  my  wo ; 
Smiles  at  the  chill  and  hoary  hues. 
That  time  upon  my  forehead  strew& 
Alas !  I  fear  she  keeps  her  charms. 
In  store  for  younger,  happier  aims ! 


ODE  LXXYLi 


Hmna,  ^ntle  Muse  of  mine. 
Come  and  teach  thy  votary  old 

Many  a  golden  hymn  divine. 
For  the  nymph  with  vest  of  gold. 

Flnetty  nymph,  of  tender  age, 
Fair  thy  silky  locks  unfold ; 

listen  to  a  hoary  sage, 
Sweetest  maid  with  vest  of  gold ! 


ODE  Lxxvn.» 

Wonj»  that  I  were  a  tuneful  lyre. 

Of  bumish'd  ivory  fair, 
Which,  in  the  Dionysian  choir. 

Some  blooming  boy  should  bear ! 

Would  that  I  were  a  golden  vase. 
That  some  bright  nymph  might  hold 

My  spoUes  frame,  with  blushing  grace, 
Ueiseif  as  pure  as  gold ! 


lawglned ;  tb*  rapposea  that  the  Mose  hat  dictated 
of  AoaereoD  — 

KuP9Pt  hi  XP9co$poin  Mov9*  evtarts 
T^rvvr,  or  riK  taXytyvvatKOf  tvVXag 

llp€909f  ayavof. 

Oh  Maw !  who  tlu*st  on  folden  throne. 
Fall  SMBy  a  hymn  of  witching  tone 

The  Teiao  nqpe  to  taaghl  by  thee ! 
But.  Goddess,  (torn  thy  throne  of  gold. 
The  sweetest  hymn  thoa*st  ever  told. 

Be  lately  loam*d  and  sang  for  me. 


I 

U 

Be 

illcl 
Irse 


ol'lhe  I94ih  and  llOth  fragments  In  Bani«a,both 
am  10  be  Cbaod  la  aealiger*s  Poetics. 
Pnw  ihiaks  diat  th(«e  detached  Uoea  and  coaplets* 
Seslffw  has  addnced  as  examples  lo  his  Poetics,  are 
aatbcaiSe,  but  oflito  own  fabrication. 


ODE  LXXVIIL* 

When  Cupid  sees  how  thickly  now 
The  snows  of  Time  fall  o*er  my  brow, 
Upon  his  wing  of  golden  light. 
He  passes  with  an  eaglet's  flight. 
And  flitting  onward  seems  to  say, 
•*  Fare  thee  well,  thou'st  had  thy  day !" 


Cupid,  whose  lamp  hss  lent  the  ray, 
That  lights  our  life's  meandering  way, 
That  God,  witliin  this  bouom  stealing. 
Hath  waken'd  a  strange,  min^jed  feeling. 
Which  pleases,  though  so  sadly  teasing. 
And  teases,  though  so  sweetly  pleasing  !* 


Let  me  resign  this  wretched  breath. 

Since  now  remains  to  me 
No'  other  balm  tlian  kindly  death, 

To  sooth  my  misery  I* 


I  KNOW  thou  lov'st  a  brimming  measure, 
And  art  a  kindly,  cordial  host ; 

But  let  me  fill  and  drink  at  pleasure- 
Thus  I  enjoy  the  goblet  most* 


I  FEAR  that  love  disturbs  my  rest. 
Yet  feel  not  love's  impassion'd  care ; 

I  think  there's  madness  in  my  breast. 
Yet  cannot  find  that  madness  there  V 


s  This  Is  generally  Inserted  among  the  remains  of  Alcens 
Some,  however,  have  attribnted  it  to  Anacreon.    See  onr 
poet's  twenty-second  ode,  and  the  notes. 

*  See  Barnes,  173d.  This  fVagment.  to  which  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  of  adding  a  tnrn  not  to  be  fuand  in  the  original,  U 
ciMl  by  Lacian  In  his  short  essay  on  the  Gallic  Hercules. 

*  Dames,  ]35th.  This  Is  In  Scallger's  Poetics.  Gall  has 
omitted  It  In  his  collection  of  fragments, 

*  ThU  fragment  Is  extant  In  Arsenlos  and  Hephcstlon. 
See  Barnes,  (69th,)  who  has  arranged  the  metre  of  It  very 
sklinilly. 

*  Barnes,  73d.  This  Oagment,  which  Is  fonod  In  Athe- 
ncos,  contains  an  excellent  lesson  for  the  votaries  of  Jsplter 
Hospltalls. 

T  Found  In  Hepbcstion,  (see  Barnes,  SSth,)  and 
one  somewhat  of  the  followisg  >- > 
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From  dread  Leucadia's  firowning  steep, 
rU  plunge  into  the  whitening  deep : 
And  there  lie  cold,  to  death  reagn*d» 
Since  Love  intoxicates  my  mind !' 


Mix  me,  child,  a  cup  divine. 
Crystal  water,  ruby  wine: 
Weave  the  frontlet,  richly  flushing, 
0*er  my  wintry  temples  Mushing. 
Mix  the  brimmer — Love  and  I 
Shall  no  more  the  contest  try. 
Here^upon  this  holy  bowl, 
I  surrender  all  my  soul  !* 


Among  the  Epigrams  of  the  Anthologia,  are  found 
some  panegyrics  on  Anacreon,  which  I  had  trans- 
lated, and  originally  intended  as  a  sort  of  Coronis  to 
this  work.  But  I  found,  upon  consideration,  that 
they  wanted  variety;  and  that  a  frequent  recur- 
rence, in  them,  of  the  same  thought,  would  render  a 
collection  of  such  poems  uninteresting.  I  shall  take 
the  liberty,  however,  of  subjoining  a  few,  selected 
from  the  number,  that  I  may  not  appear  to  have 
totally  neglected  those  ancient  tributes  to  the  fame 
of  Anacreon.  The  four  epigrams  which  I  give  are 
imputed  to  Antipater  Sidonius.  They  are  rendered, 
perhaps,  with  too  much  freedom;  but  designuig 
originally  a  trandation  of  all  that  are  extant  on  tlie 

Odi  et  amo ;  qaare  id  fkclun  fortasse  reqoirit ; 
Meiclo:  sed  fieri  teatiOi^et  excroclor.  Caxoi.  53. 

I  love  thee  and  hate  thee,  bat  If  I  can  tell 
The  cause  of  my  loire  and  my  hate,  may  1  die.    . 

I  can  feel  it,  alas !  1  can  feel  It  too  well, 
That  I  love  thee  and  hate  thee,  but  cannot  tell  why. 

1  This  Is  also  in  Hephiestlon,  and  perhapa  U  a  froi^ment  of 
some  poem  In  which  Anacreon  had  commemorated  the  fate 
of  Sappho.    It  Is  the  133d  of  Barnes. 

s  Collected  by  Barnes,  fWim  Deroetrins  Phalareas  and  Eas- 
tathlos,  and  safajolned  In  his  edition  to  the  epigrams  attribu- 
ted to  our  poet.  And  here  Is  the  last  of  those  little  scattered 
flowers,  which  I  thought  I  might  venture  with  any  grace  to 
transplant  ;^happy  if  It  eonid  be  said  of  the  gaiiand  which 
they  form.  To  6*  it^  Ava«/)corro(. 

*  Antipater  BIdonlus,  the  author  of  this  epigram,  lived,  ac- 
cording to  Vnasins,  de  Poetls  Oneds,  in  the  second  year  of 
the  18IHh  Olympiad.  He  appears,  ftom  what  Cicero  and 
Qalntilian  have  said  of  him,  to  have  been  a  klndof  improv- 
vIsatoTO.  Bee  Inttitot.  Oret.  lib.  i.  cap.  7.  There  Is  nothing 
mole  known  respecting  this  poM,  except  some  partlcnlan 


subject,  I  endeavored  to  enliven  their  in 
sometimes  indulging  *»  the  liberties  of  pi 


AMTinATPOY  XL^NIOT,  EIS  ANAKI 

GAA AOI  Ttrpeuto(nfi0oSf  AvoKpnp,  cp^ 

i0pai  rt  Xci/iwrei»r  vop^«(Mwr  wtraXa 
injyai  ^'  apyiforvro;  aimB\i0uitrn  yaXocfSi 

tvtaStf  i*  ano  yijf  ffdv  )(iotro  fuSv^ 
of  pa  Kt  rot  omitn  rs  «ai  ucrca  rtpxpw  00^ 

SI  it  rtt  i^Otfttvott  ^pifiWTtrat  tvfpoawM 
bi  ro  ^fXor  ortp^aSf  ^tXc,  Bap0irov^  o»  nm 

Ttavra  itavXtiUxai  Kat  aw  tpurt  0io9, 

Around  the  tomb,  oh,  bard  divine ! 

Where  soft  thy  haIlow*d  brow  reposafii 
Long  may  the  deathless  ivy  twine. 

And  sunmier  spread  her  waste  of 


And  there  shall  many  a  foimt  distil. 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  the  flowen; 

But  wine  shall  be  each  purple  rill. 
And  every  fount  be  milky  showen. 

Thus,  shade  of  him,  whom  Nature  taii|^ 
To  tune  his  lyre  and  soul  to  pleasiu«y 

Who  gave  to  love  his  tenderest  thought* 
Who  gave  to  love  his  fondest  measim 

Thus,  after  death,  if  shades  can  feel. 
Thou  may'st,  from  odors  round  thee  g 

A  pulse  of  past  enjoyment  steal, 

And  live  again  in  blissful  dreaming  !* 


about  his  illness  and  death,  which  are  meal 
by  Pliny  and  others ; — and  there  reiuala  of  Ul 
few  epiprams  in  the  Anthnloiria,  among  wbl 
these  inscriptions  upon  Anacreon.  These  reas 
sometimes  Imputed  to  another  poet*  of  the  s 
whom  Vosslns  gives  us  the  followinf  aeeofnfl; 
Thessalonlcensis  vizlt  tempore  Aaga<«ti  CtosiiJ 
tantem  viderit  Pyladcm,  sicnt  constat  ex  qwai 
gmmmate  Ay0oXoyi<if,  lib.  {v.tlustgopx^crptit 
Bathyllum  primos  ftilsse  pantomimos  ac  sak 
ruisse,  stttis  notum  ex  Dione,  kx.  &c.** 

The  reader,  who  thinks  it  worth  observla| 
strange  oversight  In  IIoflVnan*s  quotation  of  iM 
Vossins,  Lexic.  Univers.  By  the  omission  of  | 
has  made  Vo«slus  assert  that  the  poet  Antipal 
the  first  pantomime  dancers  In  Rome. 

Barnes,  upon  the  epigram  before  us,  mentisi 
It  by  Brndipus,  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  tfel 
tor;  but  he  nnore  than  once  confound*  Brodsas 
annotator  on  the  Anthologlat  Vlaeeotins  Otao^ 
given  a  translation  of  the  epigram. 
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TOY  AYTOY,  ElE  TON  AYTON 

TYMBOS  Apatptiovrof,  h  Tn^of  tvBaU  KVKVi 

E»/(i,  j(ii  traiitav  (coporarii  ftavtii, 
Ac^ip  Xtipt9t»Ti  fuXi^rrai  afi^t  BaOv\X<a 

'IfUpa'  Kat  Ktv9ov  \evtoi  oitoie  XtOof, 
Ooi*  AXint  901  €p<orat  airt70c<rfVt  t¥  iT  A^^poyrOf 

S2»,  oX«i  (u^iM((  VLvftpiii  Oepftortpii* 

Herb  sleeps  Anacreon,  in  this  ivied  shade ; 

Here  mute  in  death  the  Tcr.«ui  swan  is  laid.' 

Cold,  cold  that  heart,  which  while  on  earth  it  dwelt 

All  the  sweet  phrensy  of  love's  passion  felt 

And  yet,  oh  Bard !  thou  art  not  mute  iu  death, 

Still  do  we  catch  thy  IjTe's  luxurious  breath  f 

And  itill  thy  songs  of  soft  Bathylla  bloom, 

Greea  as  the  ivy  round  thy  mould*riug  tomb. 

Nor  yet  has  death  obscured  thy  iire  of  love, 

For  still  it  lights  thee  through  the  Elysian  grove ; 

Where  dreams  are  thine,  that  bless  th'  elect  alono, 

Aod  Venus  calls  thee  even  in  death  her  own  1 

> the  TtUn  swan  it  laid.]   Thus  Horaee  of  Pindar:— 

Malta  Dircvam  levat  anra  cycnam. 

A  ivu  WHS  the  hieroglyphlcnl  emblem  of  a  poet.  Anacreon 
bas  been  eailcd  the  swan  ofTeos  by  another  of  his  eulogists. 

E»  rotf  ite^txfiots  'Iftitpotm  vwrpoftif 
AiMiof  Ayac^orra,  Tij^ov  iroxyoy, 
E9^^Xai  vyp^  pSKrapos  lickmiowri' 

£*y<cyevf,  ArdoXAf. 

God  of  the  grape !  then  bast  betray*d 

In  wine's  bewildering  dream, 
The  fairest  swan  that  ever  play'd 
Along  the  Muse's  stream  !— 
The  Teian,  nursed  with  all  those  honey*d  boys, 
The  yoang  Desires,  light  Loves,  and  rose-Iipp*d  Joys ! 

*  iUU  dL  w€  eatek  tky  lyre's  luxurimiM  breatk ;]    Thus 
BiDonides,  speakiPC  of  our  poet: — 

MoXr^t  S*  o»  XiyOr  fftXiTiptrcof  aW  tri  Kttvo 
Bap0tTPP  9r6€  ^at^utv  tvvatnv  civ  aVftf. 

ZiftovtifVf  AvOoXoy. 

Nor  yet  are  all  his  nnmber*  mate, 
Thnogh  dark  within  the  tomb  he  lies; 

Bat  living  still,  his  anuirous  Inte 
With  sleepless  animation  sighs ! 

Tbbistbe  famoas  Bimontdes,  whom  Plato  styled  '^  divine,** 
dMogh  Le  Pevre,  In  his  Pottes  Grees,  suppows  thntthe  ep- 
Ipuis  onder  his  name  are  all  fiiUely  imputed.  The  m(nt 
condderaMe  of  his  remains  Is  a  satirical  poem  upon  women, 
pmerred  by  Btotwens,  ^nyo^  yvvaiKitiv, 

We  Bay  jodge  from  the  lines  I  have  Jtint  quoted,  and  the 
iliport  of  the  epigram  before  a*,  that  the  works  of  Anacreon 
*«e  perfeet  In  the  times  of  Bimonides  and  Antipnter.  Ob- 
npsvs,  the  eomaientaior  here,  appears  to  exsit  in  their 
dmnetlon.  and  celling  as  they  were  burned  by  the  bishops 
ud  pairterehs,  he  adds,  "  nee  sane  Id  necqoicqaam  fbee- 
rest,"  attiilNicIng  to  this  outrage  an  eflect  which  it  could  not 
i  ItasriMy  have  produced. 

{  '  The  spirit  of  Anaereon  Is  snppmed  to  utter  these  verses 
'  /raoi  the  toab,— eonaewhat  **  mutatus  ab  illo,**  at  least  in 
I  Wplhly  of  espresaion. 
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TOY  AYTOY,  EIS  TON  AYTON. 

SEINE|  ra^pov  irapa  Xcroy  Kvuxptiovroi  a/ut^uw. 

Si  n  rai  <«  fftdXtitif  nXBtif  tfitav  o^Xof, 
YdWttaov  tjiii  <nrodiiif  cvmrov  yayo(,  o^pa  Kt»  oiv<j 

OffTM  yiyOorc  rapa  wort^optpm, 
*Qs  &  Aioyvcrov  ptpsXiifUvos  09aai  Kupoff 

*(2(  h  ^tXaicpriTOv  vvvrpo<pof  Lppovitii^ 
Alif^c  Karafdtpspof  Ba«;^o«  iiX*^  tovtov  iiroiffu 

Tow  ytvtti  piponuiv  ^tapov  o^tiXopcioi} 

Oh  stranger !  if  Anacreou's  shell 
Has  ever  taught  thy  heart  to  swell* 
With  passion's  throb  or  pleasure's  sigh. 
In  pity  turn,  as  wandMng  nigh, 
And  drop  thy  goblet's  richest  teai* 
In  teudercst  libation  here ! 
So  shall  my  sleeping  ashes  thrill 
With  visions  of  enjoyment  stilL 
Not  even  in  deatli  can  I  resign 
The  festal  joys  that  onco  were  mine, 


if.Aniureon'*  shell 


Has  ever  taught  thy  heart  to  stcell,  Ix.]  We  may  guess 
from  the  words  tx  ffifiXtov  tptop,  that  Anncrenn  was  not 
merely  a  writer  of  billets-don x,  as  some  French  crltirs  have 
called  him.  Among  these  Mr.  Le  Fevre,  with  all  his  pro- 
fessed admiration,  has  given  our  poet  a  character  by  no 
means  of  an  elevated  cast: — 

AnssI  c*est  pour  eela  que  la  postArit^ 
L*a  toi^ours  Jnstement  d'age  en  ngc  chnntA 
Comme  an  franc  goguenard,  ami  de  goinfrerie, 
Ami  de  billets-doux  ct  de  badinerie. 
Bee  the  verses  prefixed  to  his  Prtfites  Grocs.     This  is  unlike 
the  language  of  Theocritus,  to  whom  Anacreon  is  indebted 
for  the  following  simple  euiogium : — 

EIZ  ANAKPEONTOX  ANAPIANTA. 
Qaaai  rov  aviptavra  rovrov^  to  (eife, 

awovSot  Kat  Xty*^  ena¥  ti  ottov  evOfis. 
AvaKficovrog  sikow*  tiftov  ev  Tcbi, 

rwy  rpoixd^  si  rt  wcpioaow  biiortonav, 
vpocBtig  is  x!>iTi  rati  vcotctv  Hero, 

tpctf  arpcKCtof  oXo¥  row  avSpa, 

Upon  tbb  Status  op  Anacrkon. 
Btrangcr !  who  near  this  statue  chance  to  roam. 

Let  it  awhile  your  studious  eyes  engage ; 
That  you  may  say,  returning  to  your  home, 

"    ve  seen  the  Image  of  the  Teian  snge, 

Best  of  the  bards  who  deck  the  Maw's  p>«ge.** 
Then,  If  you  add,  **  That  striplings  loved  him  well," 

You  tell  them  all  he  was,  and  aptly  tell. 

I  have  endeavored  to  do  Justice  to  the  simplicity  of  this  in- 
scription by  rendering  it  as  literally,  I  believe,  as  a  verse 
translation  will  allow. 

•  Jnd  drop  thy  goblet's  richest  tear,  ^e]   Thus  Bimonldsa, 
in  another  of  his  epitaphs  on    nr  poet : — 

Kat  ptw  act  reyyoi  vorcpn  t)f,  ffoj,  hs  i  ystatos 
AapnTipof  p'lXaxuv  sitvctv  cc  oroftaruiv. 

Let  vines.  In  clust'rlng  beauty  wrenth'd, 
Drop  all  their  treasures  on  his  head. 

Whose  tips  a  dew  of  sweetness  breathed, 
Richer  than  vine  hath  ever  shed ! 
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When  Hannony  pursued  my  ways, 
And  Bacchus  wanton'd  to  my  lay& 
Oh !  if  delig^ht  could  chann  no  more, 
If  all  the  goblet's  bliss  were  o'er, 
When  fate  had  once  our  doom  decreed, 
Then  dying  would  be  death  indeed ; 
Nor  could  I  think,  unbless'd  by  wine 
Divinity  itself  divine ! 


TOY  AYTOY,  EIL  TON  AYTON. 

EYAEIS  t¥  ^$iiiS¥otot¥f  Ayacpcoy,  tadXa  itovriaai 

ihoti  6*  h  yAuxepi}  vvktiXoXqs  KtOapOf 
tvir.i  Kai  HficpSiSf  to  HoOuv  tap^  it  av  fttXtviuVf 

0'tp0tT\  avcKp-iVov  yurap  tvapftoviov' 

IJtdtOiV  fO^  E,}(t)70C  t^Mi   OKOirOi'  c(  is  9t  ftOVVOV 

To^a  rt  Kai  (rxuXiac  ^X^*  ixtiffoXtai, 

^  ^nd  Bacchus  wantoned  to  wy  la^s,  ^e.]  The  original  hero 
is  corrupted,  the  line  i>i  h  Acoyvaov.  &c^  Is  unintelligible. 

firunck*«  emendation  Improves  the  sense,  but  I  doaht  if  it 
can  be  commended  for  elegance.    He  reads  the  line  thas : — 

uis  0  Atwyoo'oto  XcXaviuvos  <nnnrt  Ktofiuv, 

Sec  Brunck,  Analecta  Veter.  Poet.  Grace,  vol.  U. 

*  Thff  harp,  ihnt  whispered  tkrougk  each  limgering  nighty 
trt,'\  In  another  of  these  poems,  the  **  nlghlly-spttUcing 
lyre**  of  the  bard  is  represented  as  not  yet  silent  even  after 
his  death. 

faif  h  ftXaKpnros  rt  xat  ot¥o0aprf(  fiXoKutiiOS 
vavyvxios  xpovot^  Tr\¥  fiXowaiia  xcAvn. 

"LiftuvtSov,  its  Avtutpeovra. 

To  beaaty*8  smile  and  wtne*s  delight. 
To  Jo)*s  ho  loved  on  earth  so  well, 
Still  shall  his  spirit,  all  the  nlgbt, 
Auune  the  wild,  afirial  shell ! 
»  7Tk«  purest  nectar  of  iU  nnmhero,  Src.]     Thus,  sa^-s 
Brunck,  iu  the  prologue  to  the  satirea  of  Perslos  :— 
Cantare  credas  Pegaseinm  nectar. 

**  Mclos**  Is  the  asaal  reading  in  this  linot  and  Casaabon  has 
defended  it ;  but "  nectar"  Is,  1  think,  much  more  spirited. 

*  She,  the  young  spring  of  thy  desires,  ^.]  The  original, 
TO  Tluduiv  cap,  is  beautiful.  We  repret  that  such  pmise 
should  be  lavished  so  preposterously,  and  feel  that  the  poet's 
mUtross  Eurypyie  would  have  deserved  it  belter.  Her  name 
has  been  Uild  us  by  Meleager,  as  already  quoted,  and  In 
another  epigram  by  Antipater. 

vypa  it  dtpicontvotaty  tv  o^titaoiv  ovXor  an6ois, 

ai&voofoy  Xtirapm  avdas  intpOt  tconnSt 
lit  npot  EvpvKvXnv  rtrpapfityof  .... 

Long  may  the  nymph  around  thee  play, 

Eurypyie,  thy  sours  desire. 
Basking  her  beauties  in  the  ray 

That  lights  thine  eye*s  dissolving  lire ! 


a  tniaek  kMKpav<jw ;  Iml  Kfiovot^ ths 
a  4f  .43hfid  qvautien. 


fsadiag,  bstlsr  loits 


At  length  thy  golden  honre  have  wing'd  til 
And  drowsy  death  that  eyelid  steepeth  ; 

Thy  harp,  that  whiffper'd  through  each 
night,' 
Now  mutely  iu  oblivion  slcepeth ! 

She  too,  for  whom  that  harp  profusely  shot 
The  purest  nectar  of  its  numbers,* 

She,  the  yoimg  spring  of  thy  desires,  hath 
And  with  her  blest  Anacreou  slumbers  !^ 

Farewell  \  thou  hadst  a  pulse  for  every  dai 
That  mighty  Love  could  scatter  from  hi 

And  each  new  beauty  found  in  thee  a  he« 
Which  thou,  with  all  thy  heart  and  • 
give  her  !* 

Sing  of  her  smile's  bewltfihing  |k>weff. 
Her  every  grace  that  warms  and  blesM 

Sing  of  her  brow's  lujiuriant  flower, 
Tlie  beaming  glory  of  her  tresses. 

The  expression  here,  avOoi  KO/trnt  **  the  flower  4 
is  borrowed  from  Anacreon  himself,  as  appeaif 
ment  of  the  poet  preserved  in  Stobasns :  AmKtip^ 
afiopoy  avfiof, 

*  FhreweU  I  thou  kadst  a  pulse  for  every  dart, 
OKOKoi,  **scopns  eras  natnrft,**  not  **  specolatar,*| 
very  fklsely  interprets  It. 

Vincentius  Obsopopus  npon  this  passage,  eMH 
dulge  us  with  a  little  astrological  wisdom,  and 
style  of  learned  scandal  about  Venus,  **mal«  | 
Marte  in  domo  Satnrnl.** 

*  Jind  each  aew  beauty  found  in  thee  «  heart, 
couplet  is  not  otherwise  wnrmnted  by  the  o^9Jm 
it  dilates  the  thought  which  Antipater  has  figa 
pressed. 

Critias,  of  Athens,  pays  a  tribute  to  the  lef[|l 
lantry  of  Anacreon,  calling  him,  with  elegant  « 
YwaiKU}V  ffittpontvpa, 

Tov  it  yvraKHbw  ptXtuv  TXtfarra  vot'  ml 
'llSw  Av<urpcmrra,t»  Ttuts  tis  'EXXaS*  OMffi 
Sv/i]roff((ajy  tptOtanOt  ywaiKtor  ijrsptfmyub 

Teos  gnve  to  Greece  her  treasure, 
Sage  Anncreon,  sage  in  loving; 

Fondly  weaving  lays  of  pleasure 
For  the  maids  who  biush*d  approvlsfi 

When  in  nightly  banquets  sporting, 
Where*s  the  guest  could  ever  fly  hlnl 

When  with  love*s  seduction  coortlnK, 
Where**  the  nymph  could  e*er  deny  ]| 


fe  Tkns  lealiftr,  in  his  dcdiestory  vvnM  to 
■isadiM,  manloqauH  dukw 
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PREFACE, 

BT  Till  EDITOIL^ 

ns  trliich  I  txike  the  liberty  of  publishing, 
intended  by  the  author  to  pass  beyond 
»r  his  friends.  He  thought,  with  some 
t  what  are  called  Occasional  Poems 
ways  insipid  and  uninteresting  to  the 
of  their  readers.  The  particular  situ- 
hich  they  were  written  ;  the  character 
>r  and  of  his  associates ;  all  these  pecu- 
4  be  known  and  felt  before  we  can 
ihe  spirit  of  such  compositions.  This 
1  would  have  always,  I  believe,  pre- 
author  himself  from  submitting  these 
)  eye  of  dispassionate  criticism :  and  if 
mous  introduction  to  the  world  be  injiis- 
lemory,  or  intrusion  on  the  public,  the 
e  imputed  to  the  injudicious  partiality  of 

-E  died  in  his  one  and  twentieth  year ; 
these  Poems  were  written  at  so  early  a 
Iieir  errors  may  lay  claim  to  some  induU 
ihe  critic.  Their  author,  as  unambitious 
scarce  ever  looked  beyond  the  moment 
)n  ;  but,  in  goiieral,  wrote  as  he  picastd, 
;ther  he  pleased  as  he  wrote.  It  may 
remembered,  that  they  were  all  the  pro- 
m  age  when  the  passions  very  often  give 
x>  warm  to  the  imagination  ;  and  this 
,  if  it  cannot  excuse,  that  air  of  levity 
iides  so  many  of  them.  The  "  aurea 
ace  ei  lice,"  he  too  much  pursued,  and 
Qculcates.  Few  can  regret  this  more 
in  myself;  and  if  my  friend  had  lived, 
it  of  riper  years  would  have  chastened 
d  tempered  the  luxuriance  of  his  fancy. 
.c  guve  mucli  of  his  time  to  the  study  of 
writers.  If  ever  he  expected  to  find  in 
that  delicacy  of  sentiment,  and  variety 
lich  are  so  necessary  to  refine  and  ani- 
;Lry  of  love,  he  was  much  disappointed. 


of  ihe^e  Poems  were  published  originnlly  as 
*  the  laie  Tliomas  Liule,**  with  the  Preface 
flxed  to  them. 


I  know  not  any  one  of  them  who  can  be  regarded 
as  a  model  in  that  styie ;  Ovid  made  love  like  a 
rake,  and  Propertius  like  a  schoolmaster.  The  my- 
thological allusions  of  the  latter  are  called  erudition 
by  his  commentators ;  but  such  ostentatious  display, 
upon  a  subject  so  simple  as  love,  would  be  now 
esteemed  vague  and  puerile,  and  was  even  in  his 
own  times  pedantic.  It  is  astonishing  that  so  many 
critics  should  have  preferred  him  to  the  gc.  tie  and 
touching  TibuUus;  but  those  defects,  I  believe, 
which  a  common  reader  condemns,  have  been  re- 
garded rather  as  beauties  by  those  erudite  men,  the 
commentators  ;  who  find  a  field  for  their  ingenuity 
and  research,  in  his  Grecian  learning  and  quaint  ob- 
scurities. 

Tibullus  abounds  with  touches  of  fine  and  natural 
feeling.  The  idea  of  his  unexpected  return  to  Delia, 
"  Tunc  veniam  subito,"*  &c,  is  imagined  with  all 
the  delicate  ardor  of  a  lover ;  and  the  sentiment  of 
"  nee  te  posse  carere  velim,"  however  colloquial  the 
expression  may  have  been,  is  natural,  and  from  the 
heart.  But  the  poet  of  Verona,  in  my  opinion,  pos- 
sessed more  geimine  feeling  than  any  of  them.  His 
life  was,  I  believe,  unfortunate ;  his  associates  wore 
wild  and  abandoned ;  and  the  warmth  of  his  nature 
took  too  mucii  advantage  of  the  latitude  which  the 
morals  of  those  times  so  criminally  allowed  to  the 
passions.  All  this  depraved  his  unagination,  and 
made  it  the  slave  of  his  senses.  But  still  a  native 
sensibility  is  oflLen  very  warmly  perceptible ;  and 
when  he  touches  the  chord  of  pathos,  he  reaches  im- 
mediately the  heart  They  who  have  felt  the 
sweets  of  retuni  to  a  home  from  which  they  have 
long  been  absent,  will  confess  the  beauty  of  those 
simple,  unaifected  Hues : — 

O  quid  solutis  est  bcnt'.ns  cnris! 
Cum  mens  onus  reponll,ac  perrfcrino 
Lahore  fcssi  venimus  Lnrem  ad  nostra m 
Desideratoqae  acquicsciums  lecto. 

Carm,  xxlx. 

His  sorrows  on  the  death  of  his  brother  are  the 
very  tears  of  poesy ;  and  when  he  coniplaiiis  of 
the  ingratitude  of  mankind,  even  the  inexperienced 
cannot  but  sympathize  with  him.     I  wish  1  wert 

•Lib.i.Eleg.3. 
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a  poet ;  I  should  then  endeavor  to  .atch,  by  trans- 
lation, tho  spirit  of  those  beauties  which  I  have  al- 
ways so  warmly  admired.* 

It  seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  the  fate  of  Ca- 
tullus, that  the  better  and  more  valuable  part  of  lib 
poetry  has  not  reached  us  ;  for  thero  is  confessedly 
nothing  in  his  extant  works  to  authorize  the  epithet 
"  doctuR,"  so  universally  bestowed  upon  him  by  the 
ancients.  If  time  had  suffered  his  other  writings  to 
escape,  we  perhaps  should  have  found  among  them 
some  more  purely  amatory ;  but  of  those  ,ve  possess, 
can  there  be  a  sweeter  specimen  of  warm,  yet 
chastened  description,  than  his  loves  of  Acme  and 
Septimius?  and  the  few  little  songs  of  dalliance  to 
Lesbia  are  distinguished  by  such  an  exquisite  play- 
fulne»i,  that  they  have  always  been  assumed  as 
models  by  the  most  elegant  modem  Latinists.  Still, 
it  must  be  confessed,  in  the  midst  of  all  these 
beauties, 

Medio  de  fnnte  l«pnrani 

Sargit  ninari  allqnld,  quod  in  ipsis  floribas  angat.t 

It  has  often  been  remarked,  that  the  ancients 
knew  nothing  of  gallantry ;  and  we  are  sometimes 
told  there  was  too  much  sincerity  in  their  love  to 
allow  them  to  trifle  thus  with  the  semblance  of  pas- 
sion. But  I  cannot  perceive  that  tliey  were  any 
thing  more  constant  than  the  modems :  they  felt  all 
the  same  dissipation  of  the  heart,  though  they  knew 
not  those  seductive  graces  by  which  gallantry  almost 
teaches  it  to  be  amiable.  Wotton,  the  learned  ad- 
vocate for  the  modems,  deserts  them  in  considering 
this  point  of  comparison,  and  praises  the  ancients  for 
their  ignorance  of  such  refinements.  But  he  seems 
to  have  collected  his  notions  of  gallantry  from  the 
insipid  fadeurt  of  the  French  romances,  which  have 
nothing  congenial  with  the  graceful  levity,  the 
*  grata  protervitas,**  of  a  Rochester  or  a  Scdley. 

.\s  far  as  I  can  judge,  the  early  poets  of  our  own 
language  w«rre  the  models  which  Mr.  LrrrLE  selected 
for  imitation.  To  attain  their  simplicity  ("flevo 
rarissima  nostro  simplicitas^)  was  his  fondest  ambi- 
tion. He  could  not  have  aimed  at  a  grace  more 
difficult  of  attainment  ;t  and  his  life  was  of  too  short 
a  date  to  allow  him  to  perfect  such  a  taste ;  but 
how  far  he  was  likely  to  have  succeeded,  the  critic 
may  judge  from  his  productiona 

I  have  found  among  his  papers  a  novel,  in  rather 

*  In  the  f<>Iln\^ing  Poems,  will  he  found  a  translation  of 
one  of  his  flnext  Cannlna;  but  I  fancy  It  Is  only  a  mere 
■cliooiboy*s  essay,  and  deserves  to  be  praised  for  little  more 
than  the  attempt. 

t  Tiitcretlns. 

t  It  la  a  corioat  lllastratlon  of  the  labor  vhich  tin  :pnelty 


an  imperfect  state,  which,  as  soon  a 
ranged  and  collected  it,  shall  be  subo 
public  eye. 

Where  Mr.  LrrrLE  was  born,  or  whtl 
alogy  of  his  parents,  aro  points  in  wh 
readers  can  be  interested.  His  life  wm 
humble  streams  which  have  scarcely  • 
map  of  life,  and  the  traveller  may  pass 
inquiring  its  source  or  direction.  His  dl 
well  known  to  all  who  were  acquaintec 
for  he  had  to^  much  vanity  to  hide  iti 
not  enough  of  art  to  conceal  its  defects, 
traits  of  his  mind  may  be  traced  pe 
writings ;  but  the  few  for  which  he  wi 
only  in  the  lemembrauce  of  his  (lieudii 


TO 
JOSEPH  ATKINSON, 

Mr  DEAR  Sir, 

I  PERL  a  very  sincere  pleasure 
to  you  the  Second  Edition  of  our  (Via 
Poems.  I  am  not  unconscious  that  thfl 
in  the  collection  which  perhaps  it  wool 
to  have  altered  or  omitted ;  and,  to  saj 
more  than  once  revised  them  for  that  | 
I  know  not  why,  I  distrasted  either  mj 
judgment ;  and  the  consequence  is,  yoi 
in  their  original  form : 

Non  po!«sant  nmtrm  multie,  Fan^ttne^l 
Emendare  Jocos ;  una  Mtura  potesL 

I  am  convinced,  however,  that,  thoii| 

a  casuiste  relaehe,  you  have  charity  «| 

give  such  inofFensive  follies :  you  know  I 

Beza  was   not  the  less  revered  for  li 

Juvenilia   which   he    published   undcf 

name ;  nor  did  the  levity  of  Bembo*8  pi 

him  from  making  a  very  good  cardinaL 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Frien 

With  the  traest  m 

Ya 


requires,  that  the  Ramblers  of  Johnson,  elal 
appear,  were  written  with  fluency,  and  seMn 
vision :  while  the  simpMangnngeof  RontsaM 
to  eome  flowing  (Vom  the  heart,  was  the  skMP 
palntbl  labor,  paiuing  (md  every  word,  and  It 
sentence. 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


107 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


;ments  of  college  exercises. 

NoUUtas  aolA  est  ntqne  nnlca  vlrtas.    Jut. 

thoM  proud  boastera  of  a  splendid  line, 
tided  ruins,  mouldering  while  they  shine, 
eavy  sits  that  weight  of  alien  show, 
laitial  helm  upon  an  infant's  brow ; 
borrow'd  splendors,  whose  contrasting  light 
B  bock  the  native  shades  in  deeper  night 

tlie  proud  train  who  glory's  shade  pursue, 

ore  the  arts  by  which  tliat  glory  grew  ? 
•uuine  Tiitues  that  with  eagle>gaze 

young  Renown  in  all  her  orient  blaze ! 

is  the  heart  by  chymic  truth  refined, 
ploring  soul,  whose  eye  had  read  mankind  7 

are  the  links  that  twined,  with  heavenly  art, 
mtry*s  interest  round  the  patriot's  heart  7 
•  •  •  •  • 


n  beMain  qalbns  necessariam,  et  pU  arma  qaibus 
*i  In  annis  relinquiiur  spes. — Livt. 


?  no  call,  no  consecrating  cause, 
rd  by  Heav*i),  ordain*d  by  nature's  laws, 
jtKtice  Hies  the  herald  of  our  way, 
uth's  pure  beams  upon  the  banners  play  7 

lere's  a  call  sweet  as  an  anj^rel's  breath 
mb'ring  babes,  or  innocence  in  death  ; 
•gent  as  the  tongue  of  Heav'n  within, 
the  mind's  balance  trembles  upon  sin. 

lis  our  country's  voice,  whose  claim  should 
meet 

10  in  the  souKs  most  deep  retreat ; 
the  heart's  responding  chords  should  run, 
a  tone  there  vibrate— but  the  one  ! 


VARIETY. 


rK  what  prevailing,  pleasing  power 
Allures  the  sportive,  wandering  bee 
»  roam,  untired,  from  flower  to  flower, 
H^ni  teD  you /'tis  variety. 


Look  Nature  round,  her  features  trace. 
Her  seasons,  all  her  changes  see ; 

And  own,  upon  Creation's  face. 
The  greatest  charm's  variety. 

For  me,  ye  gracious  powers  above ! 

Still  let  me  roam,  unfii'd  and  free ; 
In  all  things, — but  the  nymph  I  love, 

I'll  change,  and  taste  variety. 

But,  Patty,  not  a  worid  of  charms 
Could  e'er  estrange  my  heart  from  the*  ;— 

No,  let  me  ever  seek  those  arms, 
There  ^tiU  I'U  find  variety. 


TO  A  BOY,  WITH  A  WATCtt 
warrrEN  Foa  a  frieno. 

Is  it  not  sweet,  beloved  youth, 
To  rove  through  EIrudition's  bowers, 

And  cull  the  golden  fruits  of  truth, 
And  gather  Fancy's  brilliant  flowers? 

And  is  it  not  more  sweet  than  this. 
To  feel  thy  parents'  hearts  approving. 

And  pay  them  back  in  sums  of  bliss 
The  dear,  the  endless  debt  of  loving  7 

It  must  be  so  to  thee,  my  youth ; 

With  this  idea  toil  is  lightei  ; 
This  sweetens  all  the  fruits  of  truth. 

And  makes  the  flower  of  fancy  brighter 

The  little  gift  we  send  thee,  boy. 

May  sometimes  teach  thy  soul  to  ponder. 

If  indolence  or  siren  joy 
Should  ever  tempt  that  soul  to  wander 

'Twill  tell  thee  that  the  winged  day 

Can  ne'er  be  chain'd  by  man's  endeavor ; 

That  life  and  time  shall  fade  away, 
Wliile  heav'n  and  virtue  bloom  forever 


SONG. 


If  I  swear  by  that  eye,  youll  allow. 
Its  look  is  so  shining  and  new. 

That  the  oath  I  might  take  on  it  now 
The  very  next  glance  would  onda 
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Those  babies  tliat  nestle  so  sly 

Such  thousands  of  arrowb  have  got. 

That  an  oath,  on  the  glance  of  an  eye 
Such  as  youis,  may  be  off  in  a  shot 

Should  I  swear  by  the  dew  on  your  lip, 
Though  each  moment  the  treasure  mnews, 

If  my  constancy  wishes  to  trip, 

I  may  kiss  off  the  oath  when  I  choose. 

Or  a  sigh  may  disperse  from  that  flowV 
Both  the  dow  and  the  oath  that  are  there ; 

And  I'd  make  a  new  vow  every  hour, 
To  ioue  them  so  sweetly  in  air. 

But  clear  up  the  heav'n  of  your  brow, 
Nor  fancy  my  faith  is  a  feather ; 

On  my  heart  I  will  pledge  you  my  vow, 
And  they  both  must  be  broken  together ! 


To 


Remrmber  him  thou  leav*st  behind, 
Whose  heart  is  warmly  bound  to  thee, 

Cloae  as  the  tend^rest  hnks  can  bind 
A  heart  as  warm  as  heart  can  be. 

Oh  !  I  had  long  in  freedom  roved. 

Though  many  seem*d  my  soul  to  share  ; 

'Twas  passion  when  I  thought  I  loved, 
nrwas  fancy  when  I  thought  them  fair 

Ev*n  she,  my  muse*8  early  theme. 
Beguiled  me  only  while  she  warm*d ; 

*Twas  young  desire  that  fed  the  dream, 
And  reason  broke  what  passion  form*d. 

But  thou — ah !  better  had  it  been 
If  I  had  still  in  freedom  roved. 

If  I  had  ne*er  thy  beauties  seen, 
For  then  I  never  should  have  loved. 

Then  al  Hie  pain  which  lovers  feel 
Hud  never  to  this  heart  been  known ; 

But  then,  the  joys  that  lovers  steal, 
Should  they  have  ever  been  my  own  7 

Oh  !  trtiRt  me,  when  I  swear  thee  this. 
Dearest !  the  pain  of  loving  thee. 

The  very  pain  is  sweeter  bliss 
Than  jmssion^s  wildest  ecstasy. 

That  little  cage  I  would  not  part. 
In  which  my  soul  is  priaon*d  now^ 

For  the  most  light  and  winged  heart 
That  wantons  on  the  passing  vow. 


Still,  my  beloved !  still  keep  bi  mini 
However  far  removed  from  me. 

That  tliere  is  one  thou  leav'st  behiaf 
\Vhose  heart  respires  for  only  thee! 

And  though  ungenial  ties  have  booa^ 
Thy  fate  unto  another's  care. 

That  arm,  which  clasps  thy  bosom  9 
Cannot  confine  the  heart  that's  tSa 

No,  no !  that  heart  is  only  mme 
By  ties  all  other  ties  above, 

For  I  have  wed  it  at  a  shrine 
Where  we  have  had  no  priest  bofc 


SONG. 

When  Time,  'vho  steals  onr  yi 

Shall  steal  our  pleasures  too. 
The  mem'ry  of  tlie  past  will  stayi 

And  half  our  joys  renew. 
Then,  Julia,  when  thy  beauty's  fli 

Shall  feel  the  wintry  air. 
Remembrance  will  recall  the  hoar 

When  thou  alone  wert  fair. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  future  glooa 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  M 

And  Memory  gild  the  past 

Come,  Chloe,  fill  the  genial  bowl, 

I  drink  to  Love  and  thee : 
Thou  never  canst  decay  in  soul, 

ThouMt  still  be  young  for  me. 
And  as  thy  lips  the  tear-drop  chna 

Which  on  my  cheek  they  find. 
So  hope  shall  steal  away  the  tniom 

That  sorrow  leaves  behind. 
Then  fill  the  bowl — away  with  |^ 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  ot 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 

But  mark,  at  thought  of  future  yM 

When  love  shall  lose  its  soul. 
My  Chloe  drops  her  timid  tears, 

They  mingle  with  my  bowl. 
How  like  this  bowl  of  wine,  ny  ftd 

Our  loving  life  shall  fleet ; 
Though  tears  may  sometimes  miii| 

The  draught  will  still  be  sweet ' 
Then  fill  the  cup— away  with  gkM 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  will  brighten  days  to 

And  Mera'ry  gild  the  past 


^m 
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Hate  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear, 

Steal  trembling  from  mine  eye? 
Have  you  not  mark*d  the  flush  of  fear, 

Or  caught  the  rourmur*d  sigh? 
And  can  yon  think  my  love  is  chill. 

Nor  fix*d  on  you  alone  7 
And  can  you  rend,  by  doubting  still, 

A  heart  so  much  your  own? 

To  you  my  soufs  affections  move, 

De?outiy,  warmly  true ; 
My  life  has  been  a  task  of  love. 

One  long,  long  thought  of  .you 
If  all  your  tender  faith  be  o'er, 

If  stiU  my  truth  you*ll  try ; 
Alas,  I  know  but  one  proof  more— 

1^11  bless  yonr  name,  and  die ! 


REUBEN  AND  ROSE 

A  TALK   OF  ROMAJVCK. 

:v  darkness  that  hung  npon  WiHumberg*s  walls, 
Had  long  been  remembered  with  awe  and  dismay ; 
r  yean  not  a  sunbeam  had  pluy*d  in  its  halls, 
^d  it  seem*d  as  shut  out  from  the  regions  of  day. 

loagh  the  valleys  were  brightenM  by  many  a 

beam. 
Yet  none  could  the  woods  of  that  castle  illume ; 
id  the  lightning,  which  flashed  on  the  neighboring 

stream. 
Flew  back,  as  if  fearing  to  enter  the  gloom ! 

)h  !  when  shall  this  horrible  darkness  disperse !" 
Said  WiUumberg*s  lord  to  the  Seer  of  the  Cave ; — 
t  can  never  dispel,**  said  the  wizard  of  verse, 
"Till   the  bright  star  of  chivalry  sinks  in  the 
wave  !** 

m)  who  was  the  bright  star  of  chivalry  then  7 
Who  could  be  but  Reuben,  the  flower  of  the  age  7 
r  Reuben  was  flnt  in  the  combat  of  men, 
rhoogh  Youth  had  scarce  written  his  name  on 
her  page. 

r  Willumberg's  daughter  his  young  heart  had 

beat, — 
For  Rose,  who  was  bright  as  the  spirit  of  dawn, 
ben  with  wand  dropping  diamonds,  and  silvery 

feet, 
U  walks  o*er  the  flow'rs  of  the  mountain  and  lawn. 


Must  Rose,  then,  from  Reuben  so  fatally  sever? 

Sad,  sad  were  the  words  of  the  Seor  of  the  Cava, 
That  darkness  should  cover  that  castle  forever. 

Or  Reuben  be  sunk  in  the  merciless  wave ! 

To  the  wizard  she  flew,  saying, "  Tell  me,  oh,  tell  I 
Shall  my  Reuben  no  more  be  restored  to  my 
eyes?" 
*'  Yes,  yes— when  a  spirit  shall  toll  the  great  bell 
Of  the  mouldering  abbey,  your  Reuben  shall 
rise!" 

Twice,  thrice  .  e  repeated  "  Your  Reuben  shall 


nse 


i»t 


And  Rose  felt  a  moment's  release  from  her  pain , 
And  wiped,  while  she  listened,  the  tears  from  her 
eyes. 
And  hoped  she  might  yet  see  her  hero  again. 

That  hero  could  smile  at  the  terrors  of  death. 

When  he  felt  that  he  died  for  the  sire  of  his  Rose ; 
To  the  Oder  he  flew,  and  there,  plunging  beneath. 

In  the  depth  of  the  billows  soon  found  his  re- 
poses- 
How  strangely  the  order  of  destiny  falls  !•> 

Not  long  in  the  waters  the  warrior  lay. 
When  a  sunbeam  was  seen  to  glance  over  the  T;ajls, 

And  the  castle  of  Willumberg  bask*d  in  the  ray  ! 

All,  all  but  the  soul  of  the  maid  was  in  light, 
There  sorrow  and  terror  lay  gloomy  and  blank : 

Two  days  did  she  wander,  aud  all  the  long  night. 
In  quest  cf  her  love,  on  the  wide  river's  bank. 

Oft,  oft  did  she  pause  for  the  toll  of  the  bell, . 

And  heard  but  the  breathings  of  night  in  the  aii ; 
Long,  long  did  she  gaze  on  the  watery  swell. 

And  saw  but  the  foam  of  the  white  billow  there. 

And  often  as  midnight  its  veil  would  undraw. 
As  she  looked  at  the  light  of  the  moon  in  the 
stream. 
She  thought  'twas  his  helmet  of  silver  she  saw. 
As  the  curl  of  the  surge  glilter'd   high  in  the 
beam. 

And  now  the  third  night  was  begemming  the  sky  ; 

Poor  Rose,  on  the  cold  dewy  margent  reclined. 
There  wept  till  the  tear  almost  froze  in  her  eye. 

When — hark  ! — Hwas  the  b^ll  that  came  deep 
in  the  wind ! 

She  startled,  and  saw,  through  the  glimmering 
shade, 
A  form  o'er  the  waters  in  majesty  glide ; 
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She  knew  *tww  her  Imts,  tboifh  hii  thnk  ww  ^b-  - 

I 

Wm  thif  what  the  Seer  of  the  Cave  had  §anUld1—  ■ 
Dim*  dam  thfoof^  the  phaolom  the  ummd  Am,  a 


Tvae  Renheo.  hot,  ah !  he  was  deathlj  and  eoio. 
And  fleeted  away  like  the  fpefl  of  a  dream ! 


Twice,  thrice  did  he  riw,  and  aa  often  ihe  thought 
Fnmi  the  bank  to  embrace  liim,  bat  ram  her  en- 


Then,  ploni^nf^  beneath,  at  a  bSknr  ihe  eangtit. 
And  aunk  to  repow  on  ita  boaom  fbiwer ! 


DID  NOT. 


"TwAi  a  new  feeling    aorocthmg  more 
Than  we  had  dared  to  own  before. 

Which  then  we  hid  not ; 
We  eaw  K  in  each  other*!  eye. 
And.  wish*d,  in  every  half«breathed  eigh. 

To  q>eak,  but  did  noC 

She  felt  my  lips'  fanpaamm*d  touch — 
'Twaa  the  first  time  I  dared  so  much. 

And  yet  she  chid  not ; 
But  whisper'd  o*er  my  burning  brow, 
**  Oh !  do  you  doubt  I  lore  you  now  V* 

Sweet  soul !  I  did  not 

Warmly  I  felt  her  bosom  thrill, 
I  press'd  K  closer,  closer  still. 

Though  gently  bid  not ; 
Till— oh !  the  world  hatli  seldom  heard 
Of  loren,  who  so  nearly  err'd. 

And  yet,  vho  did  not 


TO 


That  wrinkle,  when  (irrt  I  espied  it 
At  once  put  my  heart  out  of  pain ; 

Till  the  eye,  that  was  glowing  beside  it. 
Disturbed  my  ideas  again. 

I  ThU  altuden  to  s  cnrtooi  lem.  npon  which  Clnndtan  has 
left  w  »M»ni«  very  elnhmmte  epipfMiiw.  It  wnn  a  drop  nf  pare 
WAlflr  rnrl<«(*d  within  m  piece  nf  cry«tiil.  fleeClnudlan.  Cpi- 
gmm.  *'  df)  (!r)'siHlUi  col  nqUN  Inemt.**  Addbon  mentions  a 
fartmlty  of  thif  kind  «t  Milan   aad  adds,  **  It  It  tnch  a  rarity 


Tboa  ait  joat  in  the  tvi^  «t 
vVhen  woman  s  oedcfiann 

When,  ladoig  fhan  aD  that  '■ 
She  beds  a  good  night  to  her 


Yet  then  stifl  art  so  iorely  to  me, 
1  wooU  soaner,  my  eaqawte 

Repoae  in  the  snnasC  of  thoo^ 
ThanbadL  in  the  noon  of  anoliMb 


TO 


MRS 


39r  soMK  CAUtnccres  agaixvt  mm  CHarn*. 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind? 
Is  not  that  heart  a  heart  refined? 
Hast  thoQ  not  every  gentle  grace. 
We  love  in  woman*s  miiMi  and  (aee? 
And,  oh !  art  thtn  a  shrine  for  Sm 
To  hold  her  hateful  wonhip  in? 


No,  no,  be  happy— dry  that 
Though  some  thy  heart  hath  harbor'd  near. 
May  now  repay  its  love  with  blame; 
Though  man,  who  ought  to  shield  thy  fame. 
Ungenerous  man,  be  first  to  shun  thee ; 
Though  all  the  worid  look  cold  npon  thee. 
Yet  shall  thy  pureness  keep  thee  stIU 
Unharmed  by  that  surrounding  chill ; 
Like  the  famed  drop,  in  cr^'stal  found,* 
Floating,  while  all  was  froz*n  around, — 
Unchill*d,  unchanging  shalt  thou  be, 
Safe  in  thy  own  sweet  purity. 


ANACREONTIC. 

— — '  in  fmekrfwut  verterat  omne  memni. 

Tib.  lib.  t  eleg  SL 

Press  the  irape,  and  let  it  potur 
Around  th*  lx>ard  its  purple  shower ; 
And,  while  iie  drops  my  goblet  steep, 
111  think  in  wo  the  clusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine ! 
Heav'n  grant  no  tears,  but  tears  of  wine. 
Weep  on ;  and,  as  thy  sorrows  flow, 
1*11  taste  the  luxury  of  wa 


as  this  that  I  snw  at  VendAnie  In  Fnnce.  which  they  then 
pretend  Is  a  tear  thai  nurSivinurshed  over  Litzamsand  was 
KHtherrd  npby  an  angel,  who  put  It  Into  a  little  cryntal  via], 
and  mnde  a  present  of  It  to  Mary  Mngdilon  "  Lfrfdins*! 
RemMrk§  •a  attrml  Pmrts  •/  luUf. 
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Ill 


When  I  loved  you,  I  can*t  but  aHow 
Ihad  many  an  exquisite  minute ; 

But  the  acorn  that  I  feel  for  you  now 
Hath  even  more  luxury  in  it 

Thus,  whether  we*re  on  or  we!re  off, 

Some  witchery  teemf  to  await  you ; 
To  luve  you  was  pleasant  enough, 
And,  oh !  'tis  delicious  to  hate  you ! 


TO  JULIA. 

SI  iLLCaoX  TO  SOME   ILUBBRAL  CRrnCMMi. 

Why,  let  the  stinglesi  critic  chide 
With  al]  that  fume  of  vacant  pride 
Which  mantles  o'er  the  pedant  fool, 
Like  npor  on  a  sta^ant  pool. 
Oh!  if  the  mm^,  to  feeling  true. 
Can  please  th*  elect,  the  sacred  few, 
Who*  souls,  by  Taste  and  Natun  Uu^ht, 
Thrill  urith  the  genuine  pulse  of  thought — 
If  wme  fond  feeling  maid  like  thee, 
The  wann-eyed  child  of  Sympathy, 
Shall  sty,  while  o'er  my  simple  theme 
She  lanTiiishe^  in  PasRion's  dream, 
**  He  was,  indeed,  a  tender  soul — 
*  No  critic  law,  no  chill  control, 
"  Should  ever  freeze,  by  timid  art, 
"  Tlie  flowiiiiTR  of  so  fond  a  heart !" 
Y%  toul  of  Nature !  soul  of  Love ! 
That,  hoy'ring  like  a  snow-wing'd  dove, 
Brfathed  o'er  my  cradle  warblingK  wild, 
And  hail'd  me  Passion's  warmest  child,—- 
Grant  me  the  tear  from  Beauty's  eye. 
From  Feeling's  breast  the  votive  sigh  ; 
Oh  I  let  my  song,  my  mem'ry,  find 
A  fhrine  within  the  tender  mind ; 
And  I  will  smile  when  critics  chide, 
And  I  will  sconi  the  fume  of  pride 
Which  mantles  o'er  the  pedant  fool, 
like  vapor  round  some  stagnant  pool ! 


TO  JULIA. 


7X  me  no  more  with  Love's  beguiling  dream, 
dream,  I  find,  illusor)'  as  sweet : 
smile  of  friendship,  nay,  of  cold  esteem, 

BJ  clearer  were  than  passion's  bland  deceit ! 


Fve  heard  you  oil  eternal  truth  declare ; 

Your  heart  was  only  mine,  I  once  believed. 
Ah !  shall  I  say  that  all  your  vows  were  air? 

And  must  I  say,  my  hopes  were  all  deceived  1 

Vow,  then,  no  longer  that  our  souls  are  twined. 
That  all  our  joys  are  felt  with  mutual  zeal ; 

Julia ! — ^*tis  pity,  pity  makes  you  kind ; 

You  know  I  love,  and  you  would  seem  to  feel 

But  shall  I  still  go  seek  within  those  anna 
A  joy  in  which  affection  takes  no  part? 

No,  no,  farewell !  you  give  me  but  your  dnmnr. 
When  I  had  fondly  thought  you  gmre  your  heart. 


! 


THE  SHRINE. 


TO 


Mr  fates  had  destined  me  to  rove 
A  long,  long  pilgrimage  of  love ; 
And  many  an  altar  on  my  way 
Has  lured  my  pious  steps  to  stay ; 
For,  if  the  saint  was  young  and  fair, 
I  tum'd  and  sung  my  vespers  there 
This,  from  a  youthful  pilgrim's  fire, 
Is  what  your  pretty  saints  require : 
To  pass,  nor  tell  a  single  bead, 
With  them  would  be  profane  indeed ! 
But,  trust  me,  all  this  young  devotion 
Was  but  to  keep  my  zeal  in  motion ; 
And,  ev'ry  humbler  altar  past, 
I  now  have  reach'd  the  shrine  at  last ! 


TO  A  LADY, 

Wmi   SOME    MANUSCRIPT   POESIS, 
Olf   LKAVIlfO  THE   COUlfTRT. 

WffEN,  casting  many  a  look  behind, 
I  leave  the  friends  I  cherish  here— 

Perchance  some  other  friends  to  find, 
But  surely  finding  none  so  dear — 

Haply  the  little  simple  page. 

Which  votive  thus  I've  traced  for  tliee, 
May  now  and  then  a  look  engage, 

And  steal  one  moment's  tliought  for  me 

But,  oh !  in  pity  let  not  those 

Whose  hearts  are  not  of  gentle  mould, 
Let  not  the  eye  that  seldom  flows 

With  feeling's  tear,  my  song  behold. 
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For,  trust  me,  they  who  nerer  melt 
With  pity,  never  melt  with  love ; 

And  such  will  frown  at  all  Tve  felt, 
And  all  my  loving  lays  reprove. 

But  if,  perhaps,  some  ^rentier  mind, 
Which  rather  loves  to  praise  than  blame, 

Should  in  my  pa]|re  an  interest  find, 
And  linger  kindly  on  my  name ; 

Tell  him^or,  oh !  if,  gentler  still, 
By  female  lips  my  name  be  blest : 

For,  where  do  all  a0ections  thrill 
So  sweetly  as  in  woman*s  breast? — 

Tell  her,  tliat  he  wlio^  loving  themes 
Her  eye  indulgent  wanders  o*er. 

Could  sometimes  wake  from  idle  dreams. 
And  bolder  flights  of  fancy  soar ; 

That  Glory  oit  would  claim  the  lay. 
And  Friendship  oft  liis  numbers  move ; 

But  whisper  then,  that,  "  sooth  to  say, 
"  His  sweetest  sonj  was  giv'n  to  Love  !** 


TO  JULIA. 

Tiioucn  Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  us  part, 
Oiur  souls  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever ; 

The  heart  will  seek  its  kindred  heart. 
And  cling  to  it  as  close  as  ever. 

But  must  we,  must  we  part  indeed  7 
Is  all  our  dream  of  rapture  over? 

And  does  not  Julia's  bosom  bleed 
To  leave  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover? 

Does  the  too  mourn  ? — Perhaps  8h«  may ; 

Perhaps  she  mourns  our  bliss  so  fleeting. 
But  why  is  Julia's  eye  so  gay, 

If  Julia's  heart  like  miue  is  beating? 

I  oft  have  loved  that  sunny  glow 
Of  gladness  in  her  blue  eye  gleammg— 

But  can  tlie  bosom  bleed  with  wo. 
While  joy  is  in  the  glances  beaming  7 

No,  no  I — Yet,  love,  I  will  not  cMde ; 

Although  your  heart  were  fond  of  roving. 
Nor  that,  nor  all  the  world  beside 

Could  keep  your  faithful  boy  from  loving. 

You*ll  soon  bo  distant  from  his  eye, 

And,  with  you,  all  that's  worth  possessing. 

Oh !  then  it  will  be  sweet  to  die. 
When  life  has  lost  its  only  blessing ! 


To 


Sweet  lady,  look  not  thus  again : 
Those  bright  deluding  smiles  recall 

A  maid  remember'd  now  with  pain, 
Who  was  my  love,  my  life,  my  all ! 

Oh  !  while  this  heart  bewUdcr'd  took 
Sweet  poison  from  her  thrilling  eye. 

Thus  would  she  smile,  and  lisp,  and  lookt 
And  I  would  hear,  and  gaze,  and  mjjb  I 

Yes,  I  did  love  her — wildly  love- 
She  was  her  sex's  best  deceiver ! 

And  oft  she  swore  she'd  never  rove — 
And  I  was  destined  to  believe  her ! 

Then,  lady,  do  not  wear  the  smile 
Of  one  whose  smile  could  thus  betray  } 

Alas !  I  think  the  lovely  wile 
Again  could  steal  my  heart  away. 

For,  when  those  spells  that  charm'd  mj  u 
On  lips  so  pure  as  thine  1  see, 

I  fear  the  heart  which  she  resign'd 
Will  err  again,  and  fly  to  thee! 


NATURE'S  LABELS. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

In  vain  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 
The  soul's  reflection  in  tiie  face ; 
In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crosseiy 
Crooked  mouth,  or  sliort  proboscis; 
Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bri|i^ 
As  Plato  or  the  Stagiritc : 
And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 
Has  peep'd  through  windows  dark  and 
Since  tlien,  though  art  do  all  it  can. 
We  ne'er  can  roach  tlie  inward  man. 
Nor  (howsoe'er  "  leam'd  Thebans"  dod 
The  inward  woman,  from  without, 
Methinks  'twere  well  if  Nature  could 
(And  Nature  could,  if  Nature  would) 
Some  pitliy,  short  description  write. 
On  tablets  large,  in  black  and  white. 
Which  she  might  hang  about  our  throU 
like  labels  upon  physic-bottles  ;- 
And  where  all  men  might  read — but  ill 
As  dialectic  sages  say. 
The  argument  roost  apt  and  ample 
For  common  use  is  the  example. 
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For  xnfitonce,  then,  if  Nature's  care 
Hitd  not  portray'd,  iu  linee  so  fair» 
The  inward  soul  of  Lucy  L-nd-n, 
TkU  'm  the  label  she'd  have  pinn*d  on 

LABEL  nasT. 

Within  this  form  there  lies  enshrined    . 

The  purest,  brightest  gem  of  mind. 

Though  Feeling^s  hand  may  sometunes  throw 

Upon  its  charms  the  shade  of  wo, 

The  lustre  of  the  gem,  when  veiKd, 

Shall  be  but  mellowM,  not  concealed. 


•w,  sirs,  imagine,  if  you*re  aUe, 
lat  Nature  wrote  a  second  label, 
ey*re  her  own  words, — at  least  suppose 
id  boldly  pin  it  on  Pompoea 

LABEL  SEOOND. 

When  I  composed  the  fustian  brain 
Of  this  redoubted  Captain  Vain, 
I  had  at  hand  but  tew  ingredients, 
And  so  was  forced  to  use  expedients. 
I  put  therein  some  small  discerning, 
A  grain  of  sense,  a  grain  of  learning ; 
And  when  I  saw  the  void  behind* 

I  fill'd  it  up  with — froth  and  wind  ! 

•  •  •  s  • 


TO  JULIA- 


ON    HER    BIRTHDAY. 


fs  Time  was  entwining  the  garland  of  years, 

'hich  to  crown  my  beloved  was  given, 

ugh  some  of  the  leaves  might  be  sullied  with 

team, 
et  the  flowers  were  aH  rrutlier'd  iu  heaven. 

long  may  Uiis  garland  be  sweet  to  the  eye, 
lay  its  verdure  forever  be  new  ; 
ng  Love  shall  enrich  it  with  many  a  sigh,    . 
nd  Sympathy  niurse  it  with  dew. 


A  REFLECTION  AT  SEA- 

See  how,  beneath  the  moonbeam*s  smile. 
Yon  little  billow  heaves  its  breast, 

knd  foams  and  sparkles  for  awhile, — 
Tlien  murmuring  subsides  to  rest 


Thus  man,  the  sport  of  bliss  and  care, 
Rises  on  Tune's  eventful  sea ; 

And,  having  swell'd  a  moment  there, 
Thus  melts  into  eternity ! 


CLORIS  AND  FANNY. 

Cloris  !  if  I  were  Persia's  king, 

rd  make  my  graceful  queen  of  thee ; 

While  Fksky,  wild  and  artless  thing, 
Should  but  thy  humble  handmaid  be. 

There  is  but  one  objection  in  it — 
That,  verily,  I'm  much  afraid 

I  should,  in  some  unlucky  minute. 
Forsake  the  mistress  for  the  maid 


THE  SHIELD. 

Sat,  did  you  not  hear  a  voice  of  death  ! 

And  did  you  not  mark  the  paly  form 
Which  rode  on  the  silvery  mist  of  the  heath, 

And  sung  a  ghostly  dirge  in  the  storm  7 

Was  it  the  wailing  bird  of  the  gloom, 

That  shrieks  on  the  house  ot  wo  all  night? 

Or  a  shiv*ring  fiend  that  flew  to  a  tomb, 
To  howl  and  to  feed  till  the  glanoo  of  light? 

'Twas  not  tlie  death-bird's  cry  from  the  wood. 
Nor  shiv'ring  fiend  that  hung  on  the  blast ; 

'Twos  the  shade  of  Helderic — man  of  blood — 
It  screams  for  the  guilt  of  days  that  are  past 

See,  how  the  red,  red  lightning  strays. 
And  scares  the  gliding  ghosts  of  the  heath  ! 

Now  on  the  leafless  yew  it  plays, 

Where  hangs  the  shield  of  this  son  of  death. 

That  shield  'is  blushing  with  murderous  stauis ; 

Long  has  it  hung  from  the  cold  yew's  spray ; 
It  is  blown  by  storms  and  washed  by  rains. 

But  neither  can  take  the  blood  away ! 

Oft  by  that  yew,  on  the  blasted  field, 
Demons  dance  to  the  red  moon*s  light ; 

While  the  damp  boughs  creak,  and  the  swinging 
shield 
Sings  to  the  raving  spirit  of  night ! 
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TO  JULIA, 


WBBnNa 


Oh  !  if  your  tears  are  giv*ii  to  care« 
If  real  wo  disturbs  your  peace, 

Come  to  my  boeom,  weeping  talr ! 
And  1  Will  bid  your  weepiug  coaao. 

But  if  with  Fancy*B  visionM  feari, 
With  dreams  of  wo  your  boeom  thrill ; 

You  look  so  lovely  in  your  tears, 
That  I  must  bid  you  drop  them  stilL 


DREAMS. 

TO 


In  slumber,  I  prithee  how  is  it 
That  souls  are  oil  takinjr  the  air, 

And  paying  each  other  a  visit. 

While  bodies  are  heaven  knows  where  7 

Last  night,  'tis  in  vain  to  deny  it, 

Yoiu-  Soul  took  a  fancy  to  roam, 
For  I  iieurd  her,  on  tiptoe  so  quiet. 

Come  ask,  whether  mine  was  at  home 

And  mine  let  her  in  with  delight, 

And  they  talk'd  and  they  laugh'd  the  time 
tlut>ugh ; 
For,  when  souls  come  together  at  night, 

Ttiere*s  no  saying  what  they  mayn't  do ! 

And  your  little  Soul,  heaven  bless  her ! 

Hud  much  to  complain  and  to  say. 
Of  how  sadly  you  wrong  and  oppress  her 

By  keeping  her  prison'd  all  day. 

**  If  I  happen,*'  said  she,  "  but  to  steal 
"  For  a  peep  now  and  then  to  her  eye, 

*'  Or,  to  quiet  the  fever  1  feel, 
**  Just  venture  abroad  on  a  sigh  ; 

*<  In  an  instant  she  frightens  me  in 
"  With  some  phantom  of  prudence  or  terror, 

"  For  fear  I  should  stray  into  sin, 
"  Or,  what  is  still  worm,  mto  error ! 


f( 


ft 


So,  iiuftead  of  displaying  my  graces, 
"  By  daylight,  in  language  and  inieii, 
I  am  shut  up  in  comers  and  places> 
•*  Where  Uul>  I  bluah  to  be  moii  T 


Upon  hearing  this  piteous  oonfesnoa. 
My  Soul,  looking  tenderiy  at  her. 

Declared,  as  for  grace  and  discretion. 
He  did  not  know  much  of  Uie  matter ; 

"  But,  to-morrow,  sweet  Spirit  !**  he  said, 
**  Be  at  home  after  midnight,  and  then 

« I  will  come  when  your  lady's  iu  bed, 
«  And  we'll  talk  o'er  the  subject  again.'* 

So  slie  whisper'd  a  word  n  his  ear, 
I  suppose  to  her  door  to  direct  liim. 

And,  just  ailLer  midnight,  my  dear. 

Your  polite  little  Soul  may  expect  him. 


TO  ROSA- 

WaiTTRN   DURLNO   ILLNES& 

The  wisest  soul,  by  anguish  torn. 
Will  soon  unlearn  the  lore  it  knew  ; 

And  when  the  shining  casket's  worn. 
The  gem  within  will  tamish  toa 

But  love's  an  essence  of  the  soul, 
Which  sinks  not  with  this  chain  of  day ; 

Which  throbs  beyond  the  chill  ccmtrol 
Of  with'ring  pain  or  pale  decay. 

And  surely,  when  the  touch  of  Death 
Dissolves  the  spirit's  earthly  ties. 

Love  still  attends  tli'  immortal  breath. 
And  makes  it  purer  for  the  skies ! 

Oh  Rosa,  when,  to  seek  its  sphere, 
My  soul  shall  leave  this  orb  of  men, 

That  love  which  fomfd  its  treasure  hero. 
Shall  be  its  best  of  treasures  then  ! 

And  as,  in  fabled  dreams  of  old, 
Some  air-bom  genius,  child  of  time. 

Presided  o'er  each  star  that  roU'd, 

And  track'd  it  through  its  path  sublime ; 

So  tliou,  fair  planet,  not  unled, 
Shalt  through  thy  mortal  orbit  stray ; 

Thy  lover's  shade,  to  thee  still  wed. 
Shall  linger  round  thy  earthly  way. 

Let  other  spirits  range  the  sky. 
And  play  around  each  starry  gem ; 

rU  bask  beneath  tliat  lucid  eye. 
Nor  envy  worids  of  suns  to  them. 
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Afid  when  that  heart  ihall  ceaie  to  beat, 

The  learned  Phie  took  a  pert  young  thing, 

And  when  that  breath  at  length  ■  free, 

To  divert  her  virgin  Muse  with, 

Then,  Rosa,  aouj  to  ■oul  well  meet. 

And  pluck  sometimes  a  quill  from  his  wing, 

1        And  mingle  to  eternity ! 

'  To  indite  her  billet-doux  with. 

' 

Poor  Cloe  would  give  for  a  well-fledged  pair 
Her  only  eye,  if  you'd  ask  it ; 

J 

w 

And  Tabitha  begg'd,  old  toothless  fair, 

SONG. 

For  the  youngest  Love  in  the  basket 

1      TiTK  wreath  yon  wove,  the  wreath  yon  wove 

Come  buy  my  Loves,  &c  &c 

1          Is  fair — but  oh,  how  fair, 

If  Pity*s  hand  had  atoTn  from  Lore 

But  one  was  a  (I,  when  Susan  came, 

One  leaf  to  mingle  there ! 

One. worth  them  all  together; 

At  sight  of  her  dear  looks  of  shame. 

If  every  rose  with  gold  were  tied. 

He  smiled,  and  pruned  his  feather. 

Did  gems  for  dewdropt  fall. 

She  wish'd  the  boy — 'twas  more  than  whin^— 

One  faded  leaf  where  Love  had  righ*d 

Her  looks,  her  sighs  betray'd  it ; 

Were  sweetly  worth  them  alL 

But  kisses  were  not  enough  for  him. 

I  ask'd  a  heart,  and  slie  paid  it ! 

The  wreath  yoo  wove,  the  wreath  yon  wore 

Good-by,  my  Loves, 

Our  emblem  well  may  be ; 

Good-by,  my  Loves, 

Its  bloom  is  yours,  but  hopelen  Love 

'Twould  make  you  smile  to've  seen  ns 

Must  keep  its  tears  for  me. 

Fust  trade  for  thk 

Sweet  child  of  bliss. 

And  then  nune  the  boy  between  vm. 

TTIE  SALE  OF  LOVES.              * 

I  DRKASfT  that,  in  the  Paphian  groves. 

My  nest  by  moouliglit  laying, 

I  caught  a  flight  of  wanton  Loves, 

TO 

Among  the  rone-beds  playing. 

^^^ft                                             .                                 A                      fl         A            ^^                ft                #                       0  ft            tt                                 ft                ft4 

Some  just  had  left  their  silv  ry  shell, 

While  some  were  full  in  feather ; 

Tire  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 

So  pretty  a  lot  of  Loves  to  sell. 

E^h  hope  that  led  mo  lightly  on ; 

\\  ere  never  yet  strung  together. 

I  felt  not,  as  I  used  to  feel. 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

And  life  grew  dark  aud  love  was  gone. 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

Ve  dames  and  rose-lippM  misses! — 

No  eye  to  mlntrle  sorrow's  tear. 

They  re  new  and  bright, 

No  lip  to  miugle  pleasure's  breathy 

The  cost  is  light. 

No  circling  arms  to  dmw  me  near — 

For  the  com  of  this  isle  b  kisses. 

Twas  gloomy,  and  I  wish'd  for  death 

F;nt  Cloris  came,  with  looks  sedate. 

But  when  I  saw  that  gentle  eye. 

Their  coin  on  her  lips  was  ready ; 

Oh !  something  seeni'd  to  tell  me  then. 

•*  I  btiy,*'  quo.h  sli**,  "  my  Love  by  weight. 

That  I  was  yet  too  young  to  die, 

"  Full  jrrown,  if  you  please,  and  steady.* 

And  hope  aud  bliss  might  bloom  again. 

*•  Let  mine  be  light,*'  said  Fanny,  "  pray— 

**  Such  lafftin;;  to}'s  undo  one ; 

With  every  gentle  smile  that  cross'd 

*  A  light  little  Love  that  will  last  to-day «— 

Yoiv  kindling  cheek,  you  lighted  home 

"  To-morrow  III  sport  a  new  one." 

Some  feeling,  which  my  heart  hdd  lost. 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

And  peace,  which  fur  had  leara'd  to  roam 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

Te  dames  and  rone-lipp^d  misses ! — 

'Twas  then  indeed  so  sweet  to  live, 

There's  some  will  keep, 

Hope  look'd  so  new  and  Love  so  kind. 

Some  light  and  cheap. 

That,  though  I  moura,  I  yet  forgive 

At  from  ten  to  twenty  kisses. 

The  ruin  they  have  left  behind. 
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I  could  have  loved  you — oh,  to  well ! — 
The  dream,  that  wishmg  boyhood  know*. 

Is  but  a  bright,  beguiling  epell, 
That  only  lives  while  passion  glows : 

But,  when  Uiis  eariy  flush  declines, 

When  the  heart*s  sunny  morning  fleets, 
You  know  not  then  how  close  it  twines 
'    Round  the  first  kindred  soul  it  meets. 

Yes,  yes,  I  could  have  loved,  as  one 
Who,  while  his  youth's  enchantments  fall. 

Finds  something  dear  to  rest  upon. 
Which  pays  him  for  the  loss  of  all 


TO 


Never  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 

You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp ; 
A  lip,  that  such  fragrance  discloses. 

Oh !  never  should  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Cloe,  whose  withering  kiss 

Hath  long  set  the  Loves  at  defiance. 

Now,  done  with  the  science  of  bliss, 
May  take  to  the  blisses  of  science. 

But  for  you  to  be  buried  in  books — 

Ah,  Fanny,  they're  pitiful  sages. 
Who  could  not  in  one  of  your  looks 

Read  more  tlian  in  millions  of  pages. 

Astronomy  finds  in  those  eyes 

Better  light  than  the  studies  above ; 

And  Music  would  borrow  your  sighs 
As  the  melody  fittest  for  Love. 

Your  Aiithmetic  only  can  trip 

If  to  count  your  own  charms  you  endeavor ; 
And  Eloquence  glows  on  your  Up 

When  you  swear,  that  you'll  love  mo  forever. 

Thus  you  see,  what  a  brilliant  alliance 

Of  arts  is  assembled  in  you ; — 
A  course  of  more  exquisite  science 

Man  never  need  wish  to  pursue. 

And,  oh ! — if  a  Fellow  like  me 

May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts, 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

My  divine  little  Mistress  of  Arts ! 


ON  TIIE 

DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

Sweet  spirit !  if  thy  airy  sleep 

Nor  sees  my  toaiw  nor  hears  my  aighs^ 

Then  will  I  weep,  in  anguish  weep, 
Till  the  last  heart's  drop  fills  mine  eyes 

But  if  thy  sainted  soul  can  feel. 

And  mingles  in  our  misery ; 
Then,  then  my  breaking  heart  1*11  aeftl— 

Thou  shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  from  m6b 

The  beam  of  mom  was  «.:.  Jie  stream» 
But  sullen  clouds  the  day  oeform : 

Like  thee  was  that  young,  orient  beam. 
Like  death,  alas,  that  sullen  siurm ! 

Thou  wert  not  form'd  for  living  here. 
So  link'd  thy  soul  was  with  the  sky ; 

Yet,  ah,  we  held  thee  all  so  dear. 
We  tliought  thou  wort  not  form'd  to  die. 


INCONSTANCY. 

And  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  deceives  me, 
When  surely  there's  nothing    in  nature    more 
conmion? 
She  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing  she  leaves 
me^ 
And  could  I  expect  any  more  from  a  woman  7 

Oh,  woman  !  your  heart  is  a  pitiful  treasure ; 

And  Mahomet's  doctrine  was  not  too  severe. 
When  he  held  tliat  you  were  but  materials  of  pleas- 
ure, 

And  reason  and  thinking  were  out  of  your  sphere. 

By  your  heart,  when  the  fond  aghing  lover  can 
win  it, 
He  thinks  that  an  age  of  anxiety's  paid  ; 
But,    oh,  while    he's    blest,   let  him  die    at  the 
minute— 
If  he  live  but  a  dai/f  hell  be  sure'/  betray'd. 


THE  NATAL  GENIUS. 

▲  DKKAX. 

To 

THE   MORNINO   OP   MER   BIRTHDAY 

In  witching  slumbers  of  the  night, 
I  dreamt  I  was  the  airy  sprite 
That  on  thy  natal  moment  smiled ; 
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And  thought  I  wafted  od  my  wing 
Those  fluwen  which  in  Eljtiujn  spring, 
To  crown  my  lovely  mortal  child. 

With  olive-branch  I  bound  thy  head, 
IIeait*8  ease  along  thy  path  I  shed, 

Which  was  to  Uoom  through  all  thy  yean ; 
Nor  yet  did  I  forget  to  bind 
Love*s  roses,  with  his  myrtle  twined, 

And  dew*d  by  sj'mpathetic  tears. 


Such  was  the  wild  but  precious  boon 
Which  Fancy,  at  her  magic  noon, 

Bade  me  to  Nona*s  image  pay ; 
And  were  it  thus  my  fate  to  be 
Thy  little  guardian  deity, 

How  blest  around  thy  steps  I*d  play ! 

Thy  life  sliould  glide  in  peace  along, 
Calm  as  some  lonely  shepherd's  song 

That's  heard  at  distance  in  the  grove ; 
No  cloud  should  ever  dim  thy  sky, 
No  thorns  along  thy  pathway  lie, 

But  all  be  beauty,  peace,  and  love. 

Indulgent  Time  should  never  bring 
To  thee  one  blight  upon  his  wing. 

So  gently  o*er  thy  brow  he'd  fly ; 
And  death  itiielf  should  but  be  felt 
Ldk^  that  of  dayljeams,  when  they  melt, 

Bnght  to  the  lont,  in  evening's  sky ! 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 
scrrosKD  to  be  written  bt  juija, 

OK  TBK  DBATn  Of   UBB  BROTUBB. 

TifocGH  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart ; 

Though  ever)'  day  I've  counted  o'er 
Hath  brous^ht  a  new  and  qiiick'ning  smart 

To  wounds  that  rankled  fresh  before ; 

Thoai^  in  my  earliest  life  bereft 
Of  tender  links  by  nature  tied ; 

Though  hope  deceived,  and  pleasure  left ; 
Though  friends  betray'd  and  foes  belied ; 

I  still  had  hope»— for  hope  will  stay 

After  the  sunset  of  delight ; 
So  like  the  star  which  ushera  day, 

W«  scarce  can  think  it  heralds  night ! — 


I  hoped  that,  after  all  its  strife, 

My  weary  heart  at  length  should  rest. 

And,  fainting  from  the  waves  of  life. 
Find  harbor  in  a  brother's  breast 

That  brother's  breast  was  warm  with  truth, 
Was  briglit  with  honor's  purest  ray ; 

Ho  was  the  dearest,  gentlest  youth — 
Ah,  why  then  was  he  torn  away  t 

Ue  should  have  stay'd,  have  linger'd  here 

To  sooth  his  Julia's  every  wo ; 
He  should  have  chased  each  hitter  tear, 

A.nd  not  have  caused  those  tedTB  to  flow. 

We  saw  within  his  soul  expand 
The  fruits  of  genius,  nursed  by  taste ; 

While  Science,  with  a  fost'ring  hand, 
Upon  his  brow  her  chaplet  placed. 

We  saw,  by  bright  degrees,  liis  mind 
Grow  rich  in  all  tliat  mak'V  men  dear  ^ 

Enlighton'd,  social,  and  refined, 
In  friendship  firm,  in  love  sincere. 

Such  was  the  youth  we  loved  so  well. 
And  such  the  hopes  that  fate  denied ;— 

We  loved,  but  ah  !  could  scarcely  tell 
How  deep,  how  dearly,  till  he  died ! 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain. 
Twined  with  my  very  heart  ho  grew ; 

And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain, 
Tlie  heart  is  almost  broken  too. 


TO   THE    LARGS   AND   BEAUTIFUL 

MISS 

Ill   ALLC8I01I   TO    iOMB   PARTNBBHHIP  IN  A  LOTTERY  BHARB 

IMPROMrrU 


—Ego 


ViRO. 


In  wedlock  a  Kpecies  of  lottery  lies, 
Where  in  blanks  and  in  prizes  we  deal ; 

But  how  comes  it  that  you,  such  a  capital  priie. 
Should  BO  long  have  remain'd  in  the  wheel  7 

If  ever,  by  Fortune's  indulgent  decree. 

To  me  Buch  a  ticket  should  roll, 
A  sixteenth,  Heav'n  knows!  were  sufficient  for 
me; 

For  what  could  /  do  with  the  whole  7 


118 


xMOORE'S  WORKS. 


A  DREAM. 

I  Tirouoirr  this  heart  enkindled  lay 
Ou  Cupid's  burning  Bhrine : 

I  thought  he  stole  thy  heart  away. 
And  placed  it  near  to  mine. 

I  saw  thy  heart  begin  to  melt. 
Like  ice  before  the  sun ; 

Till  both  a  glow  congenial  felt. 
And  mingled  into  one ! 


TO 


With  all  my  soul,  then,  let  us  part. 
Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  free ; 

And  I  will  send  you  home  your  heart, 
And  you  will  send  back  mine  to  me. 

WoVe  had  some  happy  hours  together, 
But  joy  must  often  change  its  wing ; 

And  spring  would  be  but  gloomy  weather, 
If  we  had  nothing  else  but  spring. 

'Tis  not  that  I  expect  to  find 

A  more  devoted,  fond,  and  true  one. 

With  roeicr  cheek  or  sweeter  mind- 
Enough  for  me  that  she's  a  new  one. 

Thus  let  US  leave  the  bower  of  lore, 
Where  we  have  loiter'd  long  in  blisB ; 

And  you  may  down  that  pathway  rove, 
While  I  shall  take  my  way  through  thU. 


I 
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ANACREONTIC. 

**  She  never  look'd  so  kind  before— 
"  Yet  why  the  wanton's  smile  recall  ? 

"  I've  seen  this  witchery  o'er  and  o'er, 
"  'Tis  hollow,  vain,  and  heartless  ail  !** 

Thus  I  said,  and,  sighing,  drain'd 

The  cup  which  she  so  late  had  tasted  ; 

U})on  whose  rim  still  fresh  remam'd 
The  breath,  go  oft  in  falsehood  waited. 

I  took  the  harp,  and  would  have  sung 
As  if  'twere  not  of  her  I  sang ; 

But  still  the  notes  on  Lamia  bung- 
On  whom  but  Lamia  could  they  haiigT 


Those  eyes  of  hers,  that  floating  Mm 
Like  diamonds  in  some  Eastern  rift 

That  kiss,  for  which,  if  worlds  were  i 
A  world  for  every  kiss  I*d  give  hee 

That  frame  so  delicate,  yet  warm*d 
With  flushes  of  love's  genial  hue  ^ 

A  mould  transparent,  as  if  form'd 
To  lot  the  spirit's  light  shine  throa| 

Of  these  I  sung,  and  notes  and  wordi 
Were  sweet,  as  if  the  very  air 

From  Lamia's  lip  hung  o'er  the  chord 
And  Lamia's  voice  still  warbled  thi 

But  when,  alas,  I  tum'd  the  them^ 
And  when  of  vows  and  oaths  I  wpQ 

Of  truth  and  hope's  seducing  dream* 
The  chord  beneath  my  finger  hrafa 

False  harp !  false  woman  !— such,  oh 
Are  lutes  too  frail  and  hearts  too  w. 

Any  hand,  whate'er  its  touch. 

Can  set  their  chords  or  pulses  thrill 

And  when  that  thrill  is  most  awakoi 
And  when  you  think  HeaVn's  joyi 

The  nymph  will  change,  the  chord  w 
Oh  Love,  oh  Music,  how  I  hate  yc 


TO  JULIA. 


I  SAW  the  peasant's  hand  unkind 
From  yonder  oak  the  ivy  eever  ; 

They  seem'd  in  very  being  twined 
Yet  now  the  oak  is  fresh  as  ever 

Not  so  the  wIdow*d  ivy  shines : 
Tom  from  its  dear  and  only  stef 

In  drooping  widowhood  it  jMnes, 
And  scatters  all  its  bloom  away. 

Thus,  Julia,  did  our  hearts  entwiiM 
Till  Fate  disturb'd  their  tender  ti 

Thus  gay  indifference  blooms  in  thi 
While  mine,  deserted,  droops  aiu 


HYMN 
OF   A  VIRGIN  OF     DEI 

AT  THE   TOMB   OF   HER   MOm 

Oh,  lost,  forever  lost — no  more 
Shall  Vesper  light  our  dewy  wi| 
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Akng  the  rocks  of  CriMia*8  shore, 

To  hymn  the  fading  fires  of  day ; 
No  more  to  Tempd's  distant  vale 

In  holy  musings  shall  we  roam, 
l^hioagh  smnmcr*s  glow  and  winter's  gale, 

To  b«ar  the  mystic  chaplets  home.' 
'Twas  then  my  souPs  expanding  zeal, 

By  nature  warm'd  and  led  by  thee. 
In  every  breexe  was  taught  to  feel 

The  breathings  of  a  Deity. 
Guide  of  my  heart !  still  hovering  round, 

Thy  looks,  thy  words  are  still  my  own— 
I  see  thee  raising  from  the  ground 

Some  laurel,  by  the  winds  o'erthrown. 
And  hear  thee  say,  **  This  humble  'uough 

"  Was  planted  for  a  doom  divine ; 
**  And,  though  it  droop  in  languor  now, 

"  ShaO  flourish  on  the  Delphic  shrine ! 
**  Thus,  in  the  vale  of  earthly  sense, 

^  Though  sunk  awhile  the  spirit  lies, 
'*  A  viewless  hand  shall  cull  it  thence, 

**  To  bloom  immortal  in  tlie  skies !" 

All  that  the  young  should  feel  and  know. 

By  thee  was  taught  so  sweetly  well. 
Thy  words  fell  soft  as  vernal  snow. 

And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell ! 
Fond  soother  of  my  infant  tear. 

Fond  sharer  of  my  infant  joy. 
Is  not  thy  shade  still  lino^Mng  here? 

Am  I  not  still  tiiy  souPs  employ  ? 
Oh  yes — and,  as  in  former  days, 

When,  meeting  on  the  sacred  mount. 
Our  nympiis  awaked  their  choral  lays. 

And  danced  around  Cussotis*  fount; 
As*  then,  Uwas  all  thy  wish  and  care. 

That  mine  should  be  the  simplest  mien. 
My  lyre  and  voice  the  sweetest  there. 

My  foot  the  lightest  o*er  the  green : 
So  still,  each  look  and  step  to  mould. 

Thy  guardian  care  is  round  me  spread. 
Arranging  every  snowy  fold, 

And  guiding  every  mazy  tread. 
And,  when  I  lead  the  hymning  choir. 

Thy  spirit  still,  unsecu  uiid  free. 
Hovers  between  my  lip  and  lyre. 

And  weds  them  into  harmony. 
Flow,  Plistus,  flow,  thy  murmuring  wave 

Shall  never  drop  its  silv*r}*  tear 
Upon  so  pure,  so  b!e«t  a  grave, 

To  memory  so  erilip.ly  dear  I 


*  The  Isorel.  Cor  tbe  common  aws  of  the  temple,  for  adnrn* 
ir«  the  altnrs  and  swccpin;:  the  (xtvcinent,  w:ls^u|>|llied  by  a 
L*cc  oe^r  the  ffianbiSn  of  Ca-t-«tin  :  but  upon  all  inipf>rtint 
•eea«i(in«.  they  ««at  In  Tempe  for  their  I'inrel.  We  find,  la 
rasuaias  ikat  this  valley  topplled  the  hrauchet,  of  which 


I 


SYMPATHY. 
TO  JULIA, 
-sine  me  rU  nulla  Venus. 


Sri.nctA. 


OuK  hearts,  my  love,  were  form*d  to  be 
The  genuine  twins  of  Sympathy, 

They  live  with  one  sensation : 
In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love. 
Like  chords  m  unison  they  move, 

And  thrill  with  like  vibration. 

How  oft  Tvo  heard  thee  fondly  say, 
Thy  vital  pulse  shall  cease  to  play 

When  mine  no  more  is  moving ; 
Since,  now,  to  feel  a  joy  alone 
Were  worse  to  thee  than  feeling  none : 

So  twinn'd  are  we  in  loving ! 


THE  TEAR. 

Os  beds  of  snow  the  moonbeam  slept. 
And  chilly  was  the  midnight  gloom. 

When  by  the  damp  grave  Ellen  wept — 
Fond  maid !  it  was  her  Lmdor*s  tomb ! 

A  warm  tear  gush'd,  the  wintry  air 
Congeal'd  it  as  it  flowM  away : 

All  night  it  lay  an  ice-drop  there, 
At  mom  it  glitter'd  in  the  ray. 

An  angel,  wand'ring  from  her  sphere. 
Who  saw  this  bright,  this  frozen  gem. 

To  dew-eyed  Pity  brought  the  tear. 
And  himg  it  on  her  diadem  ! 


THE  SNAKE. 

My  love  and  I,  the  other  day, 
Withm  a  myrtle  arbor  lay. 
When  near  us,  from  a  rosy  bed, 
A  little  Snake  put  forth  its  head. 

"  Soe,"  said  the  maid,  with  thoughtful  eyes — 

"  Yonder  the  fatal  emblem  lies ! 

"  Who  could  expect  such  hidden  harm 

"  Beneath  the  rose*s  smiling  charm  ?" 


the  temple  was  originally  constructed ;  and  Platnrr  h  ^ays,  in 
his  DiHl4i|rue  on  Music,  "The  youth  who  brings  theTcinpU 
Innrel  tu  Delphi  Is  alwmys  attended  by  a  pinyer  on  tbu  flnto.  * 
AX^a  /iify  Kai  T'o  Karawfii^ovrt  naiSt  Tri¥  TefiwtKtiv  'a^f^r 
Its  ^iX<Povs  vapeitaprct  avXiirtif, 
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Never  did  grave  remark  occur 
Less  d'propoa  than  this  from  her. 

I  rose  to  kill  the  snake,  but  she, 
Ilalf-Bniiling,  pray'd  it  might  not  be. 
"  No/*  said  the  maiden — and,  alas, 

Her  eyes  spoke  volumes,  while  she  said  it — 
"  Long  as  the  snake  is  in  the  grass, 

«  One  mayy  perhaps,  have  cause  to  dread  it : 
"  But,  when  its  wicked  eyes  appear, 

"  And  when  wo  know  for  what  they  wuik  so, 
"  One  must  bo  very  simple,  dear, 

'*  To  let  it  wound  one— don't  you  think  so  ?" 


TO  ROSA, 


Is  the  song  of  Rosa  mute  i 
Once  such  lays  inspired  her  lute ! 
Never  doth  a  sweeter  song 
Steal  the  breezy  lyre  along, 
When  the  wind,  in  odors  dying, 
Woos  it  with  enamor*d  sighing. 

Is  my  Rosa's  lute  unstrung? 
Once  a  tale  of  peace  it  sung 
To  her  lover's  throbbing  breast- 
Then  was  he  divinely  blest  \ 
Ah  !  but  Rosa  loves  no  more, 
Therefore  Rosa's  song  is  o'er ; 
And  her  lute  neglected  lies ; 
And  her  boy  forgotten  sighs. 
Silent  lute — forgotten  lover-^ 
Rosa's  love  and  song  are  over ! 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 
Sic  Jnvat  porlre. 

When  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep. 
How  heavenly  soft  their  slumbere  lie  ! 

How  sweet  is  death  to  those  who  weep. 
To  those  who  weep  and  long  to  die ! 

Saw  you  the  soft  and  grassy  bed. 

Where  tlow'rets  deck  the  green  earth's  breast  7 
'Tis  there  I  wish  to  lay  my  head, 

Tis  there  I  wish  to  sleep  at  rest 

Oh,  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb, — 
None  but  the  dews  at  twilight  given ! 

Oh,  let  not  sighs  disturb  Uie  gloom,— 

None  but  the  whisp'ring  winds  of  heaven ! 


LOVE  AND  MARRLAGE. 

Eque  brevi  verbo  ftrre  pe?enne  malms. 

Sscvmyvs,  el^ 

Still  the  question  I  must  parry, 
Still  a  wayward  truant  prove : 

Wliere  I  love,  I  must  not  many ; 
Where  I  marry,  cannot  love. 

Were  she  fairest  of  creation, 
With  the  least  presuming  mind  ; 

Learned  without  affectation ; 
Net  deceitful,  yet  refined : 

Wise  enough,  i  Jt  never  rigid ; 

Gay,  but  not  too  lightly  free  ; 
Chaste  as  snow,  and  yet  not  frigid  ; 

Fond,  yet  satisfied  with  me : 

Were  she  all  this  ten  timra  over, 
All  that  heav'n  to  earth  allows, 

I  should  be  too  much  her  lover 
Ever  to  become  her  spouse. 

Love  will  never  bear  enslaving ; 

Summer  garments  suit  him  best ; 
Bliss  itself  is  not  worth  having, 

If  we're  by  compulsion  btesL 


ANACREONTIC. 

I  fill'd  to  thee,  to  thee  I  diank,, 
I  nothing  did  but  drink  and  fill ; 

The  bowl  by  turns  whs  bright  and  lilai 
'Twas  drinking,  filling,  drinkiug  stilL 

At  length  I  bid  an  artist  paint 
Thy  image  in  this  ample  cup. 

That  I  might  see  the  dimpled  saint, 
To  whom  I  quafif*d  my  nectar  up. 


Behold,  how  bright  that  purple  lip 
Now  blushes  through  tlie  wave  at 

Every  roseate  drop  I  sip 

Is  just  like  kissing  wine  from  thee. 


And  still  I  drink  the  more  for  this ; 

For,  ever  when  the  draught  I  drain. 
Thy  lip  invites  another  kiss. 

And — in  the  nectar  flows  again. 

So,  here's  to  thee,  my  gentle  dear, 
And  may  that  eyelid  never  shine 

Beneath  a  darker,  bitterer  tear 

Than  bathes  it  in  this  bowl  of  mine  I 
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TIIE  SURPRISE. 

Cmloriii,  I  swear,  by  all  I  ever  swore, 
Tliat  from  thb  hour  I  shall  not  lore  thee  more^— 
•  What  I  love  no  more  7  Oh !  why  this  altered  vow?" 
Because  I  cannot  love  thee  more — than  now  I 


TO  MISS 


ox  HEJl  ASKING  TUE  AUTHOR  WHY  8IIS  HAD  K  LKPLESB 

NiGins. 

Fll  ask  the  s}'lph  who  round  thee  flies. 
And  m  thy  breath  his  pinion  dips, 

Who  suns  him  in  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  faints  upon  thy  sighing  lips: 

I'll  aick  him  whereas  the  veil  of  sleep 
That  used  to  shade  thy  looks  of  light ; 

And  why  those  eyes  their  vigil  keep, 
When  other  suns  are  sunk  in  night? 

And  I  will  say — her  angel  breast 
Has  never  throbb'd  with  guilty  sting ; 

Hrr  bosom  is  the  sweetest  nest 

Where  Slumber  could  repose  his  wing ! 

And  I  will  say — her  cheeks  that  flush, 

I^e  vernal  roses  in  the  sun. 
Have  ne*er  by  shame  been  taught  to  blush. 

Except  for  what  her  eyes  have  done ! 

Tlj*-n  tell  me,  why,  thou  child  of  air! 

Doen  s\umheT  from  her  eyelids  rove? 
What  is  her  heart*s  impamionM  care  ? — 

Ferluips,  oh  s}'lph !  perhaps,  'tis  love. 


TIIE  WONDER. 

CoMR,  tell  me  where  the  maid  is  found, 
Whose  heart  can  love  without  deceit. 

And  I  will  range  tlie  world  uroiiud. 
To  sigh  one  moment  at  her  feet. 

Oh  I  tell  me  where's  her  stunted  home, 
What  air  receives  her  blcased  sigh, 

A  pilgrimage  of  years  V\\  roam 
To  catch  one  sparkle  of  her  eye ! 


And  if  her  cheek  be  smooth  and  bright, 
While  truth  within  her  bosom  lies, 

rU  gaze  upon  her  mom  and  night. 
Till  my  heart  leave  me  through  my  eye& 

Show  me  on  earth  a  thing  so  rare, 

ril  own  all  miracles  are  true ; 
To  make  o«.e  maid  sincere  and  fair. 

Oh,  'tis  the  utmost  Ueav'n  can  do ! 


LYING. 

Che  con  le  lor  bugle  pnjon  divinl.    Mauro  iTJirauu. 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  sigh. 
My  Ii|j8  have  breathed  you  many  a  lie ; 
And  who,  with  such  delights  in  view, 
Would  lose  them,  for  a  lie  or  two? 

Nay, — look  not  thus,  with  brow  reproving . 
Lies  are,  my  dear,  the  soul  of  loving. 
If  half  we  tell  the  girls  were  true. 
If  half  we  swear  to  think  and  do. 
Were  aught  but  lying*s  bright  illusion. 
This  world  would  be  in  strange  confusioii. 
If  ladies'  eyes  were,  every  one, 
As  lovers  swear,  a  radiant  mm. 
Astronomy  must  leave  the  skies, 
To  learn  lier  lore  in  ladies'  eyes. 
Oh,  no — believe  me,  lovely  girl. 
When  nature  turns  your  teeth  to  pearl. 
Your  neck  to  snow,  your  eyes  to  fire. 
Your  amber  locks  to  golden  wire. 
Then,  only  then  can  Heaven  decree. 
That  you  should  live  for  only  me, 
Or  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom. 
We've  swearing  kiss'd,  and  kiss&ig  sworn. 

And  now,  my  gentle  hints  to  clear. 
For  once  I'll  tell  you  tmth,  my  dear. 
Whenever  you  may  chance  to  meet 
Some  loving  youth,  whose  love  is  sweet. 
Long  us  you're  false  and  he  believes  you, 
Long  as  you  tnist  and  he  deceives  you. 
So  long  the  blissful  bond  endures. 
And  while  he  lies,  his  heart  is  youra: 
Rtt,  oh  *  y)u*vf  nho'ly  l««t  the  yoi;th 
The  instant  that  he  tells  you  trutlu 


ANACREONTIC. 

Friend  of  my  soul,  this  goblet  sip, 
'Twill  chase  that  pensive  tear ; 
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*Tifl  not  00  8W9et  as  womaD*8  lip, 
But,  oh !  'tis  more  miicere. 
Ldke  her  delusive  beam, 

'Twill  Kteal  away  thy  mind 
But,  truer  than  lovers  dream, 
It  leaves  no  sting  beliind. 

Come,  twine  the  wreath,  thy  brows  to  sliade ; 

These  flow'rs  were  cuird  at  noon ; — 
Like  woman's  love  the  rose  will  fade. 
But,  ah !  not  half  so  soon. 

For  though  the  flower's  decay'd. 

Its  fragrance  is  not  o'er ; 
But  once  when  love's  betray'd, 
Its  sweet  life  blooms  no  more. 


THE  PHILOSOPHER  ARISTIPPUS,» 
TO  A  LAMP 

WHICH  lUD  BEEN  GIVEN  HIV  BT  LAIS. 

Dulcis  conscia  lectall  lucema. 

MaetuLm  Hb.  xlv.  c(ilg.  39. 

"  Oh  !  love  the  Lamp,"  (my  Mistress  said,) 
**  The  faithful  Lamp  that,  many  a  night, 

"  Beside  thy  Lais*  lonely  bed 
**  Has  kept  its  little  watch  of  light 

"  Full  often  has  it  seen  her  weep, 

**  And  fix  her  eye  upon  its  flame, 
*'  Till,  weary,  she  has  pmk  to  sleep, 

'*  Repeating  her  beloved's  name. 

"  Then  love  the  Lamp— 'twill  often  lead 

**  Thy  step  through  learning's  sacred  way ; 
"  And  when  those  studious  eyes  shall  read, 
At  midnight,  by  its  lonely  ray, 


II 


>  It  does  Doi  appear  to  have  been  very  difRcnlt  to  become 
a  philosopher  among  the  ancients.  A  miKlerute  store  of 
lenming,  wUh  a  consldemble  portion  of  confldcnce,  and  Just 
%  It  enough  to  produce  an  occasional  apophthegm,  seem  to 
have  been  all  the  qnnliflcMloas  necessary  fur  the  purpose. 
The  principles  of  moral  science  were  so  very  Iniperfecily 
nnderstood,  that  the  founder  of  a  new  sect.  In  forming  his 
ethical  code,  might  consult  either  fancy  or  temperament,  and 
adapt  It  to  his  own  passions  and  propeniilties ;  so  that  Ma- 
homet.  with  a  little  mors  learning,  might  have  flouriRhed  as 
a  philosopher  in  thoie  days,  and  would  have  required  but  the 
polish  of  the  fchools  to  become  the  rival  of  Art»llppns  In 
morality.  In  the  science  of  nature,  tiM,  though  soni^  valnar 
Me  truths  were  discovered  by  them,  they  seemed  hardly  to 
know  they  were  truths,  or  at  least  were  as  well  satliifled 
Kith  errors ;  and  Xenophanes,  who  asiierted  Jiat  the  stars 
were  Igneous  clouds,  lighted  up  every  nign.and  extlngulxbed 
agaUi  In  the  muralng,  was  thought  and  styled  a  philosopher, 


"  Of  Ihmgs  sublime,  of  nature's  bixth» 
"  Of  all  that's  bright  in  heaven  or  eazlh« 
'*  Oh,  think  that  slie,  by  whom  'twas  giveo» 
*'  Adores  thee  more  than  earth  or  heaven !" 

Yea — dearest  Lamp,  by  every  charm 
On  which  thy  midnight  heam  has  himc^  f 

Tlie  head  reclined,  the  graceful  aim 
Across  the  brow  of  iv.  y  flimg ; 

The  heaving  bosom,  partly  hid, 
The  sever'd  lip's  tmconscious  sighs, 

The  fringe  tliat  from  the  half-diut  lid 
Adown  tlie  cheek  of  roses  lies : 

By  these,  by  all  that  bloom  untold, 
And  long  as  all  shall  charm  my  heart 

I'll  love  my  little  Lamp  of  gold— > 
My  Lamp  and  I  shall  never  part. 

And  often,  as  she  smiling  said. 

In  fancy's  hour,  thy  gentle  rays 
Shall  guide  my  visionary  tread 

Through  poesy's  enchanting  maze. 
Tliy  flame  shall  light  the  page  refined, 

Where  still  we  catch  the  Chian's  breath, 

Where  still  the  bard,  though  cold  in  death. 
Has  left  his  soul  unquench'd  behind. 
Or,  o'er  thy  humUer  legend  shine, 

Oh  man  of  Ascm's  dreary  glades  I' 
To  whom  the  nightly  warbling  Nine* 

A  wand  of  inspiration  gave,* 
Pluck'd  from  the  greenest  tree,  that  shades 

The  cr}'8tal  of  Castalia*s  wave. 

Then,  turning  to  a  purer  lore. 
We'll  cull  the  sages'  deep-hid  store ; 
From  Science  steal  her  golden  clew, 
And  every  mystic  path  punue. 
Where  Nature,  far  from  vulgar  eyes. 
Through  labyrinths  of  wonder  flies. 

as  generally  as  he  who  anticipated  Newton  In  developing  the 
arrangement  of  the  universe. 

For  this  opinion  of  Xnnophanes,  see  Plutarch,  de  Placlt 
Philosophy  lib.  II.  cap.  13.  It  is  Inipotisible  to  read  this 
treatise  of  Plutarch,  without  alternately  admiring  thegenloSt 
and  untiling  at  the  absurdities  of  the  philosophers. 

*  The  ancients  had  their  lucemn  cubicularie  m  bed- 
chamber lamps,  which,  as  the  emperor  Galienus  said,  **bU 
eras  memlnere  ;**  and,  with  the  same  commeadaUon  of  se- 
crecy, Praxagora  addresses  her  lamp  In  Aristi^ihaBei^ 
Eir<rXi)(.  We  may  Judge  how  (KncifVil  they  were,  in  the  wm 
and  embellUhmeni  of  their  lamps,  from  the  famous  symbolie 
Lucema  which  we  find  In  the  Romanuni  Museum  BUeb. 
Ang.  Causel,  p.  137. 

I  Heslod.  who  tells  us  In  melancholy  terms  of  his  flithei^ 
flight  to  the  wretched  village  of  Ascra.  Epy.  kui  *II/iep.v.9n. 

*  Elyvvx"*  ffnixcct  nptKaXXta  ovoap  utcat.  The^g.  v.  10 

*  Kai  /itfi  ctn^Tfw  iiw,  ia^v^  tpitf^t*  s^oy.   Id.  v.  Si, 
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1\i  thui  my  heart  flhaU  learn  to  know 
How  fleetfii^  is  this  world  below, 
Where  aU  that  meets  the  morning  light, 
Is  changed  before  the  fall  of  night  !* 

m  tell  thee,  as  I  trim  thy  fire, 
"  Swift,  swtA  the  tide  of  being  runs, 

^  And  Time,  who  bids  thy  flame  expire, 
"  Will  ako  quench  yon  heaven  of  suns.** 

Oh,  then  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  never  chain  one  feathery  hour ; 
If  every  print  we  leave  to-day 
To-morTow*8  wave  will  sweep  away ; 
Wlio  pauses  to  inquire  of  heaven 
Why  were  tlie  fleeting  treasures  given, 
T)ie  sunny  days,  the  shady  nights, 
And  all  their  brief  but  dear  delights. 
Which  heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use. 
And  man  should  think  it  crime  to  lose  7 
Who  that  has  culPd  a  fresh-blown  rose 
Will  ask  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows. 
Unmindful  of  the  blushing  ray. 
In  which  it  shines  its  soul  away  ; 
Unmindful  of  the  sceuted  sigh. 
With  which  it  dies  and  loves  to  die  7 

Pleasure,  thou  only  good  on  earth  !* 
One  precious  moment  given  to  thee— 

Oh !  by  my  Lais'  lip,  'tis  worth 
The  sage's  immortality. 

Then  far  be  all  the  wisdom  hence, 
Thot  would  our  joys  one  hour  delay ! 

Alas,  the  feast  of  soul  and  sense 
Love  calls  us  to  in  youth's  bright  day, 
If  not  sopn  tasted,  fleets  away. 

Ne'er  wert  thou  form'd,  my  Lamp,  to  shed 
Thy  splendor  on  a  lifeless  page  ; — 

Whate*er  my  blushing  Lais  said 
Of  thoughtful  lore  and  studies  sage, 

*Twas  mockery  all — her  glance  of  joy 

Told  me  thy  dearest,  best  employ.* 

*T<(ir  raiXa  Toraisav  itKriv,An  ex\tTen9ed  anions  the  dng- 
■Mof  Heraditasthe  Ephcsian,  and  with  the  SHnie  jnni^by 
Seneca,  la  whom  we  find  a  bcautifut  difTn^ion  of  the  thoaghL 
"XeiwteM  mnne.  qui  fait  pridio.  Corpora  nostra  rnpiuntui 
faaiaaiu  more;  quidqtild  vides  cnnril  cam  lemp«»re.  Nihil 
•I  bit  que  ridemus  manct.  Ego  ipse,  diiro  loquor  mutarl 
H>M.  Batatas  som."  Ice 

*  Ailstlppas  considered  motion  as  the  principle  of  happi- 
■en,  ID  which  idea  he  differed  from  the  Epicureans,  who 
^ookei  u*  a  state  of  repose  as  the  only  true  volaptaoasness, 
sad  avoided  even  the  loo  lively  agitations  of  pieasare,  as  a 
Ttaieat  and  anfraeefal  derangement  of  the  senses. 

*  llaapertaks  has  been  still  more  explicit  than  this  philoso- 
Hw<  in  raDking  the  pleasures  of  vense  above  the  suliliinest 
pvxoita  flf  wlsduai.    Speaking  of  the  lofkat  man  in  his  pro- 


And,  soon  as  night  shall  close  the  eye 

Of  heaven's  young  wanderer  in  the  west ; 
When  seen  are  gazing  on  the  sky. 

To  find  their  future  orbs  of  rest ; 
Then  shall  I  take  my  trembling  way, 

Unseen  but  to  those  worlds  above. 
And,  led  by  thy  mysterious  ray. 

Steal  to  the  night-bower  of  my  love. 


TO  MRS. 


ON   HER   BCAirriFUL  TRANSLATION  OP 
VOITURE'S  KI3S. 

Mon  Ame  snr  mon  levre  itoit  lors  toote  enti^re, 
Pour  savourer  le  nilei  qui  snr  la  vOtre  6toit ; 

Blais  en  me  retirant,  elle  resta  derriore, 
Tant  de  co  doux  plalsir  Tamorce  1^  restolL 

VoiTTas 

How  heav'nly  was  the  poet's  doom. 
To  breathe  his  spirit  through  a  kiss  ; 

And  lose  within  so  sweet  a  tomb 
The  trembling  messenger  of  Miss ! 

And,  sure  his  soul  retum'd  to  feel 
That  it  again  could  ravish'd  be ; 

For  in  the  kiss  that  thou  didst  steal. 
Ills  life  and  soul  have  fled  to  thee. 


RONDEAU. 

"  Good  night !  good  night !" — And  is  it  so  7 

And  must  I  from  my  Rosa  go  7 

Oh  Rosa,  say  '*  Good  night !"  once  more. 

And  rii  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

Till  the  fin»'t  glance  of  dawning  light 

Shall  find  us  saying,  still,  "  Good  night" 

daction  he  calls  hlmi"une  nouvelie  creature,  qui  ponm 
comprendre  les  choses  les  plus  sublimes,  et  ce  qui  est  bicn 
an-desso^*,  qui  pimrra  gi>riter  les  memes  plaisirs.**  See  his 
V^nus  Physique.  This  appear*  to  !«  one  of  the  effortJt  al 
Fontenelle*sg:illantry  of  manner,  for  wnich  the  learned  Pres- 
ident Is  so  well  and  JusUy  ridiculed  in  the  Akakia  uf  Vol- 
taire. 

Maapertals  may  be  thought  to  have  borrowed  fVom  the  an- 
cient Aristippus  that  indiscriminate  theory  of  pleasures 
which  he  has  set  forth  in  his  Essal  de  Philosophie  Morale, 
and  for  which  he  was  so  very  Justly  condemned.  Aristi|>> 
pus.  according  to  Lnertius,  held  /tn  Siafipctv  rt  f.Soi^tip 
h^ovris,  which  irmtionHl  senUment  has  been  adopted  by 
Maniiertnis:  ^TantquNMi  ne  consltUre  qoe  Petal  present, 
tous  les  plabin  sunt  da  tnttue  genre,**  k*,  tu* 
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And  ftni  «  Gooc  Dight,**  my  Ran,  say— 
But  whisper  still,  ^  A  minute  stay  ;** 
And  I  will  stay,  and  every  minute 
Shall  have  an  age  of  transport  in  it ; 
TUl  Tune  himself  sliall  sUy  his  flight. 
To  listen  to  our  sweet  **  Good  night** 


M 


Good  night  !**  yonll  murmur  with  a  agh. 
And  tell  me  it  is  time  to  fly : 
And  I  will  vow,  will  swear  to  go, 
While  still  that  sweet  voice  murmurs  **  No  !** 
Till  slumber  seal  our  weary  sight— 
And  then,  my  love,  my  soul,  **  Good  night  V 


WRITTEN  IN  A  COMMONPLACE  BOOK, 

CAXXKO 

-THE  BOOK  OF  FOLLIES r 

tx  WHica  BTKaT  oirc  that  opcintD  rr  wab  to  oorraiaim 


SONG. 


Winr  does  azure  deck  the  sky  T 
'TIS  to  be  like  thine  eyes  of  Uoe ; 

Why  is  red  the  rose's  dye? 
Because  it  is  thy  blushes'  hue. 

All  that's  fair,  by  Love's  decree. 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

Why  is  falling  snow  so  white, 
But  to  be  like  thy  bosom  fair  t 

Why  are  solar  beams  so  briglitt 

That  they  may  seem  thy  golden  hair! 

All  that's  bright,  by  Love's  decree. 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

Wliy  are  nature's  beauties  felt  ? 

Oh  I  'tis  thine  in  her  we  see  ! 
Why  has  music  power  to  melt  ? 

Oh !  because  it  speaks  like  thee 
All  that's  sweet,  by  Love's  decree, 
lias  been  made  resembling  thee 


TO  ROSA 


LiKR  one  who  tmsts  to  sununer  *kk*. 
And  puU  his  little  bark  to  sea, 

Is  he  who,  lured  by  smiling  eyw», 
Consigns  his  simple  heart  to  thee. 

For  fickle  is  the  summer  wind. 
And  sadly  may  the  bark  be  toss'd ; 

For  thou  art  sure  to  change  thy  mind. 
And  theu  thi»  wretehed  heart  k  lost  i 


TO  THE   BOOK   OP   FOLLIES. 

Tnrs  tribute's  from  a  wretehed  elf. 
Who  hails  thee,  emblem  of  himselC 
The  book  of  life,  which  I  have  traced. 
Has  been,  like  thee,  a  motley  waste 
Of  follies  scribbled  o'er  and  o'er. 
One  folly  bringing  hundreds  more. 
Some  have  mdeed  been  writ  so  neat. 
In  characters  so  fair,  so  sweet. 
That  those  who  judge  not  too  severely. 
Have  said  they  loved  such  follies  dearly: 
Yet  stm,  O  book!  the  allusran  stands ; 
For  these  were  penn'd  byJemaU  hands: 
The  rest — alas !  I  own  the  truth — 
Have  all  been  scribbled  so  uncouth 
That  Prudence,  with  a  with'ring  look, 
Disdainful,  flings  away  the  book. 
Like  thine,  its  pages  here  and  there 
Have  oft  been  stain'd  with  blots  of  care ; 
And  sometimes  hours  of  peace,  I  own. 
Upon  some  fairer  leaves  have  shone. 
White  as  the  snowings  of  that  heav'n 
By  which  those  hours  of  peace  were  given. 
But  now  no  longei^— euch,  oh,  such 
The  blast  of  Disappointment's  touch ! — 
No  longer  now  those  hours  appear ; 
Each  leaf  is  sullied  by  a  tear : 
Blank,  blank  is  ev'ry  page  with  care, 
Not  ev'n  a  folly  brightens  there. 
Will  they  yet  brighten  7 — never,  never  I 
Then  shut  the  book,  O  God,  forover! 


TO  ROSA- 


SiT,  why  should  the  giri  of  my  soul  be  ui  tears 

At  a  meeting  of  rapture  like  this, 
Wht.n  tie  glooms  of  the  past  ami  tlve  sorrow  of 
years 

Have  been  paid  by  one  -nom^nt  of  bliss? 

Are  they  shed  for  that  moment  of  blissful  deliglit. 

Which  dwells  on  her  memory  yet  ? 
Do  they  flow,  like  the  dews  of  the  love-rreathing 
night, 

From  the  warmth  of  the  sun  that  has  set  1 
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)et  «  the  tear  on  that  languishing  smile, 
ataile,  which  is  loveliest  then ; 
ich  are  the  drops  that  delight  can  beguilci 
shalt  weep  them  again  and  again. 


:jght  sounds  the  harp. 

unds  the  harp  when  the  combat  is  over, 

heroes  are  resting,  and  joy  is  in  bloom ; 
iirels  hang  loose  from  the  brow  of  the  lover, 
'upid  makes  wings  of  the  warrior^s  plume. 

But,  when  the  foe  returns. 

Again  the  hero  bums ; 
nee  the  sword  in  his  hand  once  more : 

The  clang  of  mingling  arms 

Is  then  the  sound  that  charms, 
izen   notes  of  war,  that  stirring  trumpets 
our; — 

>2un  comes  l<ie  Harp,  when  the  combat  is 
vcr — 

heroes  are  resting,  and  Joy  is  in  bloom — 
ureb  hang  loose  (jom  the  brow  of  the  lover, 
)u]Md  makes  wings  of  the  warrior*s  plume. 

'nt  the  harp  when  the  War-God,  reclining, 

ilJ'd  on  the  white  arm  of  Beauty  to  rest, 

round    his  rich   armor  the   myrtle    hung 

fining, 

ights  of  young  doves  made  his  helmet  their 

wt 

But,  when  the  bottle  came, 

The  hero's  eye  breathed  Hame : 
m  his  neck  the  white  ann  was  flung ; 

A\TiiIf»,  to  his  wak'uing  ear. 

No  other  sounds  were  dear 
zen   notes  of  war,  by  thousand   trumpets 

t  came  the  light  harp,  when  danger  was 

ided, 

beauty  once  more  luU'd  the  War-God  to 

^; 

esses  of  gold  with  his  laurels  lay  blended, 
ights  ol  young  doves  made  his  helmet  their 


PROM 

THE  GREEK  OF  MELEAGER.* 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Ikjuid  flame, 
And  speak  my  Heliodora*B  name. 
Repeat  its  magic  o*er  and  o'er, 
And  let  the  sound  my  lips  adore, 
Live  in  the  breeze,  till  every  tone. 
And  word,  and  breath,  speaks  her  alone 

Give  me  the  wreath  that  withers  there. 

It  was  but  last  delicious  night. 
It  circled  her  luxuriant  hair. 

And  caught  her  eyes*  reflected  light 
Oh !  haste,  and  twine  it  round  my  brow : 
'TIS  all  of  her  that*B  lell  me  now. 
And  see-— each  rosebud  drops  a  tear. 
To  find  the  nymph  no  longer  here— 
No  longer,  where  such  heavenly  charms 
As  hers  should  be — witliin  these  arras. 


}Xtit  tcmi  raAiir  ciirc,  ra^iv,  vaXtv,  llXioS'opaf 

E4TC,  ow  aKptrrto  TO  yXvKV  ftioy*  ovofta. 

at  /loi  rwf  fifrjfifrra  /tvpoif  xat  xOt^op  covrUf 


SONG. 

Flt  from  the  world,  O  Bessy !  to  me, 

Thou  wilt  never  find  any  sinoerer;- 
I'll  give  up  the  wc:  <i,  O  Bessy  !  for  thee, 

I  can  never  meet  any  that's  dearer. 
Then  tell  mo  no  more,  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh, 

That  our  loves  will  be  censured  by  many ; 
All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 

That  ours  is  the  sweetest  of  any  7 

When   your  lip   has  met  mine,  in  communion  su 
sweet. 

Have  we  felt  as  if  virtue  forbid  it  7— 
Have  we  felt  as  if  heav'n  denied  them  to  meet  7 — 

No,  rather  'twas  heav'n  that  did  it 
So  iunocent,  love,  is  the  joy  we  then  sip. 

So  little  of  wrong  is  there  in  it. 
That  I  wish  all  my  errors  were  lodged  on  your  lip, 

And  I'll  luss  them  away  in  a  minute. 

Then  come  to  your  lover,  oh !  fly  to  his  shed. 
From  a  world  which  I  know  thou  despisest ; 

And  slumber  will  hover  as  light  o'er  our  bed 
As  e'er  on  the  couch  of  the  wisest 


^axpvtt  <^i\epaaro9  tSov  ^oSow^  oitvcxn  lutvap 
AXXoOi  «*  ov  KoXnoti  riitCTCfioti  taopa. 
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And  when  o*er  our  pillow  the  tempest  is  driven, 
And  thou,  pretty  innocent,  fearest, 

m  tell  thee,  it  is  not  the  chiding  of  heaven, 
Tia  only  our  lullaby,  dearest 

And,  oh !  while  we  lie  on  oar  deathbed,  my  love, 

I^xking  back  on  the  flcene  of  our  erron, 
A  sigh  from  my  Bessy  nhall  plead  then  above. 

And  Death  be  disanu'd  of  his  terrors. 
And-  each  to  the  other  embracing  will  say, 

"  Farewell !  let  us  hope  we're  forghren." 
Thy  last  fading  glance  will  illumine  the  way, 

And  a  kiss  be  our  passport  to  heaven! 


THE  RESEMBLANCE. 


-vo  eercnnd*  lo. 


Dnnnii,  qaant*  e  poMlbf le*  In  altnil 
La  desiata  voetra  (brroa  vera. 

Pbtrarc.  SoniuU.  14. 

YiA,  if  'twere  any  common  love. 

That  led  my  pliant  heart  astray, 
I  grunt,  there's  not  a  power  above. 

Could  wipe  the  faithless  crime  away. 

But,  'twas  my  doom  to  err  with  one 

In  every  look  so  like  to  thee 
That,  underneath  yon  blessed  sun. 

So  fair  there  are  but  thou  and  she 

Both  bom  of  beauty,  at  a  birth. 
She  held  with  thine  a  kindred  sway. 

And  wore  the  only  shape  on  earth 
That  could  have  lured  my  soul  to  stray. 

Then  blame  me  not,  if  false  I  be, 

'Twas  love  that  waked  the  fond  excess ; 

My  heart  had  been  more  true  to  thee, 
liad  mine  eye  prized  thy  beauty  leak 


FANNY,  DEAREST. 

Ves  !  had  I  leisiue  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  I*d  sigh ; 
And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  teara  when  thou  art  nigh. 
But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep, 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 
Tluit  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give 


Then  bid  me  not  to  despair  and  pine» 
Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears! 

The  Love  tliat's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wint^ 
Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

Reflected  bright  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah,  the  mirror  would  cease  to  sliioft^ 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 
They  lose  the  half  of  beauty's  light. 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear ; 
And  'tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beam  c'ear. 
Then  wait  no  longer  till  tears  shall  fioWy 

Fanny,  dearest — the  hope  is  vain ; 
If  sunshine  cannot  dissolve  thy  snow, 

I  shall  never  attemnt  it  with  rain. 


THE  RING. 


TO 


No — Lady !  Lady !  keep  the  ring : 
On !  think,  how  many  a  future  year* 

Of  placid  smile  and  downy  wing, 
M  "v  sleep  within  its  holy  sphere. 

Do  not  disturb  their  tranquil  dream, 
Though  love  hath  ne'er  the  myst'ry  wi 

Yet  heaven  will  shed  a  soothing  beam» 
To  bless  the  bond  itself  hath  form'd. 

But  then,  that  eye,  that  burning  eye,— 
Oh !  it  doth  ask,  with  witching  powert 

If  heaven  can  ever  bless  the  tie 
Where  love  inwreaths  no  genial  flow«r 

Away,  away,  bewildering  look. 
Or  all  tiie  boast  of  virtue's  o'er ; 

Go — hie  tliee  to  the  sage's  book. 
And  learn  from  him  to  feel  no  more. 

I  cannot  warn  thee:  every  touch, 
That  brings  my  pulses  close  to  thinot 

Tells  me  I  want  thy  aid  as  much — 
Ev'n  more,  alas,  than  thou  dost  minai 

Yet,  stay,— one  hope,  one  effort  yet— 
A  moment  turn  those  eyes  away, 

And  let  me,  if  I  can,  forget 
The  light  that  leads  my  soul  astimy 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


127 


ThoQ  say'st,  that  we  were  born  to  meet. 
That  our  hearts  bear  one  common  seal  ;— 

Think,  Lady,  think,  how  roan*s  deceit 
Can  seem  to  sigh  and  feign  to  feeL 

When,  o*er  thy  face  some  gleam  of  thought, 
like  daybeams  through  the  morning  air, 

Hath  gradual  stole,  and  I  have  caught 
The  feeling  ere  it  kindled  there ; 

The  sympathy  I  then  betray*d, 
Perhaps  was  but  the  child  of  art, 

The  guQe  of  one,  who  long  hath  play*d 
With  all  these  wily  nets  of  heart 

0 !  thine  is  not  my  earliest  tow  ; 

Though  few  the  years  I  yet  have  told, 
Canst  thou  believe  Tve  lived  till  now, 

With  lovelesB  heart  or  senses  cold  ? 

No— other  nymphs  to  joy  and  pain 

This  wild  and  wandering  heart  hath  moved  ; 
With  some  it  sported,  wild  and  vain, 

While  some  it  dearly,  truly  loved. 

The  cheek  to  thine  I  fondly  lay, 
To  theirs  hath  been  as  fondly  laid ; 

The  words  to  thee  I  warmly  say, 
To  them  have  been  as  warmly  said. 

Then,  scorn  at  once  a  worthless  heart. 

Worthless  alike,  or  fix'd  or  free ; 
Think  of  the  pure,  bright  soul  thou  art, 

And — love  not  me,  oh  love  not  me. 

Enough — now,  turn  thine  eyes  again  ; 

What,  sull  that  look  and  still  that  sigh ! 
Dost  thou  not  feel  my  counsel  ther.7 

Oh !  no,  beloved, — ^nor  do  L 


1 


I 


TO 

THE  INVISIBLE  GIRL. 

Tret  try  to  persuade  me,  my  dear  little  sprite, 
Thst  you're  not  a  true  daughter  of  ether  and  light, 
Nor  have  any  concern  with  those  fanciful  forms 
That  dance  upon  rainbows  and  ride  upon  storms ; 
That,  in  short,  you're  a  woman ;  your  lip  and  your 

eye 
At  mortal  as  ever  drew  gods  from  the  sky. 
1st  I  Witt  not  believe  them — no.  Science,  to  you 
I  htcfo  long  bid  a  last  and  a  careless  adieu : 


Still  flying  (rom  Nature  to  study  her  laws, 

And  dulling  delight  by  exploring  its  cause, 

You  forget  how  superior,  for  mortals  below. 

Is  the  fictidn  they  dream  to  the  truth  that  they 

know. 
Oh !  who,  that  has  e*er  enjoy*d  rapture  complete. 
Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  why  it  is  sweet ; 
How  rays  are  confused,  or  how  particles  fly 
Through  the  medium  refluod  of  a  glance  or  a  sigh  ; 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have 

known  it, 
Tlian  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  vohunes  upon  it? 

As  for  you,  my  8weet-\oiced  and  invisible  love. 
You  must  surely  be  one  of  those  spirits,  that  rove 
By  the  bank  where,  at  twilight,  the  poet  reclines. 
When  tlie  star  of  the  west  on  his  solitude  shines. 
And  the  magical  flgtues  of  fancy  have  hung 
Every  breeze  with  a  sigh,  every  leaf  with  a  tongue. 
Oh !  hint  to  him  then,  'tis  retirement  alone 
Can  hallow  his  harp  or  ennoble  its  tone ; 
Ldke  you,  with  a  veil  of  seclusion  between, 
His  soug  to  the  world  let  him  utter  unseen, 
And  like  you,  a  legitimate  child  of  the  spheres, 
Elscape  from  the  eye  to  enrapture  the  eare. 

Sweet  spirit  of  mystery !  how  I  should  love. 
In  the  wearisome  ways  I  am  fated  to  rove, 
To  have  you  thus  ever  invisibly  nigh. 
Inhaling  forever  your  song  and  your  sigh ! 
Mid  the  crowds  of  the  world  and  the  murmurs  of 

care, 
I  might  sometimes  converse  with  my  nymph  of  the 

air. 
And  turn  with  distaste  from  the  clamorous  crew. 
To  steal  hi  the  pauses  one  whisper  from  you. 

Then,  come  and  be  near  me,  forever  be  mine, 
We  shall  hold  in  the  air  a  communiou  diviue, 
As  sweet  as,  of  old,  was  imagined  to  dwell 
In  the  grotto  of  Numa,  or  Socrates'  cell. 
And  oft,  at  those  lingering  moments  of  night. 
When  the  heart's  busy  thoughts  have  put  slumber 

to  flight, 
You  shall  come  to  my  pilTow  and  tell  mo  of  love, 
Such  as  angel  to  angel  might  whisper  above. 
Sweet  spirit! — and  then,  could   yon   borrow   the 

tone 
Of  that   voice,  to  my  ear  like   some   fairy-song 

known, 
The  voice  of  the  one  upon  earth,  who  has  twined 
With  her  being  forever  my  heart  and  my  mind. 
Though  lonely  and  far  from  the  light  of  her  smile, 
An  exile,  and  weary  and  hopeless  the  while, 
Could  you  shed  for  a  moment  her  voice  on  my  •ar, 
I  will  think,  for  that  moment,  that  Cara  is  near ; 
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That  she  comes  with   conaoUng  enchantment  to 


And  kisses  my  eyelid  and  breathes  on  my  cheek, 
And  telb  me,  the  night  shall  go  rapidly  by, 
For  the  dawn  of  our  hope,  of  our  heaven  is  nigh. 

Fair  spirit !  if  such  be  your  magical  power. 
It  will  lighten  the  lapse  of  full  many  an  hour ; 
And,  let  fortune's  realities  frown  as  they  will, 
Hope,  fancy,  and  Cara  may  smile  for  me  still. 


THE  RING.* 


A  TALE. 


Ananias  llle  Tiri.— Ono.  ^mor.  lib.  il.  eleg.  13. 

Tub  happy  day  at  length  arrived 

When  Rupert  was  to  wed 
The  fairest  maid  in  Saxony, 

And  take  her  to  his  bed. 

As  soon  as  mom  was  in  the  sky, 

The  feast  and  sports  began  ; 
The  men  admired  the  happy  maid. 

The  maids  the  happy  man. 

In  many  a  sweet  device  of  mirth 

The  day  was  passM  along ; 
And  some  the  featly  dance  amused, 

And  some  the  dulcet  song. 

The  younger  maids  with  Isabel 

Disported  through  the  bowers, 
And  decked  her  robe,  and  crowned  her  head 

With  motley  bridal  flowers. 

The  matrons  all  in  rich  attire, 

Within  the  castle  walls. 
Sat  listening  to  the  choral  strains 

That  cchoM  through  the  halls. 

Young  Rupert  and  his  friends  repaired 

Unto  a  spacious  court, 
To  strike  the  bounding  tennis-ball 

In  feat  and  manly  sport 


>  I  thould  bo  sorry  to  think  that  my  friend  bud  any  serious 
Intentions  of  frightening  the  nursery  by  this  story:  I  rather 
ho|M! — though  the  manner  of  It  leads  me  to  doubt — that  his 
design  was  to  ridicule  that  distempered  taste  which  prefers 
thoM  monsters  of  the  fancy  to  the  *'  speclosa  miracala**  of 
tmo  poetic  imagination. 


The  bridegroom  on  his  finger  wore 
The  wedding-ring  so  bright. 

Which  was  to  grace  the  lily  hand 
Of  Isabel  that  night 

And  fearing  ho  might  break  the  genif 

Or  lose  it  in  the  play, 
He  looked  around  the  conrt,  to  see 

Where  he  the  ring  might  lay. 

Now  in  the  court  a  statue  stood. 
Which  there  full  long  had  been ; 

It  might  a  Heathen  goddess  be, 
Or  else,  a  Hcatlien  queen. 

Upon  its  marble  finger  then 

He  tried  the  ring  to  fit ; 
And,  thinking  it  was  safest  there, 

Thereon  he  fasten*d  it 

And  now  the  tennis  sports  went  on, 
Till  they  were  wearit^  all. 

And  messengers  announced  to  them 
Their  dinner  in  the  hall. 

Young  Rupert  for  liis  wedduig-ring 

Unto  the  etatce  went ; 
But,  oh,  how  shock'd  was  he  to  find 

Tho  marble  finger  bent ! 

The  hand  was  closed  upon  the  ring 
With  firm  and  mighty  clasp ; 

la  vain  he  tried,  and  tried,  and  tried. 
He  could  not  loose  the  grasp ! 

Then  sore  surprised  was  Rupcrt*8  mini 
And  well  his  mind  might  be ; 

"  ril  come,"  quoth  he,  "  at  night  agali 
"  When  none  are  here  to  see." 

Ho  went  unto  the  feast,  and  much 

Ho  thought  upon  his  ring ; 
And  marveird  sorely  what  could  meai 

So  very  strange  a  thing ! 

The  feast  was  o'er,  and  to  the  court 

He  hied  without  delay. 
Resolved  to  break  the  marble  hand 

And  force  tho  ring  away. 


I  And,  by  a  note  In  the  manuscript,  that  he  met 
story  In  a  German  author,  F)romman  upon  Fkscimm 
lil.  part  vl.  ch.  18.  On  consulting  the  work,  I 
Frommnn  quotes  It  from  Beluacensls.  among 
stories  equally  diabolical  and  Interesting. 
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Bui,  maik  a  stranger  wonder  ftiD — 
The  ling  was  there  no  more, 

And  yet  the  marble  hand  ungrasp'd, 
And  open  as  before ! 

At  length  from  this  invisible 
These  words  to  Rupert  came ; 

(Oh  God !  while  he  did  hear  the  words 
What  terror  shook  his  frame !) 

He  searched  the  base,  and  all  the  court. 

But  nothing  could  he  fiud ; 
Then  to  the  castle  hied  he  back 

With  sore  bewildered  mind. 

"  Husband,  husband,  Tve  the  ring 
"  Thou  gav*8t  to-day  to  me  ; 

"  And  thou*rt  to  me  forever  wed, 
"  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  I" 

Within  ho  found  them  all  in  mirth, 
The  night  in  dancing  flew ; 

The  youth  another  ring  procured, 
And  none  the  adventure  knew. 

And  all  the  night  ti)e  demon  lay 

Cold-chilling  by  his  side, 
And  Btraiu*d  him  with  such  deadly  grasp, 

He  thought  he  should  have  died. 

And  now  the  priest  has  join'd  their  hands, 

The  hours  of  love  advance : 
Rupert  almost  forgets  to  tliink 

Upon  the  mom*s  mischance. 

But  when  the  dawn  of  day  was  near. 

The  horrid  phantom  fled. 
And  left  th'  affrighted  youth  to  weep 

By  Isabel  in  bed. 

Within  the  bed  fair  Isabel 

In  blushing  sweetness  lay, 
like  flowers,  half-open*d  by  the  dawn. 

And  waiting  for  the  day. 

And  all  that  day  a  gloomy  cloud 
Was  seen  on  Rupert's  brows  ; 

Fair  Isabel  was  likewise  sad, 
But  strove  to  cheer  her  spouse 

And  Rupert,  by  her  lovely  side. 
In  youthful  beauty  glows, 

like  Photbos,  when  he  bends  to  cast 
His  beams  upon  a  rose. 

And,  as  the  day  advanced,  he  thought 
Of  commg  night  with  fear : 

Alas,  that  he  should  dread  to  view 
The  bed  that  should  be  dear ! 

And  here  my  song  would  leave  them  both. 

Nor  let  the  rest  be  told, 
If  *twere  not  for  the  horrid  tale 

It  yet  has  to  unfold. 

At  length  the  second  night  arrived. 
Again  their  couch  they  press'd  ; 

Poor  Rupert  hoped  that  all  wss  o'er. 
And  look'd  for  lovo  and  rest 

Soon  Rupert,  'twixt  his  bride  and  him, 
A  death-cold  carcass  found  ; 

He  saw  it  not,  but  thought  he  felt 
Its  arms  embrace  him  round. 

But  oh  !  wlicti  midni{:^ht  came,  again 
The  fiend  was  at  his  side, 

And,  as  it  strain'd  him  in  its  grasp. 
With  howl  exulting  cried : — 

He  started  up,  and  then  retum*d, 
But  found  the  phantom  Ktiil ; 

In  vain  he  shrunk,  it  clipp'd  him  round, 
With  damp  and  deadly  cliiil ! 

**  Husband,  husband,  I've  the  ring, 
"  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me  ; 

"  And  thou'rt  to  me  forever  wed, 
"  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  I" 

And  when  he  bent,  tiie  earthy  lips 

A  kiss  of  horror  gave ; 
Twas  like  the  Rmell  from  charuel  vaults. 

Or  from  the  mouldering  grave ! 

In  agony  of  wild  despair, 
He  stalled  from  tlie  bed  ; 

And  thus  to  his  bewilder'd  wife 
The  trembling  Rupert  said : 

n-fated  Rupert ! — wild  and  loud 
Then  cried  he  to  his  wife, 

•*  Oh  !  save  me  from  this  horrid  fiend, 
«  My  Isabel  I  my  life  I" 

"  Oh  Isabel !  dost  thou  not  see 
"  A  shape  of  horrors  here, 

**  That  strains  me  to  its  deadly  kiss, 
"  And  keeps  mo  from  my  dear?" 

Bat  Isabel  had  nothing  seen, 

She  look*d  around  in  vain ; 
And  mocb  slie  moum*d  tlie  mad  conceit 

That  nckM  her  Rupert*s  brain. 

«« No,  no,  my  love !  my  Rupert,  I 
"  No  shape  of  horrors  see ; 

"  And  much  I  mourn  the  phantasy 
«  That  keeps  my  dear  fi-om  me." 
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This  ni^ht,  just  like  the  night  before, 

In  terrors  pass*d  away, 
Nor  did  the  demon  vanish  thence 

Before  the  dawn  of  day. 

And,  as  the  gloomy  train  advanoed 

Rupert  beheld  from  far 
A  female  form  of  wanton  mien 

High  seated  on  a  car 

Said  Rupert  then,  «  My  Isabel, 
"  Dear  partner  of  my  wo, 

"  To  Father  Austin's  holy  Cave 
"  This  instant  will  1  go.** 

And  Rupert,  as  he  gazed  upon 
The  loosely  vested  dame» 

Thought  of  the  marble  statue's  look. 
For  hers  was  just  the  samei. 

Now  Austin  was  a  reverend  man. 
Who  acted  wonders  maint — 

^Vhom  all  the  country  round  believed 
A  devil  or  a  saint ! 

Behind  her  walk'd  a  hideous  form. 
With  eyeballs  Hashing  death ; 

Whene'er  he  breathed,  a  sulphur'd  bdoIm 
Came  burning  in  his  breath. 

To  Father  Austin's  hdy  cave 
Then  Rupert  straightway  went ; 

And  told  him  all,  and  ask'd  him  how 
These  horrora  to  prevent 

He  seem'd  the  first  of  all  the  crowd, 

Terrific  towering  o'er ; 
"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Rupert, '  ihis  is  he. 

*'  And  I  need  osk  no  more." 

The  Father  hoard  the  youth,  and  then 

Retired  awhile  to  pray  ; 
And,  having  pray'd  for  half  an  hour 

Thus  to  the  youth  did  say : 

Then  slow  he  went,  and  to  this  fiend 
Tlie  tablets  trembling  gave, 

Who  look'd  and  read  them  with  a  yell 
That  would  disturb  the  grave. 

"  There  is  a  place  where  four  roads  meet, 

"  Which  I  will  tell  to  thee  ; 
"  Be  there  this  eve,  at  fall  of  night, 

**  And  list  what  thou  shalt  see 

A^  when  he  saw  the  Uood-eerawI'd  nan 

His  eyes  with  fury  shine ; 
**  I  thought,"  cries  he,  **  his  time  was  oat, 

"  But  he  must  soon  be  mme !" 

"  Thou'lt  see  a  group  of  figtu'es  pass 

"  lu  strange  disordered  crowd, 
"  Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the  roads, 

**  With  noises  strange  and  loud. 

Tlicn  darting  at  the  youth  a  look 
Which  rent  his  soul  with  fear, 

He  wont  unto  the  female  fiend, 
And  whisper'd  in  her  ear. 

*  And  one  that's  high  above  the  rest, 

••  Terrific  towering  o'er, 
**  Will  make  thee  know  him  at  a  glance, 

**  iSo  I  need  say  no  more. 

*'  To  him  from  me  these  tablets  give, 

**  They'll  quick  be  understood  ; 
"  Thou  nced*8t  not  fear,  but  give  them  straight, 

"  I've  scrawl'd  them  with  mjTblood  I" 

The  nightfall  came,  and  Rupert  all 

In  pale  amazement  went 
To  where  the  crossroads  met,  as  he 

W  JB  by  the  Father  sent 


And  lo !  a  group  of  figures  came 
In  strange  disorder'd  crowd, 

Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the 
With  noises  strange  and  toad 


The  female  fiend  no  sooner  heard 

Than,  with  reluctant  look, 
The  very  ring  that  Rupert  lost, 

She  from  her  finger  took. 

And,  giving  it  unto  the  youth. 
With  eyes  that  breathed  of  hell, 

Sho  said,  in  that  tremendous  voice. 
Which  he  remcmber'd  well : 

*'  In  Austin's  name  take  back  the  ring, 
"  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me ; 

*'  And  thou'rt  to  me  no  longer  wed, 
"  Nor  longer  I  to  thee." 

He  took  the  ring,  the  rabble  pass'd. 

He  home  retum'd  again  ; 
His  wife  was  then  the  happiest  foir, 

The  haf^Nost  he  of  men. 
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TO 


jniro  BBE  wrm  a  whitb  tbil  aho  ▲  rich  oiedlb. 

j§p,  Micspuos.  in  Onnroeritici* 

EVr  off*  the  yeetal  Teil,  nor»  oh ! 

Let  weeping  angvls  view  it ; 
VTour  cheeks  belie  its  virgin  snow, 

And  blush  repenting  through  it 

Put  off'tho  fatal  zone  you  wear ; 

The  shining  pearls  around  it 
^re  tears,  that  fell  from  Virtue  there, 

The  hour  when  Love  unbound  it 


WTWTTEN  IN  THE  BLANK  LEAF 

or 
A  LADY'S  COMMONPLACE  BOOK. 

IIkrb  is  one  leaf  reserved  for  me. 
From  all  thy  sweet  memorials  free ; 
And  here  my  simple  song  might  tell 
The  feel'mgs  thou  must  guess  so  well 
But  could  I  thus,  within  thy  miud, 
One  little  vacant  comer  find, 
Where  no  impression  yet  is  seen. 
Where  no  memorial  yet  hath  been, 
Oh  !  it  should  be  my  sAveetest  care 
To  write  my  name  forever  there  ! 


TO 
MRS.  Bl 
warrrsN  uf  iier  album. 

Fhiet  say  that  Love  had  once  a  book 
(The  urchin  likes  to  copy  you,) 

SVhere,  all  who  came,  the  pencil  took. 
And  wrote,  like  us,  a  line  or  two. 

Twas  Innocence,  the  maid  divine, 
Who  kept  this  volume  bright  and  fair, 

Knd  saw  that  no  unhallowM  line 
Or  thought  profane  should  enter  there ; 

KnA  daily  did  the  pages  fill 
With  fond  device  and  loving  lore, 

Ikad  erery  leaf  she  turned  was  still 
More  bright  than  that  she  tum*d  before. 


Beneath  the  tonch  of  Hope,  how  soft. 
How  light  the  magic  pencil  ran ! 

Till  Fear  would  come,  alas,  as  oft. 
And  trembling  close  what  Hope  began. 

A  tear  or  two  had  dropp'd  (rom  Grief, 
And  Jealousy  would,  now  and  then. 

Ruffle  in  haste  some  snow-white  leaf. 
Which  Love  had  still  to  smooth  again. 

But,  ah !  there  came  a  blooming  boy, 
AVho  often  tum*d  the  pages  o*er. 

And  wrote  therein  such  words  of  joy. 
That  all  who  read  them  sigli'd  for  more. 

And  Pleasure  was  this  spuit*8  name. 
And  though  so  soft  his  voice  and  look. 

Yet  Innocence,  whene'er  he  came. 
Would  tremble  for  her  spotless  book. 

For,  oft  a  Bacchant  cup  he  bore. 

With  earth's  sweet  nectar  sparkling  bright 
And  much  she  fear'd  leet,  mantling  o*er. 

Some  drops  should  on  the  pages  light 

And  so  it  chanced,  one  luckless  night. 

The  urohm  let  that  goblet  fall 
O'er  the  fair  book,  so  pure,  so  white. 

And  sullied  lines  and  marge  and  all ! 

In  vam  now,  touch'd  with  shame,  he  tried 
To  wash  those  fatal  stains  away ; 

Deep,  deep  had  suuk  the  sullying  tide, 
The  leaves  grew  darker  every  day. 

And  Fancy's  sketches  lost  their  hue. 
And  Hope's  sweet  lines  were  all  effaced, 

And  Love  himself  now  scarcely  knew 
What  Love  himself  so  lately  traced. 

At  length  the  urchin  Pleasure  fled, 
(For  how,  alas !  could  Pleasure  stay  7) 

And  Love,  while  many  a  tear  he  shed. 
Reluctant  flung  the  book  away. 

The  index  now  alone  remains. 

Of  all  the  pages  spoil'd  by  Pleasure, 

And  though  it  bears  some  earthy  stains. 
Yet  Memory  counts  the  leaf  a  treasure. 

And  oft,  they  say,  she  scans  it  o'er, 
And  oft,  by  this  memorial  luded. 

Brings  back  the  pages  now  no  more. 
And  thinks  of  lines  that  long  have  faded 

I  know  not  if  this  tale  be  true. 
But  thus  the  simple  facts  are  stated ; 

And  I  refer  their  truth  to  you. 

Since  Love  and  you  are  near  related. 
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TO 

CARA, 

AFTER  AN  INTERVAL  OF  ABSEKOL 

Conceal'd  within  the  shady  wood 
A  mother  left  her  sleeping  child. 

And  flew,  to  cull  her  rustic  food, 
The  fruitage  of  the  forest  wild. 

But  storms  upon  her  pathway  rise, 
The  mother  roams,  astray  and  weeping ; 

Far  from  the  weak  appealing  cries 
Of  him  she  left  so  sweetly  sleeping. 

She  hopes,  she  fears ;  a  light  is  seen, 

And  gentler  blows  the  night  w'ma*6  breath ; 

Yet  no— *tis  gone — the  storms  are  keen, 
The  infant  may  be  chiird  to  death  ! 

Perhaps,  ev*n  now,  in  darkness  shrouded. 
His  little  eyes  lie  cold  and  still  ;«- 

And  yet,  perhaps,  they  are  not  clouded, 
Life  and  love  may  light  them  still. 

Thus,  Cara,  at  our  last  farewell. 

When,  fearful  ev*n  thy  hand  to  touch, 

I  mutely  askM  those  eyes  to  tell 
If  parting  pain*d  thee  half  so  much  : 

I  thought, — and,  oh  ;  forgive  the  thought. 
For  none  was  e*er  by  love  inspired 

WHiom  fancy  had  not  also  taught 
To  hope  the  bliss  his  soul  desired. 

Yes,  I  did  think,  in  Cara*s  mind, 

Tliough  yet  to  tliat  sweet  mind  unknown, 

I  left  one  infant  wish  behind, 

One  feeling  v  hich  I  call'd  my  own. 

Oh  blest !  though  out  in  fancy  blest. 

How  did  I  ask  of  Fity*s  care. 
To  sliield  and  strengthen,  in  thy  breast, 

The  nursling  I  had  cradled  there. 

And,  many  an  hour,  beguiled  by  pleasure. 
And  many  an  hour  of  sorrow  numbering, 

I  ne'er  fr-got  the  new-bom  treasure, 
I  left  within  thy  bosom  slumb'ring. 

Perhaps,  indifference  has  not  chill'd  it. 

Haply,  it  yet  a  thiob  may  give- 
Yet,  no— perhaps,  a  doubt  has  kill'd  it ; 
Say,  dearest-— (foe9  the  feelinft  five? 


TO 

CARA, 

ON  THE   DAWNnca   OF  A  NEW  TEAR**  DAT 

When  midnight  came  to  close  the  year. 
We  sigli'd  to  think  it  thus  shoukl  tako 

The  lioiu^  it  gave  us-— hours  as  dear 
As  s}'mpathy  and  love  could  make 

Their  blessed  moments^— every  sun 

Saw  us,  my  lOve,  mora  closely  one. 

But,  Cara,  when  the  dawn  was  nigh 
Which  cam^  a  new  year*s  light  to  shed, 

That  smile  we  iiught  from  eye  to  eye 
Told  us,  those  moments  were  not  fled : 

Oh,  no, — we  felt,  some  future  sun 

Should  see  us  still  more  closely  one. 


Thus  may  we  ever,  nde  by  side. 
From  happy  years  to  happier  glide ; 
And  still  thus  may  the  passing  sigh 

We  give  to  hours,  that  vanish  o*er  :!i 
Be  followed  by  the  smiling  eye. 

That  Hope  shall  shed  on  scenes  befofo 


TO 


1801 


To  be  the  theme  of  every  hour 

The  heart  devotes  to  Fancy's  power. 

When  her  prompt  magic  fills  the  mind 

With  friends  and  joys  weVe  left  behind. 

And  joys  return  and  friends  are  near. 

And  all  are  welcomed  with  a  tear : — 

In  the  mind's  purest  seat  to  dwell. 

To  be  remembered  oft  and  well 

By  one  whose  heart,  though  vain  and  wfld. 

By  passion  led,  by  youth  beguiled. 

Can  proudly  still  aspire  to  be 

All  tliat  may  yet  win  smiles  from  thee : — 

If  thus  to  live  in  every  part 

Of  a  lone,  weary  wanderer's  heart ; 

If  thus  to  be  its  sole  employ 

Can  give  tlico  one  faint  gleam  of  joy. 

Believe  it,  Mary,— oh !  believe 

A  tongue  that  never  can  deceive. 

Though,  erring,  it  too  oft  betray 

Ev'n  more  than  Love  should  dam  to  aayy— 

In  Pleasure's  dream  or  Sorrow's  hoar, 

In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower, 
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Th«  boKoesB  of  my  life  dioll  be, 
Forerer  to  remember  thee. 
And  though  that  heart  be  dead  to  mine, 
Since  Lore  is  life  and  wakes  not  tliine, 
rU  take  thy  image,  as  the  form 
Of  one  whooi  T«ove  had  failed  to  warm, 
Which,  though  it  yield  no  answering  thrill, 
Is  not  leas  dear,  is  worshipp'd  still — 
11  take  it,  wheresoe'er  I  stray, 
The  bright,  col<?  burden  of  my  way. 
To  keep  Uiis  semblance  fresh  ia  bloom, 
My  heart  shall  be  its  lasting  tomb. 
And  Memory,  with  embalming  care, 
Shall  keep  it  fresh  and  fadeless  there. 


Tnc 
GENIUS  OF  HARMONY, 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE. 

Ad  bArmoniam  eancre  iinindiini. 

Cicero  dr.  ^'ut.  Deor..  ilti.  \\\. 

There  lies  a  shell  beneath  the  waves, 
In  many  a  hollow  winding  wrcath'd, 
Such  as  of  old 
Udioed  like  breath  that  warbling  sea-maids  breathed ; 
This  magic  shell, 
From  tiie  while  bosom  of  a  syren  fell, 
Ak  once  she  wandered  by  the  tide  that  laves 
Siciliu*8  sands  of  gold. 

'  la  ihe  **  H'mtolre  N'ritarclle  des  Antilles,**  there  Is  an  ac- 
»«nt  ofiioine  curious  shells,  found  al  Cunifoa,  on  ibe  back 
tf  which  were  lines,  filled  with  musical  chunicters  so  dis- 
toel  and  perfect,  thnt  the  writer  assures  us  a  very  chnrming 
nn  wa»  Minf  fnnn  one  of  them.  "  On  le  nonmie  masicHl. 
paK«qa*il  porte  snr  le  dos  de«  lignrs  noirdires  pleinet  de 
jMe*.  qui  ont  one  e*j»^ce  de  cie  jiour  les  mctlre  en  chant. 
Is  forte  que  Ton  d'.'^It  qn'il  ne  m:inqne  que  la  Icttre  acctte 
WMatnre  natarelle.  Ceeurleui  gentilhomme  (M.  dii  Montel) 
lapporte  qo'il  ena  va  qui  avoient  cinq  lignes.  une  cie.et  des 
lotes,  qui  fermolent  an  accord  |iarfnlt.  Qnelqu'un  y  avoit 
^pwA  la  tettre.qnela  nature  avoit  outiUee.et  la  falsoit  chan- 
ter en  fonne  de  trio,  doot  Tair  etoit  fort  agreable.** — Chnp.  xix. 
ift  II.  The  author  adds,  a  poet  might  imngine  that  these 
khelU  w«fe  a«ed  bv  ^e  syrens  at  their  concerts. 

*  Arcordiac  to  Cicero,  nnd  his  co^ullenta^)r,  Macrobius. 
kc  Xnnnt  tone  Is  the  gravest  and  faintest  on  the  planetary 
kppciicbord.  **Qo)tin  obeansam  smnmtu  llle  cmli  stel lifer 
amu,  cnja«  eooverslo  est  concltatior,  acuto  et  excttato 
nor«>tar  sono;  grravls«lfiio  autem  hlc  lunnrisatqae  tnflmus.** 
r.  Snp.  Because,  says  Macn>blus,  **tpirllu  at  In  ex- 
laneoescente  jam  volvitnr,  et  propter  anfustlas 
l«ib(n  peoaltimas  orbis  arctarar  impetu  le n lore  con vertitur." 
<-Ia  Smmm.  Bcip,,  lib.  IL  cnp.  4.  In  their  musical  arrango- 
seat  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  the  ancient  writers  are  not  very 
■leHicible.^-«See  Fto/m..  lib.  111. 

Hetireo.  In  panning  the  Idea  of  Aristotle,'  that  the 
•fe  aalioal,  attributes  their  hamiony  to  perfect  and 
seiprural  love.  **  Nnn  pero  naanca  fra  luro  11  perfctto  et 
fCiyfCM  Kvaan :  la  caasa  pdnelpale,  che  ne  mostra  It  loro 


It  bean 
Upon  its  shining  side  the  mystic  notes, 

Of  those  entrancing  airs,' 
The  genii  of  the  deep  were  wont  to  swell, 
When  heaven's  eternal  orbs  their  midnight  misic 
Oh  I  seek  it,  wherosoeVr  it  floats ;  [roll'd ! 

And,  if  the  power 
Of  thrilling  niunbers  to  thy  soul  be  dear, 

Go,  bring  the  bright  shell  to  my  bower, 
And  I  wUl  fold  thee  m  such  downy  dreams 
As  lap  the  Spirit  of  the  Seventh  Sphere, 
When  Luna's  distant  tone  falls  ftiintly  on  his  ear  ** 
And  thou  shalt  ow  n^ 
That,  through  the  circle  of  creation's  zone. 
Where  matter  sltunbers  or  wn^re  spirit  beams ; 
From  the  pellucid  tides,'  that  whirl 
The  planets  throtigh  their  maze  of  song. 
To  die  small  rill,  that  weeps  along 
Murmuring  o*er  been  A  pearl : 
From  the  rich  sigh 
Of  the  sun's  arrow  tliiough  an  evening  sky,^ 
To  the  faint  breath  the  tuneful  osier  yields 

On  Afric's  burning  fields  ;* 
Thou'lt  wondering  own  this  univeree  divine 

Is  mine ! 
That  I  respire  in  all  and  all  in  me. 
One  mighty  mingled  soul  of  boimdlesa  harmony. 

Welcome,  welcome,  mystic  shell  I 
Many  a  star  has  ceased  to  bum,* 
Many  a  tear  has  Saturn's  urn 
O'er  the  cold  bosom  of  the  ocean  wept,^ 

amore,  e  la  lor  nmicitia  nmionica  et  la  concordanza,  che 
tierpetnamente  si  irova  In  luro.** — Dialog.  11.  dl  Aniore«  p. 
56.  This  "  reci|irico  amore**  of  Leone  is  the  fiXorrK  of  the 
ancient  Eiiipcdocles,  who  seems,  In  his  Love  and  Hate  of 
the  Elements,  to  have  given  a  glimpse  of  the  principles  of 
attraction  and  repulsion.  See  the  frttgnient  to  which  I  al- 
lude In  Lnertlus,  A»or<  ncv  ^(Xorijri,  mvepxoftew^f  k.  r.  A., 
lib.  viil.  cap.  S,  n.  19. 

'  Leucippus.  the  atomlst,  Imagined  a  kind  of  vortices  la 
the  heavens,  which  he  borrowed  from  Anaxagoras,  and  pos- 
sibly suggested  to  t)e«cartes. 

4  Hcriiclides.  apon  the  allegories  of  Homer,  ronjectores 
tliitt  the  idea  of  the  harmony  of  tlie  spheres  originated  with 
this  poet,  who,  in  representing  the  solar  beams  as  arrows, 
suptx>scs  them  to  emit  a  peculiar  sound  In  the  air. 

*  In  the  account  of  Africa  which  D'Ablancoart  has  trans- 
lated, there  is  mention  of  a  tree  In  that  ctmntry.  whose 
branches  when  shaken  by  the  hand  produce  very  sweet 
sounds.  "Ijo  m6me  anteur  (Abenz'>gar)  dlt.  qu*il  y  a  un 
certain  arlire.qni  pmduit  des  gaules  conime  d*osler,  et  qn  en 
les  prcnani  d  la  ninin  et  les  branlant,  elles  font  ane  es|)^ce 
d'harinonle  fort  aprAable.**  tc.  kJt.—VJIfriqiuit  MarmU, 

•  Alluding  to  the  extinction,  or  at  least  the  dlsapfiearance, 
of  some  of  those  fixed  stars,  which  we  are  tatight  tAeoaslder 
as  suns,  attended  each  by  iu  system.  Descartes  tbooght 
that  our  earth  might  formerly  have  been  a  son.  which  be- 
came obscured  by  a  thick  Incrustation  over  its  sorfuce.  This 
probably  suggested  the  Idea  of  a  eentml  fire. 

f  Porphyry  says,  tbxt  Pythagoras  held  the  sea  to  be  a  tear, 
Tqy  ■SoAarray  ^t¥  exaXct  civai  Saitpvoift  (De  Wlk ;)  aad  i 
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Since  Ihy  adrial  spell 
Hath  in  the  waters  slept 
Now  biest  ru  fly 
With  the  bright  treasure  to  my  choral  8ky» 
Where  she,  who  waked  its  early  swell, 
The  Syren  of  the  heavenly  choir, 
Walks  o*or  the  great  string  of  my  Orphic  Lyre  ;* 
Or  guides  around  the  burning  pole 
The  winged  chariot  of  some  blissful  soul  :* 
WhUe  thou— 
Oh  son  of  earth,  what  dreams  shall  rise  for  thee ! 
Beneath  Hispania's  sun, 
ThouMt  see  a  streamlet  run. 
Which  I*ve  imbued  with  breatliing  melody  f 
And  there,  when  night-w'uids  down  the  current  die, 
Thou'lt  hear  how  like  a  harp  its  waters  sigh : 
A  liquid  chord  is  every  wave  that  flows. 
An  airy  plectrum  every  breeze  that  blows.* 

There,  by  that  wondrous  stream. 

Go,  lay  tliy  languid  brow, 
And  I  will  send  thee  such  a  godlike  dream. 
As  never  ble88*d  the  slumbers  even  of  him,* 
Who,  many  a  night,  with  his  primordial  lyre,*  ' 

Sate  on  the  chill  Pang»an  mount,^ 

And,  looking  to  the  orient  dim, 
WatchM  the  first  flowing  of  that  sacred  fount. 

From  which  liis  soul  had  drunk  its  fire. 

one  else,  if  I  mistake  not,  has  added  the  planet  Saturn  aa  the 
source  of  it.  Empedocles,  with  similar  affectation,  called  the 
sea  *'the  sweat  of  the  earth  :**  iipura  rtts  yis.  See  RUUrt- 
ktuiu*  upon  Porfkfry,  Nam.  41. 

>  The  system  of  the  harmonized  orbs  was  styled  by  the  an- 
cients the  Great  Lyre  of  Orpheus,  for  which  Lucian  thus 
accounts: — ^  St  Avpri  tirrantrot  eowa  rijv  rto¥  KHfOVftti^y 
utrrpuv  ipftovtav  ait¥t0a\XerOf  k.  t.  X.  in  ^ttrolog. 

*  AiciXc  \inrx,ai  taaptSpavf  rots  aarptts,  cwttitt  d*  {xao-riyv 
vpoi  UaoTO¥,  Kai  sp0t0aaai  'US  EI£  OXHMA.— "  Disirlba- 
Ung  the  souls  severally  among  the  stirs,  and  mounting  each 
soul  upon  a  star  as  on  its  chariot.**— fVofo,  Tinum*. 

*  This  musical  river  Is  mentioned  in  the  ronmnre  of 
Achilles  Tatius.  Eirci  irora/iov  .  .  i|y  ^  axovaat  ^eXijs  rov 
iiaros  Xa\<nvTos.  The  Latin  version,  in  supplying  the  hia- 
tus which  is  in  the  original,  has  placed  the  river  in  flispa- 
nia.  "In  Hispanii  qnoque  fluvlus  est,  queni  prinio  aspecMi,** 
he.  fcc. 

«  These  two  lines  are  trnnslatod  from  the  wortls  of  Achilles 
Tatius.  Eay  yap  oXtyos  avtpof  tti  ras  itvas  zit-rrtari,  rn  pcv 
^(op  its  X^P^I  tpoverai.  ro  it  tn^ev/ta  rov  viaroi  wXn<rfH/w 
ytPtrai.  ro  jttv^a  6e  a)(  KtOapa  XaXn. — Lib.  ii. 

*  Orpheus. 

*  They  called  his  lyre  apxoiorpnnov  itrraxnpiov  Op^tu>i^ 
See  a  curious  work  by  a  professor  of  Greek  at  Venice,  enti- 
tled'*  Ilebdomndes,  sivo  septem  de  septenario  libri.**— Lib. 
iv.  en  p.  3,  p.  177. 

T  Eratmthenes,  in  mentioning  the  extreme  veneration  of 
Orpheus  for  Apollo,  says  that  he  was  accustomed  to  go  to  the 
Fangs^an  mountain  at  daybreak,  and  there  wait  the  rising 
ot  the  sun.  that  he  might  he  the  first  to  hail  its  beams.— 
EwtycipopttHx  rt  rqf  wxrof^  Kara  rn¥  iotOivriv  eirt  ro  opos 
^  TO  KaXavusvov  Tlayyitoi^t  rpoaeitctn  raf  ayaroXa(,  Imi  till 
row  'IlXiur  irpurw. — Karaareptan.  94. 


Oh !  think  what  viskms,  in  thai  Imiely  boor. 
Stole  o'er  his  musing  breast ; 
What  pious  ecstasy* 
Waited  his  prayer  to  that  eternal  Power, 
Whose  seal  upon  this  new-bom  world  impcea/if 
The  various  forms  of  bright  divinity ! 

Or,  dost  thou  know  what  dreams  I  wove, 
'Mid  the  deep  horror  of  that  silent  bower,* 
Wliere  the  rapt  Samian  riept  his  hotj  slimibert 
When,  free 
From  earthly  chain, 
From  wreaths  of  pfeasure  and  from  bonds  of  pil 

His  spirit  flew  through  fields  above, 
Drank  at  the  source  of  nattire's  fbntal  number,'' 
And  saw,  in  mystic  choir,  aroimd  him  move 
The  stars  of  song,  Heaven's  burning  minstrelsj! 
Such  dreams,  so  heavenly  bright, 
I  swear 
By  the  great  diadem  that  twines  roj  hair, 
And  by  the  seven  gems  that  spcukle  there," 

Mingling  their  beams 
In  a  soft  iris  of  harmonious  light. 
Oh,  mortal !  such  shall  be  thy  radiant  dm 


*  There  are  some  verses  of  Orphens  preserved  toiMi,i 
contain  snblime  ideas  of  the  unity  and  magnlfkenee  i 
Deity.  Fur  instance,  those  which  Jostin  Alartyr  hai 
duced : — 

Oirros  fttw  x<'^*"<'*'  'f  ovpaiwv  svrqjpicrai 
Xpvffcio)  t¥t  ^po»<i}^  K.  r.  A.  j§d  Ormt,  CM 

It  is  thought  by  some  that  these  are  lo  be  reekused  f 
the  faliricaUons,  which  were  frequent  lo  the  early  lis 
Christianity.    Still,  it  appears  doubtAil  to  whnai  they 
be  Httrihutcd,  being  too  pious  fi)r  the  rsgaaB,  and  too 
eal  for  the  Fathers. 

*  In  one  of  the  Hymns  of  Orpheas,  bo  attribales  a  i 
seol  to  Apolio,  with  which  he  Iraafines  that  deity  K 
stamped  a  viiriety  of  forms  upon  the  nnlvene. 

1*  Alluding  to  the  cave  near  Samoa,  where  PythagM 
voted  the  greater  part  of  his  days  and  nights  to  nedl 
and  the  mysteries  of  his  philosophy.  /mbMmA.  de  Ka. 
as  flolstenlus  remarks,  was  In  imitation  of  the  Btafl. 

>i  The  tetractys,  or  sacred  number  of  the  Pytbaft 
on  which  they  solemnly  swore,  and  which  they  called 
atwaov  (ffvacwft  "the  fountain  of  perennUl  natare.**  I 
has  ridirnlcd  this  religions  arithmetic  very  cloterty 
Sale  of  Philosophers. 

>*  This  diadem  is  Intended  to  reprotent  the  aaaki 
t\^'een  the  notes  of  mu«(ic  and  the  prismatic  Anion.  V 
In  Pint^rch  a  vague  Intimation  of  this  kindred  hani 
colors  nnd  80und<i. — Orpts  re  km  a<ei},  fitrm  ^w»f( 
fti^roi  rfi¥  &piiovia¥  eiri^iyewiw— 1>«  Muaiem 

Cassiodums,  whose  idea  I  nay  be  aoppoMd  to  hsi 
rowed,  says.  In  a  letter  npoa  na^ie  to  Boetlmi,  *  Qt ' 
oculis,  varia  hue  geBuaanuB,  sic  ertbara  tiwrriV 
Maodllnr  avdltaL**  This  Is  ladsed  tlieoalytolsnlltll 
Intbetonsh-Ubti-inHlMk  . 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


135 


I  ffouifD  her  nol — the  chamber  leemM 
Like  eome  divinelj  haunted  place, 

Where  fairy  forms  had  lately  beam*d. 
And  left  behind  their  odorous  trace ! 

It  felt,  ae  if  her  lipe  had  ihed 
A  Bgh  around  her,  ere  she  fled. 
Which  hung,  as  on  a  melting  lute, 
Mlien  aO  the  silver  chords  are  mute. 
There  liugen  still  a  tiemblingr  breath 
After  the  note's  luxurious  death, 
A  shade  of  song,  a  spint  air 
Of  melodies  which  had  been  there 

I  saw  the  veil,  which,  all  the  day. 

Had  floated  o'er  her  cheek  (k  toao ; 
I  saw  the  couch,  where  late  she  lay 

In  languor  of  divine  repoee ; 
And  I  could  trace  the  hallow'd  print 

lier  limbs  had  left,  as  pure  and  warm 
As  if  'twere  done  in  rapture's  mint, 

And  Love  himself  had  stamp'd  the  fono. 

Oh  my  sweet  mistress,  where  wert  thou? 

In  pity  fly  not  thus  from  me  ; 
Thou  art  my  life,  my  essence  now. 

And  my  soul  dies  of  wanting  thee. 


TO 

MRS.  HENRY  TIGHE, 

ON    aCADINO    HCa   <*  PSYCHE." 

Teix  mt;  the  witching  tale  again. 
For  never  has  my  lieait  or  ear . 

Hung  on  so  sweet,  so  pure  a  strain, 
So  pure  to  feel,  so  sweet  to  hear. 

Say,  Love,  in  all  thy  prime  of  fame, 
When  the  high  heaven  itself  was  thine ; 


*6«e  the  BCory  In  ApoleSa^.  With  respect  to  this  benu- 
flfU  allefrwy  of  Ixrre  and  P<yche.  there  is  an  Infcenknu  idea 
nnvied  hf  the  senator  Bu<»nar(>iti.  in  his  **  OMervazioni 
lo^aksni  IrunsMnti  di  vasi  nntichl**  He  thinlis  the  fable  is 
akct  6ua  some  very  ncenit  mysteries,  wrhlcb  had  long  been 
cclcknoed  la  honor  of  L«>ve ;  and  Nec4ianu,  upon  this  sup- 

P'lnttoa.fnr  the  silence  of  the  more  ancient  authors  upon  the 
,  nh^KVas  It  was  not  till  tftwardn  the  decline  of  pagan  supor- 
I  sitioa,thftt  writers  could  venture  to  reveal  or  discuss  such 
I  Muwaies.  Accordingly,  oli^rvos  this  Huthor.  wefind  Lu- 
I  dHud  Platarr-h  tmiting,  withimt  reserve,  of  the  Dea  Syria, 

livaH  M  of  Isli  aad  Osiris  ;  and  Apuleius,  to  «vh<HD  we  are 

kkhud  Ibr  ths  beantirul  story  of  Cupid  and  Psyche,  has 
I  ^iMrilsi  WIS  of  the  mysteries  of  bis.  8ee  the  Giornale 
I  ^liHttfl  dttiis,  mm.  zr.vli.  articol.  1.   See  also  the  ub- 


l 


When  piety  confessed  the  flame. 
And  even  thy  errora  were  divine ; 

Did  ever  Muse's  hand  so  fair 

A  glory  roimd  thy  temples  spread  7 

Did  ever  lip's  ambrosial  air 

Such  fragrance  o'er  thy  altars  elicd  7 

One  maid  there  was,  who  round  her  lyre 
The  mystic  myrtle  wildly  wreathed ; — 

But  all  her  sighs  were  sighs  of  fire, 
Tho  myrtle  wither'd  as  she  breathed. 

Oil      'ou,  that  love's  celestial  dream, 
In  all  its  ptirity,  would  know. 

Let  not  the  senses'  ardent  beam 

Too  strongly  through  the  vision  glow 


Love  safest  lies,  conceal'd  in  night, 
The  night  where  heaven  has  bid  hi*. 

Oh !  shed  not  there  unhu!low*d  light. 
Or,  Psycho  knows,  the  boy  will  fly. 


lie 


Sweet  Psyche,  many  a  charmed  hotu*. 
Through  many  a  wild  and  magic  w..ste. 

To  the  lair  fount  and  blissful  bowei' 

Have  I,  in  dreams,  thy  light  foot  traced ! 

Where'er  thy  joys  are  number'd  now. 
Beneath  whatever  shades  of  rest, 

The  Genius  of  the  starry  brow* 

Hath  bound  thee  to  thy  Cupid's  breast ; 

Whether  above  the  horizon  dim, 

Along  whose  versje  our  spirits  stray, — 

Half  sunk  beneath  th.e  shadowy  rim. 
Half  brighten'd  by  the  upper  ray,*— 

Thou  dwellcst  in  a  world,  all  light. 
Or,  lingering  licrc,  dost  love  to  be. 

To  other  souls,  the  guardian  bright 

That  Lovo  was,  through  tliis  gloom,  to  thee 


serrations  cpon  the  ancient  gems»  iu  tM  MuHcum  Florentl- 
nuni,  vol.  i.  p.  156. 

I  cannot  avoid  remarking  here  an  error  into  which  lbs 
French  Encyclop^dl.Htes  h:ive  lieen  ted  by  M.  Spon.  in  their 
article  Psyche.  They  wiy  "  Pitrone  fait  un  rScit  de  la 
pompe  nnptiale  de  ces  deux  ninnn%  (Amour  et  Psyche.) 
Doj^,  dtt*il,"  Jlc.  ttc.  The  Psyche  of  Petronin<.  howe«sr. 
Is  a  servant-nmid.  and  the  nmrri'tgo  which  he  df^crlliea  la 
that  of  the  young  Pannychin.  See  S|x>n's  Rechercbes  ciui- 
eoses,  Jtc.  DLsisertiit  5. 

s  Allosions  to  Mrs.  Tighe's  Poem. 
>  Constancy. 

*  By  this  imnge  the  Platoniftts  expressed  the  middle  flats 
of  the  soul  between  nensibie  and  IntellecMal  existecee. 
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Stin  be  the  song  to  Psyche  dear, 
The  songi  whose  gentle  voice  was  given 

To  be,  on  earth,  to  mortal  ear, 
An  echo  of  her  own,  in  heaven. 


FROM 

THE  HIGH  PRIEST  OF  APOLLO 

TO 
A  VIRGIN  OF  DELPHI.* 


Cnm  digno  dipna 


SutmciA. 


"  Who  is  the  maid,  with  j^joldeu  hair, 
**  With  eye  of  fire,  and  foot  of  air, 
**  Whose  harp  around  my  altar  swells, 
'*  The  sweetest  of  a  thousand  shells  7" 
'Twas  thus  the  deity,  who  treads 
The  arch  of  heaven,  and  proudly  sheds 
Day  from  his  eyelids — thus  he  spoke, 
As  through  my  cell  his  glories  broke. 

Aphelia  i^  the  Delphic  fair,* 
With  eyes  of  fire  and  golden  hair, 
Aphelia*s  are  the  airy  feet. 
And  hers  the  harp  divinely  sweet ; 
For  foot  so  light  has  never  trod 
The  laurcird  caverns'  of  the  god, 
Nor  harp  so  sod  hath  ever  given 
A  sigh  to  earth  or  hymn  to  heaven. 

"  Then  tell  the  virgin  to  unfold, 
**  In  looser  pomp,  her  locks  of  gold, 
"  And  bid  thaM  eyes  more  fondly  shine 
"  To  welcome  down  a  Spouse  Divine  ; 
"  Since  He,  who  lights  the  path  of  years — 
"  Even  from  the  foimt  of  morning's  tears 

1  Thli  \mam,  tis  woll  a:i  n  few  others  Ihtii  occur  afior- 
wnrdx,  fariiietl  iwirt  of  a  work  which  I  h»d  cnrly  projected, 
and  even  announced  to  the  public,  but  which,  luckily  per* 
hnp*  for  myself,  had  been  Interrupted  by  my  visit  to  America 
in  the  year  I«)3. 

Among  tho<<e  impostures  in  which  the  priests  of  the  pnpin 
temples  are  known  to  h:;  ve  indul|!ed.  one  of  the  most  fM  vorite 
was  thrit  of  announcini;  to  some  fair  votary  of  the  shrine,  that 
the  God  himwif  had  become  enamored  of  her  beauty,  and 
would  descend  in  all  his  ^lory.  to  pay  her  a  visit  within  the 
recesses  of  the  fane.  An  adventure  of  thlsHescrtptlon  formed 
an  epliMNle  In  the  classic  romance  which  I  had  sketched  out; 
and  the  sliurl  fmirntent.  given  above,  belon|Es  to  an  epistle  by 
which  the  story  was  to  have  been  intniduce«). 

.•  In  the  0th  Pythic  of  Pindar,  where  Apollo,  in  the  same 
Banner,  requires  of  Chiron  some  InfoniiHtion  respecting  the 
fktr  C>-Tene.  the  Centaur,  in  obeying,  very  gravely  apologises 
far  telling  the  Cud  what  his  omniscience  most  know  so  per- 
Ibclly  already . 
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To  where  his  setting  Bplendan  ban 
Upon  the  western  sea-maid^s  nm— 
Doth  not,  in  all  his  course*  behold 
Such  eyes  of  fire,  such  hair  of  gold. 
Tell  her,  he  comes,  tn  Uissful  pridp. 
His  lip  yet  sparkling  with  the  tide 
That  mantles  in  Oljrmpian  bowlsr— 
The  nectar  of  eternal  souls ! 
For  her,  for  her  he  quits  the  skies. 
And  to  her  kiss  from  nectar  flies. 
Oh,  he  would  quit  his  star-throned  bd| 
And  leave  th«>  "vorld  to  pine  for  lighti 
Might  he  but  pass  the  hours  of  shade* 
Beside  his  peerless  Delphic  maid. 
She,  more  than  earthi^  woman  blest* 
lie,  more  than  god  on  woman*8  breai 


There  is  a  cave  beneath  the  steep,* 
Where  living  rills  of  cr}'5tal  weep 
0*er  lierbage  of  the  loveliest  hue 
That  ever  spring  begcmm*d  w.^*-  dew} 
There  oft  the  grecnsward^s  giosby  int 
Is  brighten'd  by  the  recent  print 
Of  many  a  faim  and  naiud*s  feet, — 
Scarce  touching  earth,  tlieir  step  so  Am 
That  there,  by  moonlights  ray,  had  In 
In  light  dance,  o*er  the  verdant  mxL 
**  There,  there,"  the  god,  impassioiiM,  f 
"  Soon  as  the  twilight  tinge  is  fled, 
"  And  the  dim  orb  of  lunar  souls^ 
**  Along  its  shadowy  pathway  rolls — 
"  There  shall  we  meet, — and  not  cv'n  1 
**  The  God  who  reigns  immortally, 
"  Where  BubePs  turrets  paint  their  prid 
"  Upon  th*  Euphnites'  shining  tide,* — 
"  Not  ev*n  when  to  his  midnight  lovet 
**  In  mj'stic  majesty  he  moves, 
"  Lighted  by  many  an  odorous  fire, 
"  And  hymn*d  by  all  Chalds!a*s  choir^ 

>  AXX'  ctt  iafvcjiff  yva\a  fitiaoiiai  rait, 

EiTRinOb  J 

*  The  Cor>-clan  Cave,  which  Pausnnias  mcnildi 
inhabitant*!  of  Pamnsxus  hold  it  sacred   to  the 
nymphs,  who  were  children  of  the  river  Plistas. 

*  Seen  preceding  note,  p.  81,  n.3.  [t  should  seem  I 
spirits  were  of  a  purer  order  than  spirits  in  pi 
Pythngoras  was  said  by  his  followers  to  have  desesi 
the  regions  of  the  moon.  The  heresinrch  Manes,  la 
manner,  imagined  that  the  sun  and  m<ion  are  the  I 
of  Christ,  and  that  the  ascension  was  nothing 
(Tight  to  those  orbs. 

*  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Belas,  at  Babylon ;  In  i 
towers  there  was  a  large  rhN|)el  set  apart  for  these 
assignations.  *'  No  man  Is  a  I  lowed  If  •  sleep  here,**SKJ 
otus :  "  but  the  Npxrtmentis  opprti|iriatPd  ton feaal 
if  we  believe  the  Chaldvan  priests,  the  deity  selodi 
women  of  the  countr}',  as  his  favorite.'*    Lib.  I.  e^ 
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**  ETer  yet,  o'er  mortal  brow,  let  ihine 

"  Such  effluence  of  Lore  Divine, 

"  As  ilial!  to-night,  bleet  maid,  o*er  Uiine." 

Happy  the  maid,  whom  heaven  aHowi 
To  break  for  heaven  her  virgin  vows ! 
Happy  the  maid! — her  robe  of  shame 
Is  whiten*d  by  a  heavenly  flame, 
Whose  glory,  with  a  lingering  trace, 
Sliines  Uirough  and  deiiios  her  race !' 


FRAGMENT. 

Prrv  me,  love !  I'll  pity  thee. 
If  thoQ  indeed  bast  felt  like  me. 
All,  all  my  bosom's  peace  is  o*er ! 
At  night,  which  was  my  hour  of  calm, 
When,  from  tlie  page  of  clasMC  lore, 
From  the  pure  fount  of  ancient  lay 
My  soul  has  drawn  the  placid  balm, 
AVljich  charmed  its  every  grief  away. 
Ah !  there  I  find  tha|  bulm  no  more. 
Those  spells,  which  moke  us  oft  forget 
The  fleeting  troubles  of  Uie  day, 
In  deeper  sorrows  only  whet 
The  stings  they  cannot  tear  away 
Wlien  to  my  pillow  rackM  I  fly. 
With  wearied  sense  and  wakeful  eye : 
While  my  brain-  maddens,  where,  oh,  where 
Is  that  serene  consoling  prayer, 
Which  once  has  harbinger*d  my  rest. 
When  the  still  soothing  voice  of  Heaven 
Hath  seemed  to  whisper  in  my  breast, 
••  Sleep  on,  thy  errors  are  forgiven  !" 
No,  though  I  still  in  semblance  pray. 
My  thoughts  are  wandering  far  away. 
And  ev'n  the  name  of  Deity 
Is  murmured  out  in  siglis  for  thee. 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

How  oft  a  cloud,  with  envious  veil. 
Obscures  yon  bashful  light, 

Which  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Ak>ng  the  waste  of  night ! 


*  FMfeoelle,  in  hit  playAil  rifaeiminto  of  the  learned  m^- 
teriilsAf  V«B-Dale.  has  related  In  his  own  Inimikible  man- 
Mr  am  adventare  of  this  kind  which  was  detected  and  ex- 
I  at  AlAxamlrla.    Bee  L*UiitoIre  des  Oraclct,  divert.  2. 


'Tts  thus  the  world's  obtrusive  wrongs 
Obscure  with  malice  keen 

Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs 
To  live  and  die  unseen 


THE  KISS. 

Grow  to  my  lip,  thou  sacred  kiss, 
On  which  my  sours  beloved  swore 
That  there  should  come  a  time  of  bliss, 
AVlien  she  would  mock  my  hopes  no  more. 
And  fancy  shall  thy  glow  renew, 
In  sighs  at  mom,  and  dreams  at  night. 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  holy  dew 
Till  thou^rt  absolved  by  rapture*s  rite. 
Sweet  hours  that  are  to  make  me  blest, 
Fly,  swill  as  breezes,  to  the  goal, 
And  let  my  love,  my  more  tlian  soul 
Come  blushing  to  this  ardent  breast. 
Then,  while  in  every  glance  I  drink 
The  rich  overflowings  of  her  mind. 
Oh !  let  her  all  enamor*d  sink 
In  sweet  abandonment  resigned, 
Blushing  for  all  our  stniggles  past. 
And  murmuring,  "  I  am  thine  at  last !' 


SONG. 

Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray 
For  one  sweet  moment  mix'd  with  mine. 

And  for  that  moment  seeni'd  to  say, 
**  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  be  thine !" 

Think  on  thy  ev'ry  smile  and  glance. 
On  all  thou  hast  to  charm  and  move ; 

And  then  forgive  my  bosom's  trance. 
Nor  tell  me  it  is  sin  to  love. 

0!i,  not  to  love  thee  were  the  pin  ; 

Fof  sure,  if  Fate's  decrees  be  done, 
Thou,  thou  art  destined  still  to  win, 

As  I  am  destined  to  be  won  ! 


chap.  vil.  Cmbillon,  tno,  In  one  of  his  nt*»t  a  mucins  Uttie 
stories,  lias  ninde  the  G<'nie  Mnnirfl-Tnupet.  iif  the  Isle  Jon- 
qutlle,  assert  thh  privilege  or  spiritual  tielnf^  In  a  manner 
rather  forinldahle  to  the  husbands  of  the  island. 
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THE  CATALOGUE. 

**  Come,  toll  me/'  says  Rosa,  as  kissinjgr  and  kissM, 

Oue  day  slie  reclined  on  my  breast ; 
'*  Come,  tell  me  the  number,  repeat  me  the  list 

"  Of  the  nymphs  you  have  loved  and  caress'd.'* — 
Oh  Rosa  I  *twas  only  my  fancy  that  roved, 

My  heart  at  the  moment  was  free ; 
But  ril  tell  thee,  my  girl,  how  many  Tve  loved, 

And  the  number  shall  finish  with  thee. 

My  tutor  was  Kitty ;  in  infancy  wild 

She  taught  me  the  way  to  be  blest ; 
She  taught  me  to  love  her,  I  loved  like  a  child, 

But  Kitty  could  fancy  the  rest 
This  lesson  of  dear  and  enrapturing  lore 

I  have  never  forgot,  I  allow : 
I  have  had  it  by  rote  very  often  before, 

But  never  by  heart  until  now. 

Pretty  Martha  was  next,  and  my  soul  was  all  flame, 

But  my  head  was  so  full  of  romance 
That  I  fancied  her  into  some  chivalry  dame, 

And  I  was  her  knight  of  the  lance. 
But  Martha  was  not  of  this  fanciful  school. 

And  she  laugh'd  at  her  poor  little  knight ; 
While  I  thought  her  a  goddess,  she  thought  me  a  fool. 

And  1*11  swear  §he  was  most  in  the  right 

My  soul  was  now  calm,  till,  by  CIoris*s  looks. 

Again  I  was  tempted  to  rove  ; 
But  Cloris,  I  found,  wa«  so  learned  in  books 

That  she  gave  me  more  logic  than  love. 
So  I  led  this  young  Sappho,  and  hastened  to  fly 

To  those  sweeter  logicians  in  bliss, 
Who  argue  the  point  with  a  soul-telling  eye, 

And  couviuce  us  at  ouce  with  a  kiss. 

Oh !  Susan  was  then  all  the  world  mito  me, 

But  Susan  wa9  piously  given  ; 
And  the  worst  of  it  was,  we  could  never  agree 
i        Ou  the  road  that  was  shortest  to  Heaven. 
I    "  Oh,  Susau  '**  IVe  said,  in  the  moments  of  mirth 
•       "  What's  devotion  to  thee  or  to  me  7 
« I  devoutly  believe  there's  a  heaven  on  earth» 
"  And  believe  that  that  heaven's  in  thee  /** 


IMITATION  OF  CATULLUS 

TO  HIMSELF. 
Mlwr  OatuUe.  detlnu  loeptiie, 

Cbask  the  sighing  fool  to  play  ; 
Cease  to  tnfle  life  away  ; 


Nor  vainly  think  those  jojrs  (bine  om 
Which  all,  alas,  have  falsely  flcwa. 
What  hours,  Catullus,  once  were  thi 
How  fairly  seero*d  thy  day  to  shin6| 
When  lightly  thou  didst  fly  to  meel 
The  giri  whose  smile  was  then  so  m 
The  girl  thou  lovedst  with  fonder  pm 
Than  e'er  thy  heart  can  feel  again. 

Ye  met — your  souls  seem'd  all  in 
Like  tapers  that  commingling  shoiK 
Thy  heart  was  warm  enough  for  bol 
And  hers,  in  truth,  was  nothing  loat 

Such  were  the  hours  that  once  w« 
But,  ah !  those  hours  no  longer  shim 
For  now  the  nymph  delights  no  moi 
In  what  she  loved  so  much  before ; 
And  all  Catullus  now  can  do. 
Is  to  be  proud  and  frigid  too ; 
Now  follow  where  the  wanton  fliet^ 
Nor  sue  the  bliss  that  she  denies. 
False  maid !  he  bids  farewell  to  thai 
To  love,  and  all  love*s  misery ; 
The  heyday  of  his  heart  is  o*er. 
Nor  will  he  court  one  favor  more. 

Fly,  perjured  girl ! — ^but  whither  fl 
Who  now  will  praise  thy  cheek  and 
Who  now  will  drink  the  syren  tone» 
Which  tells  him  thon  art  all  his  own 
Oh,  none : — and  he  who  loved  befon 
Can  never,  never  love  thee  more. 


**  Neither  do  I  condemn  thee ;  go,  and  tin  m 

St.  Jon 

Oh  woman,  if  through  sinful  wile 
Thy  soul  hath  stray'd  from  honort 

'Tis  mercy  only  can  beguile, 
By  gentle  ways,  the  wand'rer  bad 

The  stain  that  ou  thy  virtue  lies, 
Wash'd  by  those  tears,  not  long  w 

As  clouds  that  sully  morning  skiee 
May  all  be  wept  in  show'is  away 

Go,  go,  be  uinocent, — and  live ; 

The  tongues  of  men  may  wound  I 
But  Heav*n  in  pity  can  forgive. 

And  bid  thee  *'  go,  and  sin  no 
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NONSENSE. 

Good  reader !  if  you  e*er  hare  leen, 

Wbon  Phcsbui  hasteiui  to  his  pUlow» 
The  mermaidi,  wHh  their  treoea  green. 

Daocing  upon  the  western  billow : 
If  yon  have  leen,  at  twilight  dim, 
When  the  lone  spirit's  vesper  hymn 

Floats  wild  along  the  winding  shore, 
If  yon  have  seen,  through  mist  of  evt. 
The  foiry  train  their  ringlets  weave, 
Glancing  along  the  spangled  green  ^— 

If  you  haye  seen  all  this,  and  more, 
God  Uess  me,  what  a  deal  you*ve  seen  ! 


EPIGRAM, 

FROM  THB  FRENCH. 


**  I  HWER  give  a  kiss  (says  Prue) 
**  To  naughty  man,  for  I  abhor  it  *' 

Slie  will  not  g've  a  kiss,  *tis  truo ; 
Shell  take  one  though,  and  thank  you  for  it 


OX  A  SQUINTING  POETESS. 

To  no  one  Muse  does  she  her  glance  confine. 
But  has  an  eye,  at  once,  to  all  the  Nine  ! 


To 


Mnrla  pur  qnaodo  ▼aol,  non  A  biiofna  mutar  nl  facela  ni 
van  per  ener  an  Angelo.> 


DiR  when  you  will,  you  need  not  wear 
At  Heaven's  Court  a  form  more  fair 

Than  Beauty  here  on  earth  has  given ; 
Keep  but  the  lovely  looks  we  see 
The  voice  we  hear — and  you  will  be 

An  angel  ready'tnade  for  Heaven ! 


TO  ROSA. 

A  fitf  eonaenrn,  e  cmnulo  d^amanti.  Pe§t.  fUL 

And  are  yon  then  a  thing  of  ait. 
Seducing  all,  and  loving  none ; 

*The  words  addiewed  by  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbnry,  to 
Iks  beaaiUU  dob  at  MwmtM^—Sn  kis  Lift, 


And  have  I  strove  to  gain  a  heart 
Which  every  coxcomb  thinks  his  own  ? 

Tell  me  at  once  if  this  be  true, 

And  I  will  calm  my  jealous  breast ; 

Will  learn  to  join  the  dangling  crew, 
And  share  your  simpers  with  the  rest 

But  if  your  heart  be  not  so  free, — 
Oh !  if  auotlier  share  that  heart. 

Tell  not  the  hateful  talo  to  me. 
But  mingle  mercy  with  your  art 

Fd  rather  think  yon  «  false  as  hell,** 
Than  find  you  to  be  all  divine, — 

Than  know  tliat  heart  could  love  so  well. 
Yet  know  that  heart  would  not  be  mine ! 


TO  PHILLIS. 

PmLUs,  you  little  rosy  rake. 
That  heart  of  yours  I  long  to  rifle 

Come,  give  it  me,  and  do  not  make 
So  much  ado  about  a  trifle  i 


TO    A    LADY, 


ON  HER  SLNOLNO. 


Thv  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel 
Those  soothing  thoughts  of  heav'nly  lore. 

Which  o'er  the  sainted  spirits  steal 
When  list'ning  to  the  spheres  above  \ 

When,  tired  of  life  and  misery, 
I  wish  to  sigh  my  latest  breath, 

Oh,  Emma !  I  will  fly  to  thee, 
And  thou  shalt  sing  me  into  death. 

And  if  along  thy  lip  and  cheek 

That  smile  of  heavenly  sofluess  play. 

Which, — ah  !  forgive  a  mind  tJiat  s  weak^ — 
So  oil  has  stol'u  my  mind  away  ; 

Thou'lt  seem  an  angel  of  the  sky. 
That  comes  to  charm  me  into  bliss: 

III  gaze  and  die — Who  would  not  die, 
If  death  were  half  so  sweet  as  this? 
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SONG. 

ON  THE  BIRTHDAY  OP  MRS. 


WRITTEN  IN  IRELANa    1799. 

Op  all  my.hrppiest  hours  of  joy, 

And  «\cn  I  have  had  my  mearore, 
Wlien  heartF  were  full,  and  ev'ry  eye 

Ilath  kindled  with  tlie  light  of  pleasure, 
An  hour  like  thiB  I  ne*er  was  given, 

So  full  of  friendship's  purest  blisses ; 
Young  Love  hunself  looks  down  from  heaven, 
To  smile  on  such  a  day  as  this  is. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  this  hour  improve, 

Let*s  feel  as  if  we  ne*er  could  sever ; 
And  may  the  birth  of  her  we  love 
Be  thus  with  joy  remembered  ever  I 

Oh  1  banish  ev'ry  thought  to-night, 

Wliich  could  disturb  our  souPs  comnmnion  ; 
AbaudonM,  thus  to  dear  delight. 

Well  ev*n  for  once  forget  the  Union  I 
Ou  that  let  statesmen  try  their  pow'rs. 

And  tremble  o*er  the  rights  they'd  die  for ; 
Tlie  union  of  the  soul  be  ours. 

And  ev  t "  union  else  we  sigh  for. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  iuc. 

In  every  eye  around  I  mark 

The  feelings  of  the  heart  oVrflowiug  ; 
From  ev'ry  soul  I  catch  the  spark 

Of  sympathy,  in  friendship  glowing. 
Oh  !  could  such  moments  ever  fly  ; 

Oh  !  that  we  ne'er  were  doom'd  to  lose  *em  ; 
And  all  ax  bright  as  Chariotte's  eye. 

And  all  as  pure  as  Charlotte's  boHom. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  iijc 

For  me,  whate'er  my  span  of  yeare. 

Whatever  sun  may  light  my  roving  ; 
Whether  I  waste  my  life  in  tears, 

Or  live,  as  now,  for  mirth  and  loving ; 
This  day  shall  come  with  avjiect  kind, 

WhiTever  fate  may  cast  your  rover ; 
He'll  think  of  those  he  lef\  behind, 

And  drink  a  health  to  bluw  that's  over ! 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &.c. 


SONti 


Marv,  I  believed  the*   tme. 

And  1  was  blesi'd  ni  thus  believing ; 

I  These  words  were  wriMon  to  the  pntliettc  fikotch  air 
•  OatU  Water.** 


But  now  I  mourn  that  e'er  I  knew 
A  girl  80  fair  and  so  decemng. 
Fare  thee  well. 

Few  have  ever  loved  like  me, — 
Yes,  I  have  loved  thee  too  sincerely 

And  few  have  e'er  deceived  like  thee^ 
Alas !  deceived  me  too  severely. 

Fare  thee  well ! — ^yet  think  awhile 
On  one  whose  boeom  bleeds  to  donfal 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  Bmik 
And  die  with  thee  than  live  withoitf 

Fare  thee  well !  Ill  think  of  thee, 
Tliou  leav'st  me  mimy  t  bitter  tokei 

For  see,  distracting  woman,  see, 
My  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  b  brolu 
Fare  tliee  well ! 


MORALITY. 

A   FAMIUAR   EHSTLE. 
ADDRSIBKD  TO 

J.  AT— NS-N.  ESa  M.  R.  I.  A. 

Though  long  at  school  and  college  doi 
O'er  books  of  vene  and  books  of  pnMia 
And  copying  from  their  moral  pages 
Fine  recipes  for  making  sages  ; 
Though  loug  with  those  divines  at  eclx 
Who  think  to  make  us  good  by  rule  ; 
Who,  in  methodic  forms  advancing. 
Teaching  morality  like  dancing. 
Tell  us,  for  Heaven  or  money*s  sake. 
What  steps  we  are  through  life  to  taki 
Thougli  thus,  my  friend,  so  long  ompk 
With  so  much  midnight  oil  destroy  *d» 
I  muRt  confesB,  my  searches  past, 
Tve  only  leam*d  to  donhi  at  last. 
I  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages 
Have  differM  in  all  climes  and  ages. 
And  two  in  fifly  scarce  agre« 
Oil  what  is  pure  morality. 
'Tis  like  the  rainbow's  shifting  zone, 
And  every  vision  makes  its  own. 

The  doctors  of  the  Porch  advise. 
As  modes  of  being  great  and  wise. 
That  we  should  cease  to  own  or  know 
The  luxuries  that  from  feeling  flow  :— 
**  Reason  alone  must  claim  direction, 
"  And  Apathy's  the  80ul*s  perfeatkm. 
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"lAe  a  don  lake  the  heart  must  lie ; 
I     "Nor  paasion**  ^e  nor  pleasore^s  sigh, 

"  Though  Heav'n  the  breeze,  the  breath,  supplied, 
{     "  Must  curl  the  wave  or  swell  the  tide  !"- 


Such  was  the  rigid  Zeno*s  plan 
To  form  his  philosophic  man  ; 
Such  were  the  modes  he  taught  mankind 
To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind ; 
They  tore  from  thence  some  weeds,  'tis  true, 
But  all  the  flow*ni  were  ravaged  too ! 

Now  listen  to  the  wily  strains, 
Which,  on  Cyren^  s  sandy  plains, 
When  Pleasure,  nymph  with  loosen'd  zone, 
Usurp'd  the  philosophic  throne,— 
Hear  what  the  courtly  sageV  tongue 
To  his  surrounding  pupils  sung : — 
<*  Pleasure's  the  only  noble  end 
"  To  which  all  human  pow'rs  should  tend, 
**  And  Virtue  gives  her  hoav*nly  lore, 
**  But  to  make  Pleasure  please  us  more. 
"  Wisdom  and  she  were  both  design*d 
**  To  make  the  senses  more  refined, 
**  That  :t.an  might  revel,  free  from  cloying, 
**  Then  most  a  sage  when  most  enjoying  V* 

Is  this  morality  7 — Oh,  no ! 
Ev'n  I  a  wiser  path  could  show. 
The  flow*r  within  this  vase  confined. 
The  pure,  the  unfading  flowV  of  mind. 
Must  not  throw  all  its  sweets  away 
Upon  a  mortal  mould  of  clay : 
No,  no, — ^its  richest  breath  should  rise 
hi  virtue's  incense  to  the  skies. 

But  thus  it  is,  all  sects  we  see 
Have  watchwords  of  morality : 
Some  cry  out  Venus,  others  Jove ; 
Here  'tis  Religion,  there  'tis  Love. 
But  while  they  thus  so  widely  wander, 
Wliile  mystics  dream,  and  doctors  ponder ; 
And  some,  in  dialectics  firm. 
Seek  virtue  in  a  middle  term  ; 
While  thus  they  strive,  in  Heaven's  defiance, 
To  chain  morality  with  science ; 
The  plain  good  man,  whose  actions  teach 
More  I'jtue  than  a  sect  can  preach, 
Punues  his  course,  nnsagely  bless'd, 
His  tutor  whisp'ring  in  his  breast ; 
Nor  could  he  act  a  purer  part. 
Though  he  had  TuUy  all  by  heart. 
And  when  he  drops  the  tear  on  wo. 
He  little  knows  or  cares  to  know 


>  Ailstippai. 


That  Epictetus  blamed  that  tear, 
By  Heaven  approved,  to  virtue  dear ! 

Oh !  when  Fvo  seen  the  morning  beam 
Floating  within  the  dimpled  stream ; 
Wliile  Nature,  wak*ning  from  the  night. 
Has  just  put  on  her  robes  of  light. 
Have  I,  with  cold  optician's  gaze. 
Explored  the  doctrine  of  those  rays  1 
No,  pedants,  I  have  led  to  you 
Nicely  to  sep*rate  hue  from  hue. 
Go,  g^ve  tliat  moment  up  to  art. 
When  Heaven  and  naturo  claim  the  heart ; 
And,  dull  to  all  their  best  attraction, 
Go— measure  angles  of  refraction. 
While  I,  in  feeUng*s  sweet  romance. 
Look  on  each  duybcam  as  a  glance 
From  the  great  eye  of  Him  above, 
Wak'ning  his  world  with  looks  of  love ! 


TIIX 

TELL-TALE  LYRE. 

FvB  heard,  tliere  was  in  ancient  days 

A  Lyre  of  most  melodious  spell ; 
'Twas  heav'n  to  hear  its  fairy  lays. 

If  half  be  true  tliat  legends  tell. 

'Twas  play'd  on  by  the  gentlest  sighs. 
And  to  their  breath  it  breathed  again 

In  such  entrancing  melodies 
As  ears  had  never  drunk  til  then ! 

Not  harmony's  serenest  touch 
So  stilly  could  the  notes  prolong ; 

They  were  not  heavenly  song  so  much 
As  they  were  dreams  of  heavenly  song 

If  sad  the  heart,  whose  murmuring  air 
Along  the  chords  in  languor  stole. 

The  numbers  it  awaken'd  there 
Were  eloquence  from  pity's  soul. 

Or  if  the  sigh,  serene  and  light. 

Was  but  the  breath  of  fancied  woes. 

The  string,  that  felt  its  airy  flight. 
Soon  whisper'd  it  to  kind  repose. 

And  when  young  lovers  talk'd  alone. 
If,  'mid  their  bliss  that  Lyre  was  near. 

It  made  their  accents  all  its  own. 
And  sent  forth  notes  that  Heavcx  might  hoar 
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There  was  a  nymph,  who  long  had  lored* 
But  dared  not  tell  the  world  how  well : 

The  shades,  where  she  at  evening  roved. 
Alone  could  know,  alone  could  telL 

'Twas  there,  at  twilight  time,  she  stole. 
When  the  first  star  announced  the  nighty— 

With  him  who  claim*d  her  inmost  soul, 
To  wander  by  that  soothing  light 

It  chanced  that,  in  the  fairy  bower 

Where  blessed  they  woo*d  each  other's  smile. 
This  Lyre,  of  strange  and  magic  power, 

Iluug  whisp'ring  o*er  their  heads  the  while. 

And  as,  with  eyes  commingling  fire, 
They  listened  to  each  other's  vow. 

The  youth  full  oft  would  make  the  Lyre 
A  pillow  for  the  maiden's  brow : 

And,  while  the  melting  words  she  breathed 
Were  by  its  erhoes  wafted  round, 

Uer  locks  had  with  the  cords  so  wreathed, 
One  knew  not  which  save  forth  the  sound. 

Alas,  their  hearts  but  little  thought. 
While  tlius  they  talk*d  the  hours  away. 

That  every  sound  the  Lyre  was  taught 
Would  linger  long,  and  long  betray. 

So  mingled  with  its  tuneful  soul 
Were  all  their  tender  murmurs  grown. 

That  other  sighs  unanswered  stole. 
Nor  words  it  breathed  but  thein  alone. 

Unhappy  v^mph  !  thy  name  was  sung 
To  every  breeze  that  wauder'd  by ; 

The  secrets  of  thy  gentle  tongue 

Were  breathed  in  song  to  earth  and  sky 

Th<»  fatal  Lyre,  by  Envy's  hand 

Hung  high  amid  the  whisp'ring  groves. 

To  every  gale  by  which  'twas  faun'd, 
Proclaim'd  tlie  myst'ry  of  your  loves. 

Nor  long  thns  rudely  was  thy  name 

To  earth's  derisive  echoes  given ; 
Some  pitying  spirit  downward  came. 

And  took  the  Lyre  and  thee  to  heaven. 

There,  freed  from  earth's  unholy  wrongs. 
Both  happy  in  Love's  home  shall  be ; 

Thou,  uttering  naught  but  seraph  songs, 
And  that  sweet  Lyre  still  echoing  thee ! 


PEACE  AND  GLORY. 

WRfTTEN   ON   THE   APrROACH   OP   WAl 

Where  is  now  the  smile,  that  ligliten*) 

Every  hero's  couch  of  rest  7 
Where  is  now  the  hope,  that  brighten*) 

Honor's  eye  and  Pity's  breast  7 
Have  we  lost  the  wreath  we  braided 

For  our  weary  warrior  men  7 
Is  the  faitliless  dive  fadeo  7 

Must  the  bay  be  pluck'd  again  7 

Passing  hour  of  sunny  weather. 

Lovely,  in  your  light  awhile. 
Peace  and  Glory,  wed  together. 

WunderM  through  our  blessed  vAe, 
And  the  eyes  of  Peace  would  giistei^ 

Dewy  as  a  morning  sun. 
When  the  timid  maid  would  listen 

To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

Is  their  hour  of  dalliance  over  7 

Must  the  maiden's  trembling  feet 
Wail  her  from  her  warlike  lover 

To  the  desert's  still  retreat  7 
Fare  you  well !  with  siglis  we  banish 

Nymph  so  fair  and  guests  so  bright  ] 
Yet  the  smile,  with  which  you  vauisli, 

I^eaves  behind  a  soothing  light  ;-^ 

Soothing  light,  that  long  shall  sparkle 

O'er  your  warrior's  sanguined  way^ 
Through  the  field  where  horrors  daiU 

Shedding  hope'ii  consoling  ray. 
Long  the  smile  his  heart  will  cherldip 

To  its  absent  idol  true ; 
While  around  him  myriads  perish. 

Glory  still  will  sigh  for  you ! 


SONG. 


Take  back  the  sigh,  thy  lips  of  ait 
lu  passion's  moment  breathed  to 
Yet,  no — it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
'Tis  now  the  life-breath  of  my  heart. 
And  has  become  too  pure  for  thee. 

Take  back  the  kiss,  that  faithless  sigh 
With  all  the  warmth  of  truth  impn 
Yet,  no— the  fatal  kiss  may  lie. 
Upon  thy  lip  its  sweets  would  die. 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  blest 
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Take  back  the  vowi  that,  night  and  day, 

My  heart  received,  I  thought,  from  thine : 
Yet,  DO— allow  them  itUI  to  stay, 
They  might  some  other  heart  betray, 
Aa  sweetly  as  theyVe  niin'd  mine. 


LOVE  AND  REASON. 

"Qoftiid  rbomme  eooiineDca  i  raisoaner.  il  cease  de  sentir.* 

J.  J.  ROUIBBAU.I 

TwAS  in  the  summer  time  so  sweet, 
When  hearts  and  flowers  are  both  in  season, 

That — who,  of  all  the  world,  should  meet. 
One  early  dawn,  but  Love  and  Reason ! 

Lore  told  his  dream  of  yesternight. 
While  Reason  talk*d  about  the  weather ; 

The  mom,  in  sooth,  was  fair  and  bright, 
And  on  they  took  their  way  together. 

The  boy  in  many  a  gambol  flew. 
While  Reason,  like  a  Juno,  8talk*d, 

And  from  her  portly  figure  threw 
A  lengthen*d  shadow,  as  she  walked. 

No  wonder  Love,  as  on  they  passM, 
Should  find  that  sunny  morning  chill, 

For  still  the  shadow  Reason  cast 
Fell  o'er  the  boy,  and  coofd  him  still. 

In  rain  he  tried  his  wings  to  warm. 

Or  find  a  pathway  not  so  dim. 
For  still  the  maid*s  gigantic  form 

Would  stalk  between  the  sun  and  him. 

*'This  must  not  be,"  said  little  Love — 
**  The  sun  was  made  for  more  than  you.*' 

So,  turning  through  a  myrtle  grove, 
He  bid  the  portly  nymph  adieu. 

Now  gayly  roves  the  laughing  boy 
0*er  many  a  mead,  by  many  a  stream ; 

In  every  brefze  inhaling  joy, 
And  drinking  bliss  in  every  beam. 

From  all  the  gardens,  all  the  bowers. 
He  cuird  the  many  sweets  they  shaded. 

And  ate  tlie  fruits  aud  snieird  the  flowery 
Till  taste  was  gone  and  odor  faded. 


here  la  St.  PlerTe*a  Etodes  de  la  Natare. 


But  now  the  sun,  in  pomp  of  noon, 
LookM  blazing  o'er  the  sultry  plains ; 

Alas !  the  boy  grew  languid  soon. 

And  fever  thriird  through  all  his  veins. 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow. 

No  more  with  healthy  bloom  he  smiled- 

Oh  !  where  was  tranquil  Reason  now. 
To  cast  her  shadow  o*nr  the  child  7 

Beneath  a  green  and  aged  palm. 
His  foot  at  length  for  shelter  turning. 

He  saw  the  njmph  reclinmg  calm, 
With  brow  as  cool  as  his  was  burning. 

"  Oh !  take  me  to  that  bosom  cold," 
In  murmurs  at  her  feet  he  said ; 

Aud  Reason  oped  her  garment's  fold. 
And  flung  it  round  his  fever*d  head. 

lie  felt  her  bosom's  icy  touch, 
And  soon  it  lull'd  his  pulse  to  rest ; 

For,  ah  !  the  chill  was  quite  too  much, 
And  Love  expired  on  Reason's  breast  2 


Nav,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear ; 

While  in  these  anns  you  lie. 
This  worid  hath  not  a  wish,  a  fear. 
That  ought  to  cost  that  eye  a  tear. 

That  heart,  one  single  sigh. 


The  worid ! — ah,  Fanny,  Love  must  shna 
The  paths  where  many  rove  ; 

One  bosom  to  recline  upon, 

Oue  heart  to  be  his  oniy-oue. 
Are  quite  enough  for  Love. 

What  can  we  wish,  that  is  not  here 

Between  your  arms  and  mine? 
Is  there,  on  earth,  a  space  so  dear 
As  that  within  the  happy  sphere 
Two  loving  arms  entwine  7 

For  me,  there's  not  a  lock  of  jet 

Adown  your  temples  curi'd. 
Within  whose  glossy,  tangling  net. 
My  soul  doth  not,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  this  worthless  world. 

Tis  in  those  eyes,  so  full  of  love. 

My  only  worlds  I  see  ; 
Let  but  their  orbs  in  sunshine  move, 
And  earth  below  and  skies  above. 

May  frown  or  smile  for  me. 


144 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


ASPASIA. 

TwAS  in  the  fair  Aspaaa's  bower, 
That  Love  and  Learning,  many  an  hour. 
In  dalliance  met ;  and  Learning  smiled 
With  pleasure  on  the  playful  child, 
AVho  often  stole,  to  find  a  nest 
Within  the  folds  of  Learning's  vest 

There,  as  the  list*ning  statesman  hung 
In  transport  on  Aspasia*s  tongue, 
The  destinies  of  Athens  took 
Their  color  from  Aspasia's  look. 
Oh  happy  time,  when  laws  of  state. 
When  all  that  ruled  the  country*8  fate, 
Its  glory,  quiet,  or  alarms, 
Was  plann'd  between  two  snow-white  arms ! 

Blest  times !  they  could  not  always  last — 
And  yet,  ev*n  now,  they  are  not  past. 
Though  we  have  lost  the  giant  mould. 
In  which  their  men  were  cast  of  old, 
Woman,  dear  woman,  still  the  sumo, 
Wliile  beauty  breathes  through  soul  or  (raiac, 
While  man  possesses  heart  or  eyes, 
Woman^s  briglit  empire  never  dies ! 

No,  Fanny,  love,  they  ne^cr  shall  say. 
That  beauty's  charm  hath  pasuM  away ; 
Give  but  the  universe  a  soul 
Attuned  to  woman's  soft  control, 
And  Fanny  hath  the  charm,  the  skill, 
To  wield  a  universe  at  wilL 


>  It  was  Imagined  by  some  of  the  anclonts  that  there  Is  an 
ethereal  ocean  above  n.f,  and  that  the  son  and  moon  are  two 
floating,  lnm!nou<(  islands,  In  which  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
reif ide.  Accordingly  we  find  that  the  word  Q.Kiavos  was  some- 
times synonymous  with  arip^  and  death  was  not  tinfreqaent- 
ly  called  SLxtawoio  vopos^  or  **  the  passage  of  the  ocean.** 

>  Eunaplas,  In  his  life  of  lamblichns,  tells  us  of  two  benu- 
tlfbl  little  spirits  or  loves,  which  liiniblichns  raised  by  en- 
chantment flrom  the  warm  springs  at  Gadara ;  **  dicens  astan- 
tibus  (says  the  aathor  of  the  Dli  Fatidici,  p.  100)  illos 
esse  loci  Genios  :**  which  words,  however,  are  not  in  Eana- 
pins. 

1  find  from  Gellarins,  that  Amatha,  In  the  nelghbOThood  of 
Gadara,  was  also  celebrated  for  its  warm  springs,  and  I  have 
preferred  it  as  a  more  poetic  name  than  Gadara.  Gellarins 
qnotes  Hieronymna,    **  Est  et  alia  villa  In  vidnla  Gadarae 


TIIB 

GRECIAN  GIRL'S  DREAM 

OP  THE   BLESSED  ISLANDB.i 

TO  HER  LOVKR. 

$X*  ^'  KoXof 

Ilx^ayopTis,  hffooi  re  X"PO¥  (rri|pi(uv  tpur^i, 
A roAAuy  wcpi  llXurivoo,    Ormeml,  Mttrie.  < 

OpM9f,  caUaela. 

Was  it  the  moon,  or  was  it  moming*8  ray. 
That  caird  thee,  dearest,  from  these  arms  away? 
Scarce  had^tt  thou  left  me,  when  a  dream  of  night 
Came  o'er  my  spirit  so  distinct  and  bright, 
That,  while  I  yet  can  vividly  recall 
Its  witching  wonders,  thou  shalt  hear  them  alL 
Methought  I  saw,  upon  the  lunar  beam. 
Two  winged  boys,  such  as  thy  muse  might  dreamt 
Descending  from  above,  at  that  still  hour, 
And  gliding,  with  smooth  step,  into  my  bower. 
Fair  as  the  beauteous  spirits  that,  all  day. 
In  Amatlia's  warm  founts  unprison'd  stay,* 
But  rise  at  midnight,  from  th*  enchanted  rill, 
To  cool  their  plumes  upon  some  moonlight  hiU. 

At  once  I  knew  their  mission  ; — *twas  to  bear 
My  spirit  upward,  through  the  paths  of  air. 
To  that  elysian  realm,  from  whence  stray  beams 
So  oil,  in  sleep,  had  visited  my  dreams. 
Swifl  at  their  touch  dusolved  the  ties,  that  dimg 
All  earthly  round  me,  and  alofl  I  sprung  ; 
Wliile,  heav*nward  guided,  the  little  genii  flew 
Thro*  paths  of  liglit,  refresli'd  by  heaven's  own  dew 
And  fann'd  by  airs  still  fragrant  with  the  breath 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  worlds  that  know  not  death 

Thou  know'st,  that,  far  beyond  our  nether  sky, 
And  shown  but  dimly  to  man's  erring  eye, 
A  mighty  ocean  of  blue  ether  rolls," 
Gemni'd  with  bright  islands,  where  the  chosen  sook 
WhoVe  pass'd  in  lore  and  love  their  eartlily  houn, 
Repose  forever  in  unfadmg  bowers. 


nomine  Amatha,  ubi  calidce  aqus  enimponL** — Ge^rufi 
JJntiq.  lib.  iii.cap.  13. 

•  This  iHJlicf  of  nn  ocean  in  the  heavens,  or  **  waters  abof 
the  finnauifnt,**  wns  one  of  the  many  physical  emirs  in  whie 
the  c.irly  fathers  bewildered  themselves.  Le  P.  Bnltas,  1 
his  '*  Defense  dos  Saints  P^res  accasds  de  Plj^tonlsnie,**  laldl 
It  for  granted  that  the  ancients  were  more  correct  In  ttaa 
notions,  (which  by  no  means  appears  from  what  I  have  si 
ready  quoted,)  adduces  the  obstinacy  of  the  fathers,  in  tM 
whiniHical  opinion,  as  a  proof  of  their  repngnanee  to  evs 
tmth  from  the  hands  of  the  philosophers.  This  Is  a  ttna| 
way  of  defending  the  fathers,  and  attributes  mncb  mtic  Jm 
they  deserve  to  the  philosophers.  For  an  abatraci  of  HA 
work  of  Baitus,  (the  oppnser  of  Fontenelle,  Van  Data,  Ih 
in  the  famous  Oracle  controversy,)  see  **  Bibllothdqae  4l 
Attteors  EcclAsiast.  du  18*  Si^cle,**  part.  1,  torn.  U. 


I 


Tbst  tery  mooD*  whoM  tolitary  light 

So  often  gukiM  thee  to  my  bower  at  night, 

U  DO  chill  planet,  bat  an  isle  of  love, 

FWing  in  iplendor  through  thoee  seas  abore, 

!  And  peopled  with  bright  fonna,  atrial  grown, 
Nor  kDowiog  aught  o(  earth  but  love  alone. 
Thllber,  I  thought,  we  winged  our  airy  way : — 

'.  Mild  o'er  its  yalleys  etream'd  a  nlvery  day, 

!  While,  tU  around,  on  lily  beds  of  rest, 

'  Redinod  the  spihts  of  the  unmortal  Blest* 
Oh !  there  I  met  those  few  congenial  maids, 
Whom  love  hath  wamiM,  in  philosophic  sliades  ; 

I  Tboe  itiD  Leontium,*  on  her  sage's  breast, 
Found  lore  and  love,  was  tutor  d  and  caressed ; 
And  there  the  clasp  of  PythiaV  gentle  arms 
Rfpaid  the  xeal  which  deified  her  charms. 

;  The  Attir  Master,*  in  Aspasia's  eyes, 

I  Foi]^  the  yoke  of  less  endearing  ties, 
^Vhile  (air  Theano,*  innocently  fair. 
Wreathed  playfully  her  Saroian's  flowing  hair,* 

I  Whon  eool  now  fiz'd,  its  transmigrations  past, 

I  Foond  in  those  anns  a  resting-place,  at  last ; 

\  Aod  aniling  own*d,  whatever  his  dreamy  thought 

la  myitic  nambeis  long  had  vainly  sought, 

The  One  that's  form'd  of  Two  whom  love  hath 

bound, 
h  the  best  number  gods  or  men  e'er  found. 

Bat  think,  my  Theon,  with  what  joy  I  tiirill'd. 
When  near   a   fount,   which   through    the   valley 
rill'd, 

'  Then  were  rrirkms  opinions  amonf!  the  ancients  with  re- 
tpecttatbevlDnnre^tebrtshaient;  some  mnde  ilnnelysium, 
udcHbrn  a  porgatory;  while  some  sappu^d  it  to  be  a  kind 
9teatnpit  between  heaven  and  earth. where  souU  which  had 
Irft  their  bodies,  and  those  thai  were  on  their  way  to  join 
tbra.  vere  deposited  In  the  \alluy  of  Hrcnic.  and  rt.niainca 
Ul  (wtber  ofilers.  Tui(  wept  otXriyqy  atpi  Xcy  eiv  avrai  xaroi- 
nit,  rci  cv*  avriif  garut  x^pt*>'  <<(  ^fl"  wcpiyctov  ytvcaiv.— 
M.  lib.  I.  Bclf t:-  Physic. 

'The  papil  sad  mistress  of  Epicurus,  who  called  her  his 
'dnrlltUe  Leootiam,**  {/utivntfunv^)  as  appears  by  a  frag- 
Mfttol^OBe  o^his  letters  In  Lticrtius.  This  Leontluni  was  a 
V4«aaof  talent:  **sbe  had  the  inipiulence  (^nys  Cicero)  to 
*iUeasaliistTheophnistas  ;"  and  Cicero,  at  the  same  time. 
flvet  her  a  name  which  Is  neither  polite  no/ jnmslatMble. 
"Ncfrai^Us  etiam  Leontium  contra  Theophrantuni  scribere 
>aa  evL'-^De  ^^•tltr.  Dear.  Fhe  left  a  daughter  called 
Ihne.  who  wma  Just  as  rigid  an  Epicurean  as  her  mother; 
MseChiBf  lUie  Wieland's  Dnnne  In  AsTilhon. 

IlwuaJd  soqmI  much  uedcr.  I  th.nk.  IT  the  name  were 
Ltoetia,  ta  It  oecors  the  fint  time  in  Luerlius ;  but  M.  &16- 
■pe«kili  sot  bear  of  this  rending. 

'  Pftbia  was  a  wcwn^in  whom  Aristotle  loved,  and  to  whom 
ifter  her  death  he  pnld  divine  honors,  solenml/ing  her  mem- 
try  ^  itM  aame  saciifiees  which  the  Aihenlaut  offered  to 
Ceres.    For  this  impious  gallantry  the  phlloso- 
of  course,  censured ;  but  it  would  be  well  if  cer- 
8t»gyrites  showed  a  little  of  this  super- 
ahoet  Che  memory  of  their  mistresses, 
•lacnuss,  wbn  ased  to  roosole  himself  in  the  society  of 
**  leas  eodearlBg  ties'*  which  he  found  at 


My  fancy's  eye  beheld  a  form  recline. 

Of  lunar  race,  but  so  resembling  thine 

That,  oh !  'twas  but  fidelity  in  me, 

To  fly,  to  clasp,  and  worship  it  for  thee. 

No  aid  of  words  the  unbodied  soul  requires. 

To  waft  a  wish  or  embassy  desires ; 

But  by  a  power,  to  spirits  only  given, 

A  deep,  mute  imptilse,  only  felt  in  heaven, 

Swifter  than  meteor  shaft  through  summer  skies, 

From  soul  to  soul  the  glanced  idea  flies. 

Oh,  my  beloved,  how  divinely  sweet 
Is  the  pure  joy,  when  kindred  spirits  meet ! 
Like  him,  the  river-god,'  whose  waters  flow, 
With  love  their  only  ligiit,  through  caves  below. 
Wafting  in  triimiph  all  tho  flowery  braids. 
And  festal  rings,  with  which  Olympic  maids 
Have  deck*d  his  current,  as  an  ofleriug  meet 
To  lay  at  Arethusa's  shining  feet. 
Think,  when  he  meets  at  last  his  fountain-bride, 
What  perfect  love  must  thrill  the  blended  tide  ! 
Each  lc«t  in  each,  till,  mingling  into  one, 
Their  lot  the  same  for  shadow  or  for  sun, 
A  type  of  true  love,  to  the  deep  they  run. 
'Twas  thus — 

But,  Theon,  'tis  an  endlras  theme. 
And  thou  grow^st  weary  of  my  half-told  dream. 
Oh  would,  my  love,  we  were  together  now, 
And  I  would  woo  sweet  patience  to  thy  brow, 
And  make  thee  smile  at  ail  the  magic  tales 
Of  starliglit  bowers  and  planetar)'  vales, 

home  with  Xantippe.  For  an  account  of  this  extraordinary 
creature,  A'pasia,  and  her  school  of  erudite  luxury  at 
Athens,  see  L'Histoire  de  TAcad^mie.  Ace.  torn.  xxxi.  p.  6U. 
Segur  rather  fails  on  the  inspiring  subject  of  Aspasia.— 
**  Les  Femmes."  torn.  I.  p.  122. 

Tho  author  of  the  "Voyage  du  Monde  de  Descnrlcs*  has 
also  placed  these  philosophers  In  the  moon,  and  has  alloticd 
selgneurles  to  them,  as  well  as  to  the  astronomer.*,  (piirt  11. 
p.  143  :)  bat  he  ought  not  to  have  forgotten  their  wives  and 
mistres.ses ;  "  cure  non  Ipsft  in  morte  relinquunt.** 

*  There  are  some  sensible  letters  extant  ander  the  name  of 
this  fair  Pythagorean.  They  are  addressed  to  her  female 
friends  upon  the  education  of  children,  the  treatment  of  ser- 
vants, Ace.  One.  in  particular,  to  Nlcostrata,  whose  husband 
had  given  her  reasons  for  Jealousy,  contains  such  truly  con- 
sidenite  and  rational  advice,  that  it  ought  to  be  trmslated  for 
tho  edification  of  all  married  ladies.  Sec  Guie's  Opuscol* 
Myth.  Phys.  p.  741. 

•  Pythagoras  was  remarkable  for  flne  hair,  and  Doctor 
Thiers  (in  his  Hlstoho  dcs  Pcmif|Ues)  seems  to  lake  for 
granted  it  was  all  his  own ;  as  he  has  not  mentioned  him 
among  those  ancients  who  were  obliged  to  have  recourse 
to  the  "  coma  npposititia."  L'Histoire  des  Perruques,  chapi- 
tre  i. 

'  The  river  Alphrus,  which  flowed  by  Pisa  or  Olympia, 
and  into  which  It  was  customary  to  throw  o(n>rlngs  of  dif- 
ferent kinds,  during  tho  celelMration  of  the  Olympic  games. 
In  the  pretty  ntniance  of  ClUophon  and  Leurippe,  the  river 
Is  supposed  to  carry  these  oflerings  as  bridal  gifts  to  the  foun- 
tiiin  Arcthusa.  Kai  m  tnv  ApcBoveav  ovrut  rnv  AX^cer 
vOfi^offroXct.  hrav  ov¥  4  Tuiw  •Xviiviup  iopT%  k.  r.  X.    IJb.  I 
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Which  my  fond  bouI,  iniipired  by  thee  and  love, 
In  slumber's  loom  hath  fancifully  wove. 
But  no ;  no  more— soon  as  to-morrow's  ray 
0*er  soft  lUissus  shall  have  died  away, 
I'll  come,  and,  while  love's  planet  in  the  west. 
Shines  o'er  our  meeting,  tell  thee  all  the  rest 


TO  CLOE. 

miTATED   FROM   MARTIAU 

I  COULD  resign  that  eye  of  blue 

Howe'er  its  splendor  used  to  thrill  me ; 

And  ev'n  that  cheek  of  roseate  hue, — 
To  lutM  it,  Cloo,  scarce  would  kill  me. 

That  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  miss, 
However  much  I've  raved  about  it ; 

And  s\%'eetly  as  that  lip  can  kiss, 
I  think  1  could  exist  without  it 

In  short,  so  well  I've  leam'd  to  fast. 
That,  sooth  my  love,  I  know  not  whether 

I  might  not  bring  myself  at  last, 
To— do  without  you  altogether. 


L 


THE 

UTIEATII  AND  THE  CHAIN. 

I  BRING  thee,  love,  a  golden  chain, 
I  bring  thee  too  a  flowery  wreath  ; 

The  gold  shall  never  wear  a  stain. 

The  flow'rets  long  shall  sweetly  breathe. 

Come,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be. 

To  bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

Tlie  chain  is  form'd  of  golden  threads. 

Bright  as  Minerva's  yellow  hair. 
When  the  last  beam  of  evening  sheds 

Its  calm  and  sober  lustre  there. 
The  Wreath's  of  brightest  myrtle  wove. 

With  sun-lit  drops  of  bliss  among  it, 
And  many  a  rose-leaf,  culPd  by  Love, 

To  heal  his  lip  when  bees  have  stnng  it 
Come,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be, 
To  bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

Yes,  yes,  I  read  that  ready  eye, 

Which  answers  when  the  tongue  is  loath, 
Thou  lik'st  the  form  of  either  Ue, 

And  spread'st  tliv  playful  hands  for  both. 


Ah ! — if  there  were  not  something  wn 
The  world  would  see  them  blended 

The  Chain  would  make  the  Wreath  i 
The  Wreath  would  make  the  Chil 

Then  might  the  gold,  the  flow'rets  \m 

Sweet  fetters  for  my  love  and  me. 

But,  Fanny,  so  unUess'd  Uicy  twina 

That  (Heaven  alone  con  tell  the  n 
When  mingled  thus  they  cease  to  shii 

Or  shine  but  for  a  transient  seaami. 
Whether  the  Chain  may  press  too  rai 

Or  that  the  Wreath  is  slightly  brak 
Let  but  the  gold  the  flow'rets  touch. 

And  all  their  bloom,  their  glow  is  t 
Oh  !  better  to  be  always  free, 
Than  thus  to  bind  my  love  to  me 


The  timid  girl  now  hung  her  head. 

And,  as  she  tum'd  an  upward  gli 
I  saw  a  doubt  its  twilight  spread 

Across  her  brow's  divine  expanse. 
Just  then,  the  garland's  brightest 

Gave  one  of  its  love-breathing  agh 
Oh !  who  can  ask  how.  Funny  choee^ 

That  ever  look'd  in  Fanny's  eyesf 
"  The  Wreath,  my  life,  the  Wreath  d 
*'  The  tie  to  bind  my  soul  to  thee." 


TO 


And  hast  thou  mark'd  the  pensive  dM 
That  many  a  time  obdcures  my  bn 

Midst  all  the  joys,  beloved  maid. 
Which  thou  canst  give,  and  only  th 

Oh !  'tis  not  that  I  then  forgot 

Tlie  bright  looks  that  before  me  Ah 

For  never  throhb'd  a  bosom  yet 
Could  feel  their  witchery,  like  miiM 

Wlien  bashful  on  my  bosom  hid. 
And  blushing  to  have  felt  so  bteM*4^ 

Tliou  dost  but  liA  thy  languid  lid. 
Again  to  close  it  on  my  breast  ^—i 

Yes, — these  are  minutes  all  thine  owi^ 
Thine  own  to  give,  and  mine  to  foil 

Yet  ev'n  in  tlivni,  my  heart  has  know 
The  eiigh  to  rise,  the  tear  to 
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For  I  hmTo  thought  of  former  houn. 
When  be  who  first  thy  eoul  powew*d, 

like  me  awaked  its  witching  powen, 
Like  me  was  lored,  like  me  was  bleit 

Upon  his  name  thy  munn*ring  tongue 
Perhaps  hath  all  as  sweetly  dwelt ; 

Upon  his  words  thine  ear  hath  hung, 
With  tranqiort  all  as  purely  felt 

For  him — ^yet  why  the  past  recall, 
To  damp  and  wither  present  blifls? 

Thou*rt  now  my  own,  heart,  spirit,  all. 
And  Heaven  could  grant  no  more  than  this ! 

Forgive  me,  dearest,  oh !  forgive ; 

I  would  be  fint,  be  sole  to  thee, 
Thou  shouldst  have  but  begun  to  live, 

The  hour  that  gave  thy  heart  to  me. 

Thy  book  of  life  till  then  effaced, 
Love  abooid  have  kept  that  leaf  alone 

On  which  he  first  so  brightly  traced 
That  thoa  wert,  soul  and  all,  my  own 


TO 

'S  PICTURE. 


Go  then,  if  she,  whose  shade  thou  art. 
No  more  will  let  thee  sooth  my  pain ; 

Yet,  tell  her,  it  has  cost  this  heart 
Some  pangs,  to  give  thee  back  again. 

Ten  her,  the  smile  was  not  so  dear, 
With  which  she  made  thy  semblance  mine. 

As  bitter  is  the  burning  tear, 

With  which  I  now  tho  gift  lesigu. 

Yet  go— and  could  she  still  restore. 
As  some  exchange  for  taking  Uiee, 

The  tranquil  look  which  first  I  wore, 
Wliea  her  eyes  found  me  calm  and  free ; 

Coold  she  give  back  the  careless  flow. 
The  spirit  that  my  heart  then  knew — 

Yet,  no,  'tis  vain — go,  picture,  go — 
Smile  at  me  once,  and  then^-adieu ! 


Pin^clie  are  hen  considered  ss  the  active  aod 
prisdpiM  of  CKMtioo,  snd  the  anlvena  is  tnppoied 
Id  fnt  harniooixing  Impalte  (bHn  the  nnp- 
beiweeo  ibete  two  powers.    A  marriaffe  is 
\j  Iks  CrM  step  la  ensiunf cmy.  Tiiueas  held  Furm  to 
fitfker,  asd  Mattnr  the  mother  of  the  World ;  £Uon 


FRAGMENT 


or 


krite 


A  MYTHOLOGICAL  HYMN  TO  LOVE.> 

Blctt  infant  of  eternity ! 
Before  the  day-star  leam*d  to  move, 
In  pomp  of  fire,  along  his  grand  career, 

Glancing  the  beamy  shafts  of  light 
From  his  rich  quiver  to  the  farthest  sphere, 
Thou  wert  alone,  oh  Love ! 
Nestling  beneath  the  wings  of  ancient  Night, 
Whcie  horrors  seem'd  to  smile  in  shadowing  thee. 

No  form  of  beauty  sooth'd  thine  eye, 
Ag  through  the  dim  expanse  it  wandered  wide ; 

No  kindred  spirit  caught  thy  sigh. 
As  o'er  the  watery  waste  it  iing*ring  died. 

Unfelt  the  pulse,  unknown  the  power, 
That  latent  in  his  heart  was  sleeping,— 

Oh  Sympathy !  that  lonely  hour 

Saw  Love  himself  thy  absence  weepmg. 

But  look,  what  glory  through  the  darkness  Uams. 
Celestial  airs  along  the  water  glide : — 
What  Spirit  art  thou,  moving  o^er  the  tide 
So  beautiful  7  oh«  not  of  earth« 
But,  in  that  glowing  hour,  the  birth 
Of  the  young  Godhead's  own  creative  dreams. 

*Tis  she ! 
Fs^xhe,  the  firstborn  spirit  of  the  air. 
To  tliee,  oh  Love,  she  turns, 
On  thee  her  eyebeam  bums : 
Blest  liour,  before  all  worlds  ordatn'd  to  be ! 

They  meet — 
The  blooming  god — the  spirit  fair 

Meet  in  conmiunion  sweet. 
Now,  Sympathy,  the  hour  is  thine ; 
All  nature  feels  the  thrill  divine. 
The  veil  of  Chaos  is  withdrawn. 
And  their  fiat  kiss  is  great  Creation's  dawn ! 


and  Bernath,  I  think,  are  SsBehmiliaho's  flat  spiritaal  lofeis, 
and  Manco-capf.c  and  his  «vife  lntnHla<vd  rieattoo  4in<nc«t 
the  Peruvians.  In  short.  Harlequin  seems  to  have  stodled 
cusiiiogonies,  when  hs  said  '*  tattu  il  moodo  i  faito  mum  la 
nostra  (ainlgUa.** 
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TO 

Hit  tERKNK   niQUNCM 

TU£  PUKE   OF   MONTPENSIER, 

ON  Bia 
POKTRArr  OF  THE  LADY  ADELAIDE  FORBE& 

Daniu/rtom  Park,  18(& 
To  catch  the  thought,  by  painting's  spell, 

Howe'er  remote,  howe'er  refined, 
And  o'er  the  kindling  canvass  tell 

The  silent  story  of  the  mind ; 

O'er  nature's  form  to  glance  the  eye. 
And  fix,  by  mimic  light  and  shade, 

Her  morning  tinges,  ere  they  fly, 
Her  evening  blushes,  ere  they  fade; — 

Yes,  these  are  Painting's  proudest  powers ; 

The  gift,  by  which  her  art  divine 
Above  all  others  proudly  towers, — 

And  these,  oh  Prince !  are  richly  thine. 

And  yet,  when  Friendship  sees  thee  trace. 
In  almost  living  truth  exprees'd, 

This  bright  memorial  of  a  face 
On  which  her  eye  delights  to  rest ; 

Wliile  o'er  the  lovely  look  serene. 

The  smile  of  peace,  the  bloom  of  youth. 

The  cheek,  that  blushes  to  be  seen. 
The  eye  that  tells  the  bosom's  truth ; 

While  o'er  each  line,  so  brightly  true. 
Our  eyes  with  lingering  pleasure  rove. 

Blessing  the  touch  whose  various  hue 
Thus  brings  to  mhid  the  form  we  love ; 

1 7*hough  I  have  styled  this  poem  a  Dithjrrambic  Ode,  I 
cannot  presnme  to  say  that  U  possesses^  tn  any  defnree,  the 
characteristics  of  that  qwciet  of  poetry.  Th9  nutare  or  the 
ancient  Diihyramhic  is  very  ImperrecUy  known.  According 
to  M.  Borette,  a  licentious  irregularity  of  raeure,  an  extrava- 
gant research  of  thought  and  expressItMi,  and  a  rude  embar- 
rassed construction,  are  among  its  most  distinguishing  fea- 
tures ;  and  In  all  these  respects,  I  have  but  too  closely,  1 
fear,  followed  my  models.  Burette  adds,  *'  Ces  caract^res 
des  dithyrambes  ne  font  sentir  k  ceuz  qui  lisent  attentive- 
ment  les  odes  de  Pindare.**— JV^sMirM  d*  P^ead,  vol.  x.  p. 
306.  The  same  opinion  may  be  collected  from  Schmidt's 
d^senation  npjn  ibe  4Ubt:8ct.  I  tlink.  ho've^'er.  If  th  i  Dithy- 
rambics  of  IMndar  were  in  our  poosession,  we  should  And 
that,  however  wild  and  fanciHii,  th«y  were  by  no  means  the 
tasteless  jargon  they  are  represented,  and  that  even  their  ir- 
regularity was  what  Boilettu  calls  **  un  bean  d4sordre.**  Chia- 
brera,  who  has  been  styled  the  Pindar  of  Italy,  and  firom 
whom  all  Its  poetry  apttn  the  Greek  model  was  ealled  Ohla- 
bferescti,  (as  Cresclmbenl  Informs  as,  Mb.  L  eap.  S.)  has 
given,  amongst  his  Vendemmle,  a  DttbymmUe,  **  all*  aso  de* 
Greet  :**  (bll  of  those  cimipound  epithets,  which,  we  are  told, 
were  a  chief  characteristic  of  the  style,  (awSttfns  it  ^c(<i( 
mu&w  -^Suid,  AtBnffi0oit6. ;)  aach  as 


We  foel  the  magic  of  thy  ait. 
And  own  it  with  m  zest,  m  iMd, 

A  pleasure,  nearer  to  the  heart 
Than  critic  taste  can  ever  iiwi 


THE  FAI.L  OF  HEBE 

▲  DtTHTmAMBIC  ODV  * 

TwAS  on  a  day 
WhiL    he  immortals  at  their  banquet  lay ; 
The  bowl 
Sparkled  with  starry  dew, 
The  weeping  of  those  myriad  ums  d  light. 
Within  whose  orbs,  the  almighty  Power* 
At  nature's  dawning  hour. 
Stored  the  rich  fluid  of  ethereal  souL* 

Aroimd, 
Soft  odorous  clouds,  that  upward  wing  their  ffigbl 

From  eastern  isles, 
(Where  they  have  bathed  them  in  the  orient  lay. 
And  with  rich  fragrance  all  their  bosoms  fill'dj 
In  circles  flow,  aud,  melting  as  they  flew, 
A  liquid  daybreak  o'er  the  board  distill'd. 

All,  all  was  luxury ! 
All  must  be  luxury,  where  Lysus  smOeai 
His  locks  divine 
Were  crowu'd 
With  a  bright  meteor-braid. 
Which,  like  an  ever-spriugiug  wreath  of  vine. 

Shot  iuto  brilliant  leafy  shapes. 
And  o*er  his  brow  in  lambent  tendrils  play'd : 

Briglindorato  Pegaso 
Nubicalpestator. 

But  I  cannot  suppose  that  Pindar,  even  amidst  alt  the  tkenk 
of  dithyranibics,  would  ever  have  descended  tobalkd-laa 
guage  like  the  following: 

Bella  Fllli,  e  bella  Clorl, 
Non  plu  dar  preglo  a  tue  bellcxze  e  tad, 
Che  se  Bacco  fa  vezzi  alle  mie  labbra 
Fo  le  Ache  a*  vostri  bad. 

esser  vorrei  Coppler, 

£  se  troppo  desiro 
Doh  fossi  io  Boltiglicr. 

Ritue  dd  CutABKCRA,  {tart  iL  J».  391. 

9  This  Is  a  Platonic  fancy.  The  phllompher  supposes,  te 
his  Timrus,  that,  when  tlie  Deity  bad  fonucd  the su«l  t^thS 
world  he  proceeded  to  the  cuuiposition  of  other  souls,  la 
whlcl  process,  says  Phitn,  he  made  use  of  the  same  eaf^ 
though  the  Ingredients  he  minded  were  not  quite  so  fiareas 
for  th«  .brmer;  and  having  refined  the  mixture  with  a  UMi 
of  his  own  essence,  he  distributed  It  among  the  clars,  wIMl 
served  as  reservoirs  of  the  fluid.— Tavr*  cure  mu  voXurMl 
ror  9p0^pop  Kpartifa  tv  w  rqir  roe  wwroi  ^rvg^^i' 
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lifle  nr  d  the  folia|p»  hiiii^» 

like  lucid  grapes, 
sand  cluBtering  buds  of  light, 
from  the  gardens  of  the  gaUxy 

is  bosom  Cytherea*s  head 

rely,  as  when  fin^.  the  Syrens  sung 

Her  beauty*s  dawn, 
the  curtains  of  the  deep,  undrawn, 
d  her  sleeping  in  its  azure  bed. 

The  captive  deity 
ing  lingering  on  her  eyes  and  lip, 

With  looks  of  ecstasy. 
Now,  on  his  arm. 

In  blushes  slie  reposed, 
while  he  gazed  on  each  bright  charm, 
te  his  burning  eyes  her  hand  in  dalliance  stole. 

now  she  raised  her  rosy  mouth  to  sip 

The  nectar'd  wave 

Lysus  gave, 
from  Iter  eyelids,  half-way  closed, 
Qt  foith  a  melting  gleam, 
hk;fa  fell,  like  sun-dew,  in  the  bowl : 
e  her  k»ight  hair,  in  mazy  flow 
gold  descending 
m  her  cheek's  luxurious  glow, 
mg  o*er  the  goblet's  side, 
was  reflected  in  its  crystal  tide. 
Like  a  bright  crocus  flower, 
hoee  sunny  leaves,  at  evening  hour 
With  roses  of  Cyrene  blending,^ 
I  o'er  the  mirror  of  some  silvery  stream. 

The  Olympian  cup 
Shone  in  the  hands 
mpled  Hebe,  as  sit"  wing'd  her  feet 
Up 
The  empyreal  mount, 
a  the  soul -drops  at  their  stellar  fount ;" 
And  still 
As  the  resplendent  rill 


from  Tbeophrutuv,  that  the  roaes  of  Cyrene 
ticalariy  fnif  rant.-Eoo<r/iara  ra  6e  m  tv  Kvpri¥ii  ^o6a, 

rlitnv  (Physlcos)  held  the  soul  to  be  a  spark  of  the 
aeoce — **  ScinUlU  stellmia  esseotiee.** — Maceobius, 
Seif.  lib.  L  cap.  14. 

toantry  of  the  Hypertmreans.  These  people  were 
:  to  be  placed  so  far  north  that  the  north  wind  could 
t  then ;  they  lived  longer  than  any  other  mortiils ; 
leir  whole  lime  In  nnaxic  and  dancing.  &c.  Ite.  But 
extravagnut  Action  related  of  them  is  that  to  which 
lae«  preceding  allude.  It  was  imagined  that,  instejid 
i^tf  atmovphere.  the  Hyperboreans  breathed  nothing 
lers!  Acenrding  to  Herodotus  and  Pliny,  this  idea 
esaed  by  the  quantity  of  snow  which  was  oliaerved  to 
oae  regioaa ;  thus  the  former :  Ta  up  vrrpa  ccca^oK- 
((•»«  ra^i  £ctp^af  ft  cat  rovs  weptotic»vs  Soneut  Xtytiv* 


Gosh'd  forth  into  the  cap  with  mantling  heat, 
Her  watchful  care 
Was  still  to  cool  its  liquid  fire 
With  snow-white  sprinklings  of  that  featheiy 

air 
The  children  of  the  Pole  respire, 
In  those  enchanted  lands,* 
Where  life  is  all  a  ^)ring,  and  north  winds  iMfrar 
blow. 

But  oh! 
Bright  Hebe,  what  a  tear, 
And  what  a  blush  were  thine. 
When,  as  the  breath  of  every  Grao« 
Wafled  thy  feet  along  the  studded  spherei 
With  a  bright  cup  for  Jove  Ixr^aeelf  to  driLfti 
Some  star,  that  shone  beneath  thy  tiiead» 

Raising  its  amorous  head 
To  kiss  those  matchless  feet, 

CheckM  thy  career  too  fleet, 
And  all  heaven's  host  of  eyes 
Entranced,  but  fearftil  all. 
Saw  thee,  sweet  Hebe,  prostrate  iidl 

Upon  tlie  bright  floor  of  the  azure  duet 
Where,  mid  its  stais,  thy  beauty  lajt 
As  blossom,  shaken  from  the  tpny 
Of  a  spring  thorn. 
Lies  mid  the  liquid  sparkles  of  the  monk 
Or,  as  in  temples  of  the  Paphian  shade, 
The  worshippers  of  Beauty's  queen  behold 
An  image  of  their  rosy  idol,  laid 
Upo&  a  diamond  shrine. 

The  wanton  wind. 
Which  had  pursued  the  flying  flair. 
And  sported  mid  the  tresses  imconflned 
Of  her  bright  hair. 
Now,  as  she  fell,— oh  wanton  breeze  I 
RuSAed  the  robe,  whose  graceful  flow 
Hung  o'er  those  limbs  of  luisunn'd  snow, 
Purely  as  the  Eleusinian  veil 
Hangs  o'er  the  Mysteries  !* 

— Hbeodoi*.  lib.  iv.  cap.  31     Ovid  tells  the  fable  otherwise i 
see  Metaniorph.  lib.  xv. 

Mr.  O'Halloran,  and  some  other  Irish  antlquariaot,  have 
been  at  great  expense  of  learning  to  pntve  that  the  sininfs 
country,  where  they  took  snow  for  feathers,  «*»  Ireland,  and 
that  the  famous  Abaris  was  an  Irish  Druid.  Mr.  Rowland, 
however,  will  have  it  that  Abaris  was  a  Welshman,  and 
that  his  name  Is  only  a  corruption  of  Ap  Reea ! 

*  It  Is  Servins,  I  believe,  who  mentions  this  unlucky  trtp 
which  Hebe  made  In  her  occupation  of  cup-bearer ;  and  Hnff> 
man  tells  it  after  him :  **  Cum  Hebe  pocula  Jovl  admlnlstnns, 
perque  lubricum  minus  eauiS  Incedens,  eecldlssel,**  Ilc. 

*  The  arcane  symbols  of  this  ceremony  were  deposited  In 
th«)  cista,  where  they  lay  religiously  concealed  firom  the  eyes 
of  the  profane.  They  were  generally  carried  In  the  peoeessloa 
by  an  ass ;  and  benes  the  proverb,  which  one  may  lo  oAsa 
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The  brow  of  Juno  fluBb'd— 
Love  blras'd  the  breexe ! 

The  Muses  blushM ; 
And  every  cheek  was  hid  behind  a  lyre, 
While  every  eye  look'd  laughing  through  the  sthngs. 

But  the  bright  cup  7  the  nectar*d  draught 
Which  iove  himself  was  to  have  quaiT'd  7 
Alaoi  alas,  uptum'd  it  lay 
By  the  falKn  Hebe*8  side ; 
While,  in  slow  lingering  drops,  th'  ethereal  tide. 
As  conscious  of  its  own  rich  essence,  ebb*d  away. 

Who  was  the  Spirit  that  remembered  Man, 
In  that  blest  hour. 
And,  with  a  wing  of  love, 
Brush'd  off  the  goblet's  scattered  tears, 
As,  trembling,  near  the  edge  of  heaven  they  ran. 
And  sent  them  floating  to  our  orb  below  7' 
£gsence  of  inmiortality ! 

The  shower 
Fell  glowing  through  the  spheres ; 
While  all  around  new  tints  of  bliss, 
New  odors  and  new  light, 
Enrich'd  its  radiant  flow. 
Now,  with  a  liquid  kiss, 
It  stole  along  the  thrilling  wire 
Of  Heaven*s  luminoos  Lyre,* 
Stealing  the  soul  of  music  in  its  flight : 
And  now,  amid  the  breezes  bland, 
That  whisper  from  the  planets  as  they  roll, 
The  bright  libation,  sofUy  fanned 
By  all  their  sighs,  meandering  stole. 
They  who,  from  Atlas'  height, 

Beheld  this  rosy  flame 
Descending  through  the  waste  of  night, 
Thought  'twas  some  planet,  whose  empyreal  frame 

Had  kindled,  as  it  rapidly  revolved 
Around  its  fervid  axle,  and  dissolved 
Into  a  flood  so  bright ! 


apply  in  the  world,  "  asinus  portal  mystena.**    See  the 
Divine  Legation,  book  U.  sect.  4. 

1  In  the  GeoponicAf  lib.  11.  cap.  17,  there  Is  a  fkble  some- 
what liJie  this  descent  of  the  nectar  to  earth.  Ey  ovpaiKo  ruv 
^<o)y  swaxovftevtoVf  «ai  rov  vixrapos  iroXXov  irapaKCiftcvov, 
avaaKtprnoai  X'^P^'?  ^<'*'  E^ura  xai  cvcatiaai  rta  nnpto  rov 
Kparnpos  mv  (iaiiv^  Kai  nepiTpiipai  fitv  avrov  to  is  vtrrap 
SIS  rnv  fnv  CKXvdev,  k.  t,  A.  Vid.  Antor.  de  Re  Rust.  edit. 
Cantab.  1704. 

*  The  constellation  Lyra.  The  astrologers  attribute  great 
virtues  to  this  sign  In  aacendenti,  which  are  enumerated  by 
rontano,  In  his  Urania : 

Eece  aovem  enm  pectlne  chordas 

Emodulans,  malcetqoe  novo  vaga  sidera  eantn, 
Qno  captae  nascentam  anlm»  concordia  duciint 
Pectora,  Aic 

*  The  Egyptians  represented  the  dawn  of  day  by  a  young 


The  youthful  Day, 
Within  his  twilight  bower, 
Lay  sweetly  sleeping 
On  the  flush'd  bosom  of  a  lotos-flower  f 
When  round  him,  in  profunon  wee|Nnf, 
Dropped  the  celestial  shower. 

Steeping 
The  rosy  clouds,  that  curi'd 
About  his  infant  head. 
Like  myrrh  upon  the  locks  of  Cupid  shed. 

But,  when  the  wakhig  boy 
Waved  his  exhaling  tresses  through  the  aky. 
O  mom  of  joy! — 
The  tide  divine. 
All  glorious  with  the  vermil  dye 
It  drank  beneath  his  orient  eye, 
Distiird,  in  dews,  upon  the  world. 
And  every  drop  was  wine,  was  heavenly  wmx ! 
Blest  be  the  sod,  and  blest  the  flower 
On  which  descended  flxst  that  shower. 
All  fresh  from  Jove*s  ncctarcous  springs ; — 
Oh  far  less  sweet  the  flower,  the  aod, 
0*er  which  the  Spirit  of  the  Rainbow  fliii|{i 
The  magic  mantle  of  her  solar  God  !* 


RINGS  AND  SEALS. 

*  SLomp  ff^payiScs  ra  ^iXfiftara, 

AcBiLLKs  Tattob,  Kb.  B. 

"  Go !"  said  the  angryr  weeping  maid, 
"  The  charm  is  broken ! — once  betray'd, 
"  Never  can  this  wrong'd  heart  rely 
"  On  word  or  look,  on  oath  or  sigh. 
Take  buck  the  gifts,  so  fondly  given, 
With  promised  faith  and  vows  to  heaven  ; 
"  That  little  ring  which,  night  and  mom, 
With  wedded  truth  my  hand  hath  worn ; 


(( 


(( 


(( 


boy  seated  upon  a  lotos.  Errs  A.tywrovs  Itapeucotf  aftxw  ^*^ 
roXijf  iraiiiov  vtoyvov  ypai^ovra^  sni  Awrw  Kadego/isvow.^Pl^- 
torch,  irepi  rov  /ii)  x/>ay  Sftitcrp.  See  also  his  Treatise  de  Isld. 
et  Osir.  Observing  that  the  lotos  showed  la  head  above 
water  at  sunrise,  and  sank  again  at  his  setting,  they  conceived 
the  idea  of  consecratlnj;  this  flower  to  Osiris,  or  the  son. 

Tltis  symbol  of  a  youth  sitting  upon  a  lotos  is  very  frequent 
on  the  Abraxases,  or  B.'isilidian  stones,  ^e  Montfaucon, 
torn.  li.  plancho  158,  and  the  "  Supplement,*'  kx.  torn.  IL  Ilk 
vii.  chap.  5. 

4  The  ancients  esteemed  those  flowers  and  trees  the  sweet- 
est upon  which  the  rainbow  had  appeared  to  rest ;  and  tlM 
wo<n]  they  chiefly  burned  in  sncriflces,  was  that  which  tbt 
smile  of  IrU  had  consecrated.  Plutarch.  8>  mpos.  lib.  Iv.  capi 
2,  where  (as  Vossius  remarki)  irfiiovo't,  Instead  of  f«.^oeri,li 
nndoobtedly  the  genuine  reading.  See  Vosslor  fir 
carions  partieulariiies  of  the  rainbow,  Do  Origin,  ei 
Idololat.  lib.  iU.  cap.  13. 
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<*  That  wal  which  oft,  in  moments  bleit» 

"  Thoa  hast  upon  my  lip  improM'd, 

"  And  sworn  its  sacred  spring  should  be 

"  A  fountain  seal'd'  for  only  thee : 

**  Take,  take  them  back,  the  gift  and  vow, 

"  All  sullied,  lost  and  hateful  now !" 

I  took  the  ring — the  seal  I  took, 
Wliile,  oh,  her  every  tear  and  look 
Were  such  as  angels  look  and  shed. 
When  man  is  by  the  world  misled. 
Gently  I  whispered,  "  Fanny,  dear ! 
Not  half  thy  lover's  gifts  are  here : 
Say,  where  are  all  the  kisses  given, 
"  From  mom  to  noou,  from  noon  to  even,— > 
*'  Those  signets  of  true  love,  worth  more 
"  Than  Solomon's  own  seal  of  yore, — 
**  Where  are  those  gifts,  so  s^veet,  so  manyT 
**  Come,  dearest, — give  back  ail,  if  any.'' 

Wliile  thus  I  whispered,  trembling  too. 
Lest  all  the  nymph  had  sworn  was  true, 
I  saw  m  smile  relenting  rise 
'Mid  the  moist  azure  of  her  eyes, 
like  daylight  o*er  a  sea  of  blue, 
Whiie  yet  in  mid-air  hangs  the  cew. 
She  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine, 
l^e  let  my  arms  around  her  twine ; 
One  kias  was  half  allow'd,  and  then— 
The  ring  and  seal  wore  hen  again. 


TO 

MISS  SUSAN  B— CKF— D,« 

ON    HER   SINGING. 

I  Moai  than  once  have  heard,  at  ni^ht, 
A  song,  like  those  thy  lip  hath  given. 

And  it  was  sung  by  shapes  of  light, 
Who  looked  and  breathed,  like  thee,  of  heaven. 

Bat  this  was  all  a  dream  of  sleep, 
And  I  have  said,  when  morning  shone, 

"Why  should  the  night-witch.  Fancy,  keep 
**  Tlwee  wonders  for  herself  alone  ?'* 

I  kaew  mrt  then  that  futc  had  lent 
Such  toncM  to  one  of  mortal  birth  ; 


I  knew  not  then  that  Heaven  had  sent 
A  voice,  a  form  like  thine  on  earth. 

And  yet,  in  all  that  flower^r  maze 

Through  which  my  path  of  life  has  M. 

When  I  have  heard  the  sweetest  lays 
From  lips  of  rosiest  lustre  shed ; 

When  I  have  felt  the  warbled  word 
From  Beauty's  lip,  in  sweetness  vyinj^ 

With  music^s  own  melodious  bird. 
When  on  tlie  rose's  bosom  lying  ; 

Though  form  and  song  at  once  combined 
Their  loveliest  bloom  and  softest  thrill. 

My  heart  hath  sigh'd,  my  ear  hath  pined 
For  sometliing  lovelier,  softer  still  i-^ 

Oh,  I  have  found  it  all,  at  last. 
In  thee,  thou  sweetest  living  lyre 

Through  which  the  soul  of  song  e*ei  -av'di 
Or  feelmg  breathed  its  sacred  fire. 


All  that  I  e*er,  in  wildest  flight 
Of  fancy's  dreams,  could  hear  oi 

Of  mus.c's  sigh  or  beauty's  ligiit 
Is  realized,  at  once,  in  thee ! 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON    LEAVING    SOME    FRIENDS. 
O  duices  coinitnin  VHlete  cuetus !  Catcllv^ 

No,  never  sliail  my  soul  forget 

I'he  friends  I  found  so  cordial-hearted ; 

Dear  shall  be  the  day  we  met. 
And  dear  shall  be  the  night  wo  parted. 

If  fond  regrets,  however  sweet. 
Must  with  the  Ia|)8e  of  time  decay. 

Yet  still,  when  thus  in  mirth  you  meet, 
Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away  .' 

Long  be  the  light  of  memory  found 

Alive  within  your  social  glass  ; 
Let  timt  be  still  the  ma>ric  round, 

O'er  which  Oblivion  dares  not  pass. 


« •Tbero  are  f^irdenv  supposed  to  Ik5  llirwe  of  King  Solo-     and  put  hi«  sljrnct  upon  the  door  to  keep  thorn  for  his  own 
HB.il  ilie  Deifhborhood  of  Beihlrhein.    The  frlstrs  show  !  drinking."— .Wamfi/rr/r*  Travela     Pcealno  Iho  notM  to  Mr. 


which,  they  sny,  l<  ih*^  'senled  fountain*  to 
holy  ffpna^  In  the  Cnnliclex  Is  compnred;  and 
a  tfadition,  that  Solomon  shut  up  the^  springs 


Good's  TransUllon  of  the  Song  of  Solomon. 
•  The  present  Duchess  of  Hamilton. 
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A  WARNING. 


'X) 


Oh  fair  as  heaven  and  chaste  as  light ! 
Did  nature  mould  thee  all  so  bright, 
That  thou  shouldst  e*er  be  brought  to  weep 
0*er  languid  virtue's  fatal  sleep, 
O'er  shame  extinguish'd,  honor  fled, 
Peace  lost,  heart  withered,  feeling  dead  T 

No,  no !  a  star  was  bora  with  thee. 
Which  sheds  eteraal  purity. 
Thou  hast,  within  those  sainted  eyes. 
So  fair  a  transcript  of  the  skies. 
In  lines  of  light  such  heavenly  lore, 
That  man  should  read  them  and  adore. 
Yet  have  1  known  a  gentle  maid 
Whose  mind  and  form  were  both  array'd 
In  nature's  purest  light,  like  tliine  ^ 
Who  wore  that  clear,  celestial  sign, 
Whicn  seems  to  mark  the  brow  that's  fair 
For  de8tiny*s  peculiar  care : 
Whose  bosom  too,  like  Dian*s  own, 
Was  guarded  by  a  sacred  zone. 
Where  the  bright  gem  of  virtue  dione ; 
Whose  eyes  had,  in  their  light,  a  charm 
Against  all  wrong,  and  guile,  and  harm. 
Yet,  haplefls  maid,  in  one  sad  hour. 
These  spells  have  lost  their  guardian  power ; 
The  gem  has  been  beguiled  away  ; 
Tier  eyes  have  lost  their  chast*uing  ray  ; 
The  modest  pride,  the  guiltless  shame, 
The  smites  that  from  reflection  came, 
All,  all  have  fled,  and  left  her  mind 
A  faded  monument  behind  ; 
The  ruins  of  a  once  pure  riirine, 
No  longer  fit  for  guest  divine. 
Oh  !  'twas  a  sight  I  wept  to  see 
Heaven  keep  the  lost  one's  fate  Irom  thee 


'TIS  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now, 
While  yet  my  soul  is  something  finse ; 

While  yet  those  dangerous  eyes  albw 
One  minute's  thought  to  stray  from  thee 


Oh !  then  beoom*st  each  momeiit  deazer ; 

Every  chance  that  brings  me  ni^  thee, 
Brings  my  ruin  nearer,  nearer, — 

I  am  lost,  nnleas  I  fly  thee. 


Nay,  if  thou  doet  not  100111  and  hata  mti 
Doom  me  not  thus  so  soon  to  fall ; 

Duties,  fame,  and  hopes  await  me^ — 
But  that  eye  would  blast  them  all! 

For,  then  hast  heart  as  fidM  and  cold 

As  ever  yet  allured  or  tway'd* 
And  oouklst,  without  a  ngh,  behoU 

The  ruin  which  thyself  bad  made. 

Yet« — could  I  think  that,  truly  fondt 
That  eye  but  once  would  smile  on  owt 

Ev'n  as  thou  art,  how  far  beyond 
Fame,  duly,  wealth,  that  imile  ^(vU  be! 

Oh  !  but  to  win  it,  night  and  day, 

Inglorious  at  thy  feet  redinedy 
I'd  sigh  my  dreams  of  fame  away, 

The  world  for  thee  forgot,  reagn'd. 

But  no,  'tis  o'er,  and — thus  we  part. 
Never  to  meet  again — no^  never. 

False  woman,  what  a  mind  and  heart 
Thy  treach'ry  has  tmaone  forevw ! 


WOMAN. 

Aw  AT,  away — you're  all  the  same, 
A  smiling,  flutt'ring,  jilting  throng ; 

And,  wise  too  late,  I  bura  with  shame, 
To  think  I've  been  your  slave  so  long 

Slow  to  be  won,  and  quick  to  rove. 
From  folly  kind,  from  cunning  loath. 

Too  cold  for  bliss,  too  weak  for  love. 
Yet  feigning  all  that's  best  in  both ; 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reigns— 
More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 
Than  one  true,  manly  lover  blesL 

Away,  away — your  smile's  a  curse 
Oh  !  blot  me  fntm  tlie  race  of  men, 

Kind  pitying  Heaven,  by  death  or 
If  e'er  I  love  such  things  again. 
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TO 


Kocu  ra  fiXrara, 


EumiRDBf. 


Com,  take  thy  harp— 'tis  yain  to  muae 

Upon  the  gathering  ULb  we  see ; 
Oh !  take  thy  harp  and  let  me  lose 

AH  thooghts  of  ill  m  hearing  thee. 

Sing  to  me,  love ! — thongfa  death  were  near* 
Thy  song  ooold  make  my  soul  forget — 

Nay,  nay,  in  pity,  dry  that  tear. 
An  may  be  well,  be  happy  yet 

Lrt  me  but  see  that  snowy  arm 
Once  moie  apon  the  dear  harp  lie, 

And  I  will  cease  to  dream  of  harm, 
WiO  smile  at  fate,  while  thou  art  nigh. 

Gire  me  that  strain  of  mournful  touch. 

We  used  to  love  long,  long  ago. 
Before  our  hearts  had  known  as  mach 

As  DOW,  alas !  tliey  bleed  to  know. 

Sweet  notes !  they  tell  of^  former  peace. 
Of  all  that  look'd  so  smiling  then, 

Now  ranishM,  lost^H>h  pray  thee,  cease, 
I  cannot  bear  those  sounds  again. 

Art  thou^  too,  wretched  7  yes,  thou  art ; 

I  see  thy  tears  flow  fast  with  mine— 
Come,  come  to  this  devoted  heart, 

Tis  breaking,  but  it  still  is  thine  ! 

1  In  Platanb**  E^say  on  the  Decline  of  the  Oracles,  Cleom- 

IncBs.  oae  of  ibe  Interlocutors,  describes  an  extrHortllnary 

■u  wboB  be  had  met  with,  after  long  research,  upon  the 

hsaks  of  the  Red  Sea.    Once  In  every  year,  this  supernat- 

■al  per^mafe  appeared  to  mortals  and  conversed  with 

ttra;  tbe  rest  of  his  time  he  passed  among  the  Genii  and 

te  Jfynphs.    lltpt  mv  spvBpiv  9a\acoaif  tvpovt  a¥Bi>otwot( 

SM  T99  iT9i  iirst^c»r«xXayoi'ra,  ra>Aa  Se  <rov  rnif  yo^i^at;, 

tm  Smtti0ct,  itt  t^'tairt.    He  spoke  In  a  tone  not  fiir 

frosD  singing,  and  whenever  he  opened  his  lipst  a 

filled  the  place:  ^^eyyoficvov  it  rov  ronnv  tVMiia 

•■fXs.  T9m  ero/iarf  ^Starop  avoitvtovToi.    From  him  Cle- 

•ikn4«s  iMtaed  the  doctrine  of  a  plarality  of  worlds. 

'  Tbe  eeletimted  Janas  Donsa,  a  little  before  his  death, 

that  be  beard  a  strain  of  ma^ic  In  the  air.  See  the 

of  Oeinslita.  **  In  harmonlam  qnnm  paolo  ante  obitam 

siU  visas  est  Dousa.**    Page  501. 


—'tvOa  itaitap'jiv 
ionaviiti 
mvpM  nptwrtovctw  av- 
0lc^«  i€  x^vooti  ^Xeyti. 
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tbe  son  of  Noah,  Is  supposed  to  have  taken  with 
tbe  ark  Ibe  principal  doctrines  of  magical,  or  mther 
seieace,  which  be  bad  iascrlbed  upon  some  very 
I  order  that  they  nlgbt  resist  the  ra  vagus 


VISION  OF  PHILOSOPHY. 

TwAS  on  the  Red  Sea  coast,  at  mom,  we  met 
The  venerable  man  ;'  a  healthy  bloom 
Mingled  its  softness  with  the  vigorotis  thought 
That  tower'd  upon  his  brow ;  and,  when  he  spoke, 
'Twas  language  sweetenM  into  song— such  holy 

sounds 
As  oft,  they  say,  the  wise  and  virtuous  hear, 
Prelusive  to  the  harmony  of  heaven. 
When  death  is  nigh  ;*  and  still,  as  he  unclosed 
His  sacred  lips,  an  odor,  all  as  bland 
As  ocean -breezes  gather  from  the  flowers 
That  blossom  >n  elysitmi,*  breathed  around. 
With  silent  awe  we  listened,  while  he  told 
Of  the  dark  veil  which  many  an  age  had  hung 
0*er  Nature*s  form,  till,  long  explort-d  by  man, 
Tho  mystic  shroud  grew  thin  anc  lAiuikions, 
And  glimpses  of  that  heavenly  form  shone  thro* :— > 
Of  magic  wonders,  that  were  known  and  taught 
By  him  (ir  Cham  or  Zoroaster  named) 
Who  mused  amid  the  mighty  cataclysm, 
O'er  his  rude  tablets  of  primeval  lore  ;* 
And  gathering  round  him,  in  the  sacred  ark, 
The  mighty  secrets  of  that  former  globe, 
Let  not  the  living  star  of  science*  smk 
Beneath  the  waters,  which  uigulTd  a  world ! — 
Of  visions,  by  Calliope  reveaPd 
To  him,*  who  traced  upon  his  tvpic  lyre 
The  diapason  of  man's  mingled  frame, 
And  the  grand  Doric  heptachord  of  heaven. 
With  all  of  pure,  of  wondrous  and  arcane, 
Which  tlie  grave  sons  of  Mochus,  many  a  night, 

of  the  deluge,  and  transmit  the  secrets  of  antedlloTtnn 
knowledge  to  his  posterity.  See  the  extracts  made  by  Bayle, 
in  his  article.  Cham.  The  Identity  of  Cham  and  Zoroas- 
ter depends  upon  the  authority  of  Derosun,  (or  rather  the 
Impontor  Annln%)  and  a  few  more  such  respectable  testi- 
monies. See  Nande's  Apologie  pour  les  Grands  Hommes, 
&c.,  chap,  vlit.,  where  he  takes  more  tmulile  than  Is  neces- 
sary in  refhting  this  gratuitous  supiKwition. 

*  Chanium  A  posteris  hnjnsartlsndiiiimtnrlbus  Znroastmm, 
sen  vivuni  astrum,  propterea  (Vilsse  dictum  et  pro  Deo  habl- 
tuni. — Bockart,  Oeotrropk.  Saer.  lib.  tv.  cap.  I. 

•  Orpheus.— Paulinu^,  In  his  llebdomades,  cap.  2.  lib.  III., 
has  endeavored  to  show,  after  the  PiNtoni!*ts,  that  mnn  Is  a 
diapason,  or  octHve.  mnde  up  of  a  diatesperon.  which  to  his 
Sfiul.and  adiapente,  which  is  his  body.  Those  Oequent  allu- 
sions to  muMc,  by  which  the  ancient  philosophers  Illustrated 
their  sublime  theories,  must  have  tended  very  mncb  to  ele- 
vate the  character  of  the  art  and  to  enrich  li  with  a8«oela- 
tions  of  the  grandest  and  nioft  Uiiemsting  nature.  Sfea  pre- 
ceding note,  for  their  ideas  upon  the  harmony  of  the  i^pheres. 
Hemclitus  compared  the  mixture  of  good  and  evil  in  thto 
wor\d  to  the  blendoil  varieties  of  hnrmony  in  a  musical  Instru- 
ment. (Plutarch,  de  Animas  Proereat. ;)  nnd  Enryphamn*.  the 
Pythngiirenn,  In  a  fragment  preserved  by  Stobrus,  describes 
human  life,  in  its  porfectioa,  as  a  «wret  and  well-tnned  lyre. 
Some  of  tbe  ancients  were  so  fanciAil  as  to  lappose  that  tlie 


154 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Told  to  the  young  and  bright-h&ir'd  yintant 
Of  Carmers  eacred  mount' — ^Then,  in  a  flow 
Of  calmer  converse,  he  beguiled  us  on 

operations  of  the  memory  were  regulated  by  a  kind  of  musi- 
cal cadence,  and  that  Ideas  occurred  to  It  "  per  arsln  et  the- 
sin,**  while  others  converted  the  whole  man  Into  a  mere 
harmonized  machine,  whose  motion  depended  upon  a  certain 
tension  of  the  iKidy,  analo|;ous  to  that  of  the  strings  in  an 
instrument.  Cicero  Indeed  ridicules  Arlstoxenus  for  this 
fancy,  and  says,  "  Let  him  teach  singing,  and  leave  philoso- 
phy to  Aristotle  ;**  but  Aristotle  himself,  though  decidedly 
opposed  to  the  hannonic  speculations  of  the  Pythagoreans 
and  Piatonbts,  could  sometimes  condescend  to  enliven  his 
doctrines  by  reference  to  the  beauties  of  musical  science ; 
as.  in  the  treatise  Uspi  Kocfiov  attributed  to  him,  KaBancp  It 
tv  X^P'f*  KOfiv^atov  Karaplwrof^  k.  r.  X. 

The  Abb6  Batteuz,  In  his  inquiry  Into  the  dtc  rine  of  the 
Stoics,  attributes  to  those  philosophers  the  same  mode  of  Il- 
lustration. *'  L*ime  6toit  cause  active  Koutv  atnoc ;  le  corps 
cause  passive  ^dt  rov  vaextiw :— i*une  agissant  dans  Tautre ; 
et  y  prenant,  par  son  action  m^me,  un  caractire,  des  formes, 
des  modlflcailonSf  quelle  n*avolt  pat  par  elle-meme  ;  k  pen 
prds  comme  Pair,  qui,  chass^  dans  un  Instrument  de 
musique,  fait  connoitre,  par  lea  dlfi%rens  sons  quMI  produit, 
les  dlffl^rentes  modifications  quMl  y  revolt.**  See  a  fine  simile 
founded  upon  this  notion  In  Cardinal  Polignac*s  poem,  lib. 
5,  V.  734. 

^  Pythagoras  Is  represented  In  lambiiehns  as  descending 
with  great  solemnity  from  Mount  Carmei,  fur  which  reason 
the  Carmelites  have  claimed  him  as  one  of  their  fraternity. 
This  Mochus  or  Moschus,  with  the  descendants  of  whom 
Pythagoras  conversed  In  Phcenicia,  and  ftnm  whom  he  de- 
rived the  doctrines  of  atomic  philosophy,  is  supposed  by  some 
to  be  the  same  with  Moses.  Huett  has  adopted  this  idea, 
Demonstration  Evangilique.  Prop.  iv.  chap.  S,  ^  7 ;  and  Le 
Clcrc,  among  others,  has  refuted  It.  See  Bibliolh.  Choisie, 
tom.  I.  p.  75.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  the  doctrine  of 
atom.<^  was  linown  and  promulgated  long  before  Epicurus. 
"  With  the  fountains  of  Democritus,**  says  Cicero, "  the  gar- 
dens of  Epicurus  were  watered ;  and  the  learned  author  of 
the  Intellectual  System  has  shown,  ttiat  all  the  eariy  philos- 
ophers, till  the  lime  of  Plato,  were  atomlsts.  We  find  Epicu- 
rus, however,  boasting  that  his  tenets  were  new  and  unbor- 
rowed, and  perhaps  few  among  the  ancients  had  any  stronger 
claim  to  originality.  In  truth,  if  we  examine  their  schools  of 
philosophy,  notwithstanding  the  peculiarities  which  seem  to 
distinguish  them  from  each  other,  wo  may  generally  observe 
I  that  the  diflercncn  is  but  vertMil  and  trifling ;  and  thnt,  among 
those  various  and  learned  heresies,  there  is  scarcely  one  to 
be  selected,  whose  opinions  are  tui  own,  ori^^nai  and  exclu- 
sive. The  doctrine  of  the  world's  eternity  may  he  traced 
throngh  all  the  sects.  The  continual  mptcmpsychosis  of 
Pythagoras,  the  grand  periodic  year  of  the  Stoics,  (at  the  con- 
clusion of  which  tho  universe  is  supposed  to  return  to  its 
original  order,  and  commence  a  new  revolution,)  the  succes- 
sive dissolution  and  combination  of  atomt  maintained  by  the 
Epicureans — all  these  tenets  are  but  different  imitations  of 
tlie  same  general  belief  in  the  eternity  of  the  world.  As  ex- 
plained by  St.  Austin,  the  periodic  year  of  the  Stoics  disa- 
grees only  so  far  with  the  idea  of  the  Pythagoreans,  that  In- 
stead of  an  endless  transmission  of  the  soul  through  a  variety 
of  bodies,  it  restores  the  same  body  and  soul  to  repeat  the!r 
former  round  of  ezi«tence,  so  that  the  "  identical  Plato,  who 
lectured  In  the  Academy  of  Athens,  shall  again  and  again, 
at  certain  Intervals,  during  the  lapse  of  eternity,  appear  in 
the  same  Academy  and  resume  the  same  Ainctlons  :** 
sic  eadeni  tempora  temporalinmque  rerum  volnmina  repetl, 
ut  V.  g.  Bleat  In  isto  sircuio  Plato  philosophus  In  urbe  Athe- 


Through  many  a  maze  of  Garden  and  of  Porch, 
^Through  many  a  system,  whore  the  scitter'd  light 
Of  heavenly  truth  lay,  like  a  broken  beam 

niensi,  in  e&  scholft  qua  Academla  dicta  est,  disclpda 
docuit,  ita  per  tnnumerabilia  retro  srcola,  multam  pleill 
quidem  intervallis,  sed  certis,  et  idem  Plato,  et  eaden  dvl> 
tas,  eademque  schola,  lidemqne  dlscipnll  lepetltl  et  pm 
Innumerabilla  delude  sccula  repetendl  slnL — D»  QtrM. 
/>«',  lib.  xli.  cap.  13.  VaninI,  In  his  dlalofnies,  baa  glvn  ■ 
a  similar  explication  of  the  pericvic  revolntionsof  theworli 
*'  Ea.  de  caus&,  qui  nunc  sunt  In  us**  ritos,  ceases  mOltai 
fuerunt,  totlesqne  renasrentnr  quotles  cw 'slenuit.**   A 

The  paradoxical  notions  "^  the  Stolen  apoo  the  beaalf: 
the  riches,  the  dominion  of  their  iiuaginary  safe,  are  taM«| 
tho  most  distinguishing  characteristics  of  their  scbool,  wd 
according  to  their  advocate  Lipslns,  were  peculiar  to  Oa 
sect.    **  Priora  Ilia  (decreta)  que  passim  In  phlliwopbaodn 
scholis  ferd  obtinent,  ista  qur  pecnilaria  hale  aerie  et  hi 
bent  contradictionem:  1.  e.  pontdoxa.** — M*nMimei,*i9tA 
Philos.  lib.  III.  dissertat  2.    But  It  Is  evident  (as  the  AM 
Gamier  has  remarked,  M^molrea  de  TAcad.  tom.  xxxv.)  thi 
even  these  absurdities  of  the  Stoles  are  borrowed,  and  tli 
Plato  Is  the  source  of  all  their  extravagant  paradoxes.   H 
find  their  dogma,  "  dives  qui  sapiens,**  (which  Cleamit  c 
Alexandria  has  transferred  from  the  Philosopher  to  d 
Christian,  Pedagog.  lib.  III.  cap.  6.)  expressed  la  the  piaycri 
Socrates  at  the  end  of  the  Phvdrns.    XI  ^tXc  liar  it  c 
aXAoi  hffoi  rgSs  Sfoi,  Sottrn  fiot  xaXw  ytwiadai  rtuMi 
ral>j^dr.y  6c  haa  cx^i  ^"'f  cvrof  itvat  not  ^tXttr  rXasms*  • 
vofitl^otui  ro9  ffo^ov.    And  many  other  Instaocos  n^ghl  1 
adduced  fh>m  the  AvTcpaarat,  the  IloXiroroc,  Jtc  to  pm 
that  these  weeds  of  paradox  were  all  gathered  aatoag  t 
bowers  of  the  Academy.    Hence  It  la  that  Oram,  la  i 
prefnce  to  his  Paradoxes,  calls  them  Socratica;  ana  Upsh 
exulting  In  the  patronage  of  Socrates,  says,  **  Hie  tolas i 
uoster.**  This  is  Indeed  a  coalition,  which  evinces  as  ma 
as  can  be  wished  the  confVised  similitude  of  ancient  pU 
sophicnl  opinions :  the  father  of  skepticism  Is  here  eumO 
among  the  founders  of  the  Portico ;  he,  whose  best  IOkn 
edge  was  that  of  his  own  Ignorance,  Is  called  In  to  autbor 
the  pretensions  of  the  most  obstinate  dogmatists  In  all  i 
liqulty. 

Rntilius,  In  his  Itlnerarinm,  has  ridiculed  the  sabbail 
the  Jews,  as  "  lassati  mollis  imago  Del  ;**  but  Epicnros  p 
an  eternal  holiday  to  his  gods  and,  rather  than  disturb 
slumbers  of  Olympus,  denied  at  once  the  Interference  a 
Providence.    He  does  not,  however,  seem  to  have  beea  i 
gular  in  this  opinion.    Theophilus  of  Antloch,  if  he  dest 
any  credit,  imputes  a  similar  belief  to  Pythagoras  >-^ 
(llvBaynpa^)  re  rtok  ravrtov  9eov(  avBprowtop  ftnScr  ^fM 
l^etif.    And  Plutarch  though  so  hostile  to  the  follower 
Epicurus,  has  unaccountably  adopted  the  very  same  tl 
logical  error.    Thus,  after  quoting  the  opinion  of  Anaii 
ras  and  Plato  upon  divinity,  he  addi,  Kei»w(  ^vr  A/tat 
vovoiv  apKpoTtpn,  hri    rov  beav  tvottivap    ntrrpefft 
rui¥  atfOptMHTivtov. — De  Placit.  PhiloKopk.  lib.  I.  cap.  7.    P 
himself  has  attributed  a  degree  of  Indiflference  to  the  g 
which  Is  not  far  removed  from  the  apathy  of  Epiear 
heaven;  as  thus,  in  his  Philehui,  where  Protarchas  a 
OvKovv  ciKof  yc  ovrt  X'xp"^  ^iov(y  ovrt  to  tvaprtw ; 
Socrates  answers,  Tlavv  piv  ovv  eiKOf,  aox^f^^w  >ovr  as 
tKartpov  yiytfopcyov  ccrtv  ; — while  Aristotle  supposes  a 
more  absnrd  neutrality,  and  concludes,  by  no  very  flatle 
analogy,  that  the  deity  is  as  lncap.-«ble  of  virtue  asofi 
Kai  yap  iiantp  ov6cv  ^npiov  tart  KUKta^  ot>i*  ttptnif  &i 
ovSc  ^cov.—Etkie.  ^Tieamack.  lib.  vU.  cap.  1.    In  truth,  i 
totle,  upon  the  subject  of  Providence,  was  little  more  eoi 
than  Epicurus.    He  supposed  the  moon  to  be  the  Hn 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


155 


nin,  which,  though  refracted  all 
hues,  is  sunshine  still,' 
tgh  every  change ! — he  spoke  of  Him, 

e,  exclmlinf.  of  conrse,  thla  sublanary 
inenco.  The  first  definition  of  the  world, 
(ti  Kovftovt  (if  this  treatise  be  really  the 
)  agrees,  almost  verbam  veroo,  with  that 
picnras  to  Pyihocles ;  and  both  ouilt  the 
.  In  his  Ethics,  too,  he  iotiinales  a  doubt 
feel  any  Interest  In  the  concerns  of  inan- 
trifuXtia  rcjv  ayO/xjriycjv  vro  Scciy  ytvc- 
e  adds  ixrwtp  Suxti^  but  even  this  is  very 

a^  conceptions  of  Aristotle,  we  trace  the 
ral  neglect  which  his  philosophy  expert- 
early  Christians.  Plato  is  seldom  much 
t  the  obwure  enthosiaam  of  his  style  ai- 
:conioujdate  all  his  fancies  to  their  own 
twing  steel  was  easily  moulded,  and  Pla- 
wtird  in  the  hands  of  the  fathers. 

of  the  Stoics,  so  vaunted  in  their  school, 
ntemptibly  ineflkient  as  the  resL  All  was 
n  of  the  Portico.  The  chains  of  destiny 
Joplter  himself,  and  their  deity  was  like 
Epigrammatist,  **et  Cesar  et  nihil.**  Not 
;e  of  Seneca  can  reconcile  this  degra- 
**  Ille  ipse  omnium  condilor  ac  rector 
la,  sed  sequitur ;  semper  paret,  seniel  jus- 
vidcHtid.  cap.  5. 

the  difference  between  the  Stoics,  Peripa- 
miclans,  the  following  words  of  Cicero 

bat  little  to  distinguish  them  from  each 
ticos  et  Acadeniicus.  norainibus  diflerentes, 
quibu«  Siuici  ipsi  verbis  magisquam  sen- 
M." — Jlcadrmic.  lib.  11.  5;  and  perhaps 
narked  upon  one  of  their  points  of  contro- 
(ilted  as  effectually  to  the  reconcilement  of 
e  di*puie  between  the  Stoics  and  Pcrlpa- 
)'  all  for  want  of  definition.  The  one  said 
nd«'r  the  control  of  reason,  the  other  that 
'idicntcd." — E»$ay»,  vol.  111.  In  short,  it 
jiflkult  matter  to  establish  the  boundaries 
3  any  two  of  the  Philosophical  sects,  thnn 

the  landmarks  of  thoM  estates  In  the 
riolO'*  so  generously  allotted  to  his  brother 
rordingly  we  otmerve  some  of  the  greatest 

passing  without  scruple  from  school  to 
to  the  fancy  or  convenience  of  the  mo- 
^  father  of  Roinnn  philosophy,  is  some- 
citn,  sometimes  a  Stoic  ;  and.  more  than 
Mlges  a  conformity  with  Ep'curus ;  *•  non 
Epicurus  ausus  est  dicere  semper  in  pluri- 
cntt*m.  quia  semper  sit  in  voluptatibus.** — 
lib.  v.  Thou|;h  often  pure  in  his  theolo- 
iies  «niiles  at  futurity  ns  a  fiction  ;  thus, 
(Mnentius,  speaking  of  punishments  in  the 
ys.  **  Quae  <i  M^h  sunt,  id  quod  onmes  in- 
andem  aliud  mors  cripuit,  pneter  sensnm 
I  here  we  should,  perhaps,  do  him  but 
t  with  his  commentJitor  Sylvius,  who  re- 
n«sage.  '*  live  aut*'m  dixit,  nt  raosir  sun 

poet  Horace  roves  like  a  butterfly  throuch 
now  wings  along  the  whIIs  of  the  Porch, 
the  fl«>wers  of  the  Garden;  while  Virgil, 
Ind  litrongly  philosophical,  has  yet  left  ns 
as  to  the  ^ect  which  he  espoused.  The 
I  declares  him  to  have  been  an  Epicurean, 
luthor  of  his  life  asserts  that  he  was  an 


The  lone,*  eternal  One,  who  dwelb  abo?<e, 
*And  of  the  sonPs  untraceable  descent 
From  that  high  focmt  of  spirit,  thioagh  the 


Academician ;  and  we  trace  thmngb  hit  pnetry  the  teneti 
of  almost  all  the  leading  sects.  The  same  kind  of  eelectle 
Indlflerence  is  observable  In  roost  of  the  Roman  wnteis. 
Thus  Propertltts,  in  the  fine  elegy  u>  Cynthia,  on  his  depar- 
ture for  Athens, 

niic  vel  studiis  animum  emendaie  Platouls, 
Inclplam,  ant  hortls,  docte  Epicure,  tnis. 

Lib.  ill.  Eleg.  31. 

Thongh  Broeckhusius  here  reads,  **  dux  Epicure,**  which 
seems  to  fix  the  poet  under  the  banners  of  Epicurus.  Even 
the  Stoic  Seneca,  whoso  doctrines  have  been  considered  so 
orthodox  that  Su  Jerome  has  ranked  bim  among  the  eccle- 
siastical writers,  while  Boccaccio  doubts  (In  consideration 
of  his  supposed  correspondence  with  St.  Paul)  whether 
Dnnte  should  have  pinced  bIm  In  limbo  with  the  rest  of  thA 
Pagans — even  the  rigid  Seneca  has  bestowed  such  commen- 
dations on  Epicurus,  that  If  only  those  passages  of  his  works 
were  preserved  to  us,  we  could  not  hesitate,  I  think,  in  pro- 
nouncing him  a  confirmed  Epicurean.  With  smilar  Incon- 
sistency, we  find  Porphyry,  In  his  work  upon  abstinence, 
referring  to  Epicurus  as  an  example  of  the  most  strict 
Pythagorean  temperance;  and  Lancelotti  (the  author  of 
"  Farfalloni  degli  antlcl  Istorici**)  has  been  seduced  by  this 
grave  reputation  of  Epicurus  into  the  absurd  error  of  asso- 
ciating him  with  Chrysippus,  as  a  ehlef  of  the  Stole  school. 
There  Is  no  doubt.  Indeed,  that  however  the  Epicurean  sect 
might  have  relaxed  from  Its  original  purity,  the  nH>rats  of 
Its  founder  were  as  correct  as  those  of  any  among  the  an- 
cient philosophers ;  and  his  doctrines  uptm  pleasnre,  as  ex- 
plained in  the  letter  to  Menceccus,  are  rational,  amiable,  and  ) 
consistent  with  our  nature.  A  late  writei,  De  Bablons,  In 
his  Gmnds  Hommes  veng^s,  expresses  suong  Indignation 
against  the  Encyclofiedlstes  for  theirjust  and  animated  praises 
of  Epicurus,  and  discussing  the  question,  "  si  ce  philosophe 
etoit  vertueux,*'  denies  It  upon  no  other  authority  than  the 
calumnies  collected  by  Plutarrh,  who  himself  confesses 
that,  on  this  particular  subject,  he  consulted  only  opinion 
and  report,  without  pausing  to  investigate  their  truth. — 
AXXa  my  iolavt  ov  rtjv  a\rfOcta»  OKOv/vftrv.  To  the  factious 
zeal  of  his  Illiberal  rivals,  the  Stoics,  Epicums  chiefly  owed 
these  gross  misrepresentations  of  the  life  and  opinions  of 
himself  and  bis  associates,  which,  notwithstanding  the 
learned  exertions  of  Gassendl,  have  still  left  an  odium  on 
the  name  of  his  philosophy ;  and  we  ought  to  examine  the 
ancient  accounts  of  this  philosopher  with  about  the  same 
degree  of  cautious  belief  which.  In  reading  ecclesiastical 
history,  we  yield  to  the  Invectives  of  the  fathers  against  the 
heretir*,— trusting  as  little  to  PluLirch  upon  a  dogma  of 
Epicurus,  ns  we  would  to  the  vehement  St.  Cyril  upon  a 
tenet  of  Nestorius.    (1801.) 

The  preceding  remarks,  I  wish  the  reader  to  observe, 
were  written  at  a  time  when  I  thought  the  studies  to  which 
they  refer  much  more  important  as  well  as  mora  amuainc 
than,  I  freely  confess,  they  api>ear  to  me  at  present. 

»  Lnctantius  asserts  that  all  the  truths  of  Christianity 
may  be  found  dispersed  tlm>ugh  the  ancient  philosrphlcal 
sects,  and  that  any  one  who  would  collect  these  scattered 
fracments  of  orthodoxy  might  form  a  code  In  no  respect 
diflering  from  that  of  the  Christian.  **  Si  extitisset  allqnls, 
qui  veritatem  spftrsam  per  singuloa  per  sectasque  dlflbssa 
colligeret  in  unnm.  ac  re<ligeret  In  corpus,  it  pn>fociow» 
dissentlret  a  noiiis."— /»#«.  lib.  vl.  c.  7. 

*  To  ftovov  KOi  iprinev. 
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Of  intellectual  heingr,  till  it  mix 

With  atoms  vague,  corruptible,  and  dark ; 

Nor  yet  even  then,  though  sunk  in  earthly  droM, 

Corrupted  all,  nor  its  ethereal  touch 

Quite  lost,  but  tasting  of  the  fountain  stilL 

As  some  bright  rirer,  which  has  roU'd  along 

Througli  meads  of  flowery  light  and  mines  of  gold, 

When  pour*d  at  length  into  the  dusky  deep, 

Disdains  to  take  at  once  its  briny  taint. 

But  keeps  unchanged  awhile  the  lustrous  tinge. 

Or  balmy  freshness,  of  the  scenes  it  left.* 

And  here  the  old  man  ceased — a  winged  train 
Of  nymphs  and  genii  bore  him  Irom  our  eyes. 
The  fair  illusion  fled !  and,  as  I  waked, 
Twas  clear  that  my  rapt  soul  had  roam'd  the  while, 
To  that  bright  realm  of  dreams,  that  spirit-worid. 
Which  mortals  know  by  its  long  track  of  light 
Cer  iBidnight's  sky,  and  call  the  Galaxy.* 


TO 


MRS. 


To  see  thee  every  day  that  came, 
To  find  thee  still  each  day  the  same ; 
In  |ileasure*8  smile,  or  sorrow's  tear 
To  me  still  ever  kind  and  dear ; — 
To  meet  thee  early,  leave  thee  late, 
lias  been  so  long  my  bliss,  my  fate, 
That  life,  without  this  cheering  ray, 
Which  came,  like  sunshine,  every  day, 
And  all  my  pain,  my  sorrow  chased. 
Is  now  a  lone  and  loveless  waste. 

Where  are  the  chords  she  used  to  touch  T 
The  airs,  the  songs  she  loved  so  much  7 
Those  songs  are  hush'd,  those  chords  are  still, 
And  so,  perhaps,  will  every  thrill 
Of  feeling  soon  be  luird  to  rest. 
Which  late  I  waked  in  Aima*s  breast 
Yet,  no — the  simple  notes  I  playM 
From  memory's  tablet  soon  may  fade  ; 
The  songs,  which  Anna  loved  to  hear, 
May  vanish  from  her  heart  and  ear ; 
But  friendship's  voice  shall  ever  find 
An  echo  in  that  gentle  mind, 
Nor  memory  lose  nor  time  impair 
The  sympathies  that  tremble  there. 


1  ThU  bdil  Platonic  imafre  I  have  taken  Onm  a  |»s*iife  fa 
Father  Boucheft  letter  upon  the  MetetupaycluwU,  iiMirted 
la  Ptcart**  Cer.-in.  Relip.  ttim.  It. 

•  AceanfiBf  to  Pythaijoraa,  the  people  of  Dreaois  are  loaU 


TO 

LADY  IlEATHCOTE, 

ox  AM 
OID   RING   FOUND   AT   TUlfBRIDOK-lf 

'^TunnebridfB  eat  A  la  mAme  distance  de  Ls 
Fontalneblean  Tett  de  Parti.  Ce  qa*il  y  a  de  bei 
lant  dans  Pan  et  dans  PantTB  sexe  i*y  nummi 
des  eaux.    La  coinpafnie,**  Ace.  Ate. 

See  Mimoirea  i$  Oramwunt,  Second  Pii 

TanbfMi 
When  Grammont  graced  these  happg 

And  Tunbridge  saw,  upon  her  F^ 
The  merriest  wight  of  all  the  kings 

That  ever  ruled  these  gay,  gallant 


like  us,  by  day,  they  rode,  they 
At  eve,  they  did  as  we  may  do, 

And'Grammont  just  like  Spencer  tafl 
And  lovely  Stewart  smiled  like  ym 

The  only  difi*erent  treit  is  this. 

That  woman  then,  if  man  beset  bl 

Was  rather  given  to  saying  '*  yes,*' 
Because, — as  yet,  sho  knew  no  bil 

Each  night  they  held  a  coterie. 
Where,  every  fear  to  aliunber  chau 

Lovers  were  all  they  ougr.v  to  be. 
And  husbands  not  the  least  alam^Si 

Then  callM  they  up  their  school-day 
Nor  thought  it  much  their  sense  be 

To  play  at  riddles,  quips,  and  cninki% 
And  lords  show'd  wit,  and  ladies  tl 

As — "  Why  are  husbands  like  the  mi 
Because,  forsooth,  a  husband*s  dyQ 

Is  but  to  set  the  name  and  print 
That  give  a  currency  to  beauty. 

'*  Why  is  a  rose  in  nettles  hid 

**  Like  a  young  widow,  fredi  and  I 

Because  *tis  «ghing  to  be  rid 
Of  weeds,  that  **  have  no  businea  I 

And  thus  they  miss'd  and  thus  they  I 
And  now  they  struck  and  now  thar 

And  some  lay  in  of  full  grown  wit. 
While  otliexB  of  a  pun  miscarried. 

cdtected  together  In  the  Galaxy. — Air^o^  item 
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TvM  oue  of  tfaow  fiMetiow  nigfate 
That  Gnunmont  gaTe  thk  forfeit  rmf^ 

For  breukmg  graTo  oonnndnmi-riteB, 
Or  pmmiiig  ill,  or— aome  such  thing  :— 

Fnm  wbeaoe  it  can  be  fairly  traced, 
Through  many  a  branch  and  many  a  bough, 

Froin  twig  to  twig,  until  it  graced 
The  snowy  hand  tliat  wears  it  now. 

An  this  in  prove,  and  then,  to  you, 

Oh  Tunbridge !  and  your  springs  ironieal, 

I  swear  by  Heathoote*B  eye  of  blue 
To  dedicate  the  important  chronicle. 

Long  may  your  ancient  inmates  give 
Their  mantles  to  your  modem  lodgen, 

And  Charleses  loves  in  Heathcote  live. 
And  Charles's  bards  revive  in  Rogers. 

Let  no  pedantic  Ibols  be  there ; 

Forpver  be  those  fops  abolish'd. 
With  heads  as  wooden  as  thy  ware, 

And,  Heaven  knows  I  not  half  so  polish'd. 

But  still  receive  the  young,  the  gay. 
The  few  who  know  the  rare  delight 

Of  reading  Grammont  every  day. 
And  acting  Granmiont  every  night 


THE  DEVIL  AMONG  THE  SCHOLARS, 

A    raAOMCMT. 

Tt  KOJtop  I  }cXoi>( ; 

Cbeysoct.  Homil.  in  Eyitt,  ad  HehrmM. 

•  •  • 

BcT,  whither  have  these  gentle  ones. 
These  rosy  nymphs  and  black-eyed  nuns. 
With  aO  of  Cupid's  wiM  romancing. 


n 


!■• 


a  dofinatlc  phikMopber,  who  never  doubted 

•Mj  ihtBf.  except  who  was  hU  foiber.—  **  NallA  de  re 

■  pnecrrquam  ^  patre  dubiuvit." — In  FiL    He  wns 

uved — **  lA-dedaoA,  (that  is,  in  his  bead  when  it  was 

)  le  Paakqae  beuite  la  Penan,  ru^breo  chitque 

pnar  ••  pnint  parier  de  la  mauvnise  intelligence 

av«c  la  Gfiec,**  Itc— See  VUiaUirt  4»  MantwMMr, 

.  p.  f  I. 

was  one  of  the  names  of  that  great  scholar 
Paiacelsiu.— "Philippns  Bombastus  latet  sub 
tepmlne  Aareoll  Hieupbrasti  Paraccisi,**  says  Sta- 
de  cireiuur«jraaei  Llteratorum  vanitnte.— He  used  to 
te  devtl  every  night  with  a  hroadsword,  to  the  no 
Infer  of  bfs  pupil  Oporfnos,  who  has  recorded  the  cir- 
■pre.  rVide  Opnrtn.  Vit.  apud  Christian.  Gryph.  Vit 
qs^vuDdajD  Bradllbslmnnim,  Ice.)  Paracelsus  had 
pear  afiniou  of  G<Uen  >-^  My  very  beard  (says  be  In 
)  hna  aMMe  learning  In  it  than  either  Galen 


*YW  aufcl,  who  sedded  St.  Jemai  for  reading  Cicero,  as 
telle  the  story  la  bis  **  Concordantia  discordantlnm 


Led  my  truant  brains  a  dancing  7 
Instead  of  studying  tomes  scholastic. 
Ecclesiastic,  or  monastic, 
OflT  I  fly,  careering  far 
In  chase  of  Pbllys,  prettier  far 
Than  any  of  their  namesakes  are, — 
The  Polymaths  and  Polyhistois, 
Polygrlots  and  all  their  sisters. 
So  have  I  known  a  hopeful  youth 
Sit  down  in  quest  of  lore  and  truth. 
With  tomes  sufficient  to  confound  him. 
Like  Tohu  Bohu,  heap'd  around  him,— 
Mamuira^  stuck  to  Theophrastus, 
And  Galen  tumbling  o'er  Bombastus.* 
When  lo !  while  all  that's  l^am'd  and  wise 
Absorbs  the  boy,  he  lifts  his  eyes. 
And  through  the  window  of  his  study 
Beholds  some  damsel  fair  and  ruddy. 
With  eyes,  as  brightly  tum'd  upon  him  as 
The  angel's"  were  on  llieronymus. 
Quick  fly  the  folios,  widely  scutter'd, 
Old  Homer's  laiurell'd  brow  is  batter'd. 
And  Sappho,  headlong  sent,  flies  just  in 
The  reverend  eye  of  St  Augustin. 
Raptured  he  quits  each  dozing  sage. 
Oh  woman,  for  thy  lovelier  page : 
Sweet  book ! — unlike  the  boolM  of  art,— 
Whose  errors  are  thy  fairest  part ; 
In  whom  the  dear  errata  column 
Is  the  best  page  in  all  the  volume  !* 

But  to  begin  my  subject  rhyme— ^ 
'Twas  just  about  this  devilish  time, 
When  scarce  there  happen'd  any  frolics 
That  were  not  done  by  Diubolics, 
A  cold  and  loveless  son  of  Lucifer, 
Who  woman  seom'd,  nor  saw  the  use  of  her, 
A  branch  of  Dugon's  family, 
(Which  Dagou,  whether  He  or  She, 

Canonum,"  and  says,  that  fur  tbi«  reason  bishops  were  not 
allowed  to  read  the  Ciassicx:  "  Episcopus  Gentilium  libno 
nun  legau** — Diatinci.  37.  But  Cratiun  is  ooturiou^  Ua  lying 
— besides, angeb,  as  the  illutlrioui  pupil  of  Pantenus  aHsures 
us,  have  got  no  tongues.  Ovx*  ^  '<^<*'  ^^  titra^  uvrun  i«(i> 
rois  4  y^ftiTva'  ov6*  a¥  opyat^a  ri(  6unj  0b>vij(  a)  yck^if. — 
Qem.  JSltzand.  Stromal. 

*  The  idea  of  the  Rabbins,  respecting  the  origin  of  womnn, 
is  not  a  little  singular.    They  think  that  man  was  originally 
foniied  with  a  tail,  like  a  monkey,  but  that  the  Deity  cut  ofl 
this  appendage,  and  made  woman  of  it.    l^pon  thin  extra 
ordinary  supposition  the  fulluwlng  reflection  is  founded     • 

If  such  is  the  tie  between  women  and  men. 

The  ninny  who  weds  is  a  pitiful  elf. 
For  he  t:ikes  to  his  tnil  like  nn  idiot  agniu. 

And  thus  nmkes  a  deplorable  ape  of  himself. 

Tet,  If  we  may  Judge  as  the  fnshlons  preTatl, 
Every  hniband  remembers  th'  original  plan. 

And.  knowing  his  wife  is  no  more  than  his  tail, 
Why  he — leaves  her  behind  him  as  much  as  he  caiu 
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Is  a  dispate  that  vastly  better  is 

Referred  to  ScaiigeH  et  aeteri*,) 

Pindingr  that,  in  this  cage  of  fools. 

The  wisest  sots  adorn  the  schools, 

Took  it  at  once  his  head  Satanic  in, 

To  grow  a  great  scholastic  manikin,— 

A  doctor,  quite  as  learned  and  fine  as 

Scotus  John  or  Tom  Aquinas,* 

Lully,  Hales  Irrefragabilis, 

Or  any  doctor  of  the  rabble  is. 

In  languages,*  the  Polyglots, 

Compared  to  him,  were  Babel  sots ; 

He  chatter'd  more  than  ever  Jew  did, 

Sanhedrim  and  Priest  included  ; — 

Priest  and  holy  Sanhedrim 

Were  one-and-scventy  fools  to  him 

But  cliief  the  learned  demon  felt  a 

Zeal  so  strong  for  gamma,  delta, 

That,  all  for  Greek  and  learning's  glory,* 

He  nightly  tippled  "  Gneco  mor6," 

And  never  paid  a  bill  or  balance 

Except  upon  the  Grecian  Kalends : — 

From  whence  your  scholars,  when  they  want 

tick. 
Say,  to  be  i4^c's  to  be  on  tick. 
In  logics  he  was  quite  Ho  Panu  ;* 
Knew  as  much  as  ever  man  knew. 
He  fought  the  combat  syllogistic 
With  so  much  skill  and  art  eristic. 


1  Scalier,  de  Emendat.  Tempor.— Dagon  was  thought  hy 
other.'*  to  be  a  certain  nea-umnster,  who  rame  every  day  nut 
of  the  Red  Sea  Cii  teach  the  Syrians  husbandry. — See  Jacques 
Gaffarel,  (UurtositAs  Inouiea,  chap.  I.,)  who  says  he  thinks 
this  story  of  the  sea-uionster  "  carries  little  show  of  proba- 
bility wlih  it.'* 

s  I  wish  It  were  known  with  any  degree  of  ceruiinty 
whether  the  C<iuuiientary  on  Bcieiblus  attributed  to  Thomas 
Aquinas  be  really  the  work  of  this  Angelic  Doctor.  There 
ve  some  bold  assertions  hazarded  in  it:  for  instance,  he 
My*  Ihnt  Plato  kept  school  In  a  town  called  Acadeinia,  and 
that  Alcihladcs  was  a  very  beautiAil  woman  whom  some 
of  Aristotle's  pupils  fell  in  love  with  :— "  Alcibiadea  miller 
fuit  plucherrlma.  qunm  videntes  quidnm  dlvcipnli  Ari«tote- 
Us,"  &,c.— See  fVeftag  Jldparat.  IJUerar,  art.  88,  torn.  i. 

■  The  following  compliment  wa^pald  to  Ijnurentins  Valla, 
upon  his  accurate  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language  — 

Nunc  postquam  mnnes  deAinctus  Valla  petlvit, 
Non  audet  Pluto  verba  Latlna  loqul. 

Since  Val  arrived  In  Pluto's  shade. 
His  nouns  and  pronouns  all  so  pat  In, 

Pinto  himself  would  be  afraid 
To  say  hU  soul**  his  own.  In  Latin ! 

See  for  these  lines  the  **  Aucturum  CensIo**of  Du  Verdicr 
(page  99.) 

«  It  Is  much  to  be  regretted  that  Martin  Luther,  with  all 
his  talents  for  reforming,  should  yet  be  vulgar  enough  to 
laugh  at  Camerarlus  for  writing  to  him  In  Greek.  **  Master 
Jiiachim  (says  he)  has  sent  Die  some  dates  and  some  raisins, 
and  has  also  written  me  two  letters  In  Greek.  Ks  toon  as  1 
am  recovered.  1  shall  answer  them  In  Turkbh,  that  be  too 
my  have  the  pleasure  of  reading  what  he  does  aot  uader- 


That  thongh  you  were  the  lemni'd  Stafpale, 

At  ouce  upon  the  hip  he  had  yoo  right 

In  music,  though  he  had  no  ean 

Except  for  that  among  the  spheres, 

(Which  most  of  all,  as  he  averr'd  it. 

He  dearly  loved,  'cause  no  one  heard  it,,^ 

Vet  aptly  he,  at  sight,  could  read 

Each  tunefid  diagram  in  Bede, 

And  find,  by  Euclid^s  corollaria. 

The  ratios  of  a  jig  or  aria. 

But,  as  for  all  your  warbling  Delias, 

Orpheuses  and  Saint  Cecilias, 

He  own*d  he  thought  them  mneh  sorpWd 

By  that  redoubted  Hyaloclast* 

Who  still  contrived  by  dint  of  throttle, 

Where'er  he  went  to  crack  m  hottle. 

lik^wis*  to  show  his  might>  knowledge,  he, 
On  things  unknown  in  physiology. 
Wrote  many  a  chapter  to  divert  us, 
(Like  that  great  little  man  Albertus,) 
Wherein  he  show'd  the  reason  why, 
When  chikiren  first  are  heard  to  cry, 
If  boy  the  baby  chance  to  be. 
He  cries  O  A!— if  giri,  O  E!— 
Which  are,  quoth  he,  exceeding  fair  hints 
Respecting  their  first  sinful  parents ; 
"  Oh  Eve  !"  exclaimeth  little  madam, 
While  little  master  cries,  "  Oh  Adam!*^ 


stand.**  "GrcGSBuat,  legi  non  possunt,**  is  the  Ignonst 
speech  attribated  to  Accursiu^;  but  very  unjustly :— for.ftr 
from  asserting  that  Greek  could  not  be  read,  that  wortbyjs* 
rls-con*alt  upon  the  Law  6.  D.  de  Bonor.  Possess,  exppvstf 
says,  *'Gra?ca;  litene  p<uaunt  intelllgl  et  legi.**  fVlde  Nov. 
Libror.  Rarlor.  Collection.  Fasclc.  IV.) — Scipio  CarteroaM- 
chns  seems  to  have  Iteen  of  opinion  that  there  Is  no  lalvar 
tion  out  of  the  pale  of  Greek  Literature :  "  Via  priomMlstto 
Graia  pandetur  ab  urbe  :**  and  the  zeal  of  Lanrentias  Ilho> 
domannus  cannot  be  sufficiently  admired,  when  he  ezboru 
his  countrymen,  **  per  glorlam  Chrlsti.  per  aalutem  patris^ 
per  relpnblicc  decus  et  emoiumentum,**  to  study  the  Greek 
language.  Nor  must  we  forget  Phavorinns,  the  exeelleBt 
Bishop  of  Nocera.  who,  careless  of  all  the  usual  cununesfc- 
tlons  of  a  Christian,  required  no  further  euloglum  oa  hh 
tomb  than  **  Here  lieth  a  Greek  Lexicngrapher.'* 

•  'O  raw.— The  introduction  of  this  language  Into  EaglMl 
poetry  has  a  good  effect,  and  ought  to  be  nxire  nnlvensJIy 
adopted.  A  word  or  two  of  Greek  in  a  staoxa  would  serve  ■§ 
ballast  to  the  most  "  light  o*love**  verses.  Atuonlus, 
the  ancients,  may  serve  as  a  model : — 

Oo  yap  ftoi  5r/ii(  coriy  In  hac  reglone  ^tpovrt 
Aliov  ab  noatris  twiicwa  esse  ica/iqyais. 

Ronsard,  the  French  poet,  has  enriched  bis  sonnets  aad 
with  many  an  excellent  morsel  f>om  the  Lexlcoo. 
^  chAre  Entelechie,**  In  addressing  bis  mistress,  can  only  Is 
equalled  by  Cowley*s  *'  Antiperistasls.  * 

•  Or  Glass-Breaker— Morhofius  has  given  an  aecoaat  d 

this  extraordinary  man,  la  a  work,  published  168i;— ^Oi 

▼Itreo  scypho  fVacto,*'  &c. 

^  Translated  aUaott  literally  from  a  paaaafe  la  AlbsflBS  4l 
SecretiSfltc 
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Bot  *twM  in  Optics  and  Dioptrics, 
Our  demon  play*d  his  first  and  top  tricks. 
He  h«ld  that  sunshine  passes  quicker 
Through  wine  than  any  other  liquor ; 
And  though  he  saw  no  great  objection 
To  steady  light  and  clear  reflection, 
He  thought  the  aberrating  rays. 
Which  play  about  a  bumper*8  blaze, 
\^^re  by  the  doctors  look*d,  in  common,  on, 
As  a  more  rare  and  rich  phenomenon. 
He  wisely  said  that  the  sensorium 
Is  for  the  eyes  a  great  emporium, 
To  which  these  noted  picture-stealers 
Send  ail  they  can  and  meet  with  dea  en. 
In  many  an  optical  proceeding 
The  brain,  he  said,  show'd  great  good-breeding : 
For  instance,  when  we  ogle  women 
(A  trick  which  Barbara  tutor*d  him  in,) 
Although  the  dears  are  apt  to  get  in  a 
Strange  position  on  the  retiim 
Yet  instantly  the  modest  brain 
IX)th  set  them  on  their  legs  again  !* 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  **  stufiTd  sufficiency** 
Of  all  omnigenous  onmiscieucy, 

1  Allcdlnfc  to  that  hubitnal  act  of  the  Jadgment,  by  which, 
ntwiih^uadiiiy  the  inversion  of  the  iiuafe  upon  the  retina, 
I  eonect  impratsioo  of  the  object  Is  conveyed  to  the  senso- 

*  Cader  this  detcripUon,  I  believe  **  the  Devil  among  the 
!^cMars**amy  be  inclnded.  Yet  Leibnitz  found  out  the  uses 
:f  tocoiniirebeiwiblllty.  when  he  was  appointed  secretary  to 
i  ndecy  of  pbit4Mopher9  at  Nareniberg.  chiefly  fur  his  in- 
pBnMy  ia  wrtttof  a  cabniistical  ieiter.  not  one  wcrd  of 
vUck  eitlMr  thsy  cr  himscU  eovid  Interpret    Pee  the  Eloge 


Began  (as  who  would  not  begin 

That  had,  like  him,  so  much  within  T) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts. 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  sm^U  sorts ; 

Poems,  so  yery  deep  and  sensible 

That  they  were  quite  incomprehensible  f 

Prose,  which  had  been  at  learning's  Fair, 

And  bought  up  all  the  tnmipery  there. 

The  tatter'd  rags  of  eyery  vest. 

In  which  the  Greeks  and  Romans  dress'd. 

And  o'er  her  figure  swolfn  and  antic 

Scatter'd  them  all  with  airs  so  frantic. 

That  those,  who  saw  what  fits  she  had. 

Declared  unhappy  Prose  was  mad ! 

Epics  he  wrote  and  scores  of  mbuses, 

All  as  neat  as  old  Tumebus's : 

Eggs  and  altars,  cyclopsdias. 

Grammars,  prayer-books— oh !  'twere  tedious. 

Did  I  but  tell  the  half,  to  folloiv  .ne : 

Not  the  scribbling  bard  of  Ptolemy, . 

No— nor  the  hoary  Trismegistus, 

(Whose  writings  all,  thank  heayen !  have  misled  aS|) 

E'er  fiird  with  limiber  such  a  wareruom 

As  this  great  "  porcus  literarum !" 

»        •        •        • 

Ulstoriqne  de  Bl.  da  Leibnitz,  TEarope  Savante.— People 
in  all  ages  have  loved  to  be  puzzled.  We  find  Cicero  thank- 
ing Atticos  for  having  sent  him  a  work  of  Sernpion  *ez 
quo  (says  he)  quidem  ego  (quod  inter  noe  liccat  dicere) 
miliesimam  partem  viz  inteliigo.**  Lib.  ii.  epist.  4.  And 
we  know  that  Avicenna,  the  learned  Amblan,  read  Aris- 
totle's Metaphysics  forty  limes  over  for  the  mere  ploaeoro 
of  being  able  to  inform  the  world  that  he  could  not  compre- 
hend one  syllable  throughout  them.  (Nicolas  Massa  in 
Vit  Avicen.' 
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TO 

FRANCIS,  EARL  OF  MOIRA, 

ABNKaAL  IN   Hlf   MAJKfTT*f   FORCKf,  M4fTBa-OKNBEAL  OF 
TUB   ORDNAKGB,  C0VfT4BLB  OF  TOB  TOWKB,   BTC. 

Mr  Lord, 

It  if  impoflBible  to  think  of  mldratnng  a 
Dedication  to  your  Lordihip  without  calling  to 
mind  thft  well-known  reply  of  the  Spartan  to  a 
rhetorician,  who  proposed  to  pronounce  an  eu- 
logiiim  on  Herculea.  <*On  Hercules!**  said  the 
honest  Spartan,  "  who  ever  thought  of  blaming 
Hercules?**  In  a  similar  manner  the  concurrence 
of  public  opinion  has  lefl  to  the  panegj'niit  of  your 
Lordship  a  very  superfluous  task.  I  shall,  there- 
fore, be  silent  on  the  subject,  and  merely  entreat 
your  indulgence  to  the  very  humble  tribute  of 
gratitude  which  I  have  here  the  honor  to  pre- 
sent 

I  am,  my  Lord, 

With  every  feeling  of  attachment 
and  respect. 
Your  Lordship's  very  devoted  Servant, 

THOAL^  MOORE. 

S7  Burff  Street,  St.  James*», 
JiprU  10, 1806. 


PREFACE.' 

Tub  principal  poems  in  the  following  collection 
were  written  during  an  absence  of  fourteen  months 
from  Europe.  Though  curiosity  was  certainly  not 
the  motive  of  my  voyage  to^merica,  yet  it  hap- 
pened that  the  gratification  of  curiosity  was  the  only 
advantage  which  I  derived  from  it.  Fmding  my- 
self in  the  country  of  a  new  people,  whose  infancy 
had  promised  so  much,  and  whose  progress  to 
maturity  has  been  an  object  of  such  interesting 
speculation,    I    determined    to    employ  tlie    sliort 

1  This  Preface,  as  well  as  the  Dedication  which  precedei 
It,  were  proflzcd  origlDally  to  the  mbceilaneous  volnme  en- 


period  of  time  which  my  plan  of  retam  to 
aflTorded  me,  in  travelling  through  a  few  of  Ibi 
Slates,  and  acquiring  some  knowledgo  of  Hn  ■- 
habitants. 

The  impression  which  my  mind  wcaifeJ  bm 
the  character  and  manners  of  theae  npiiblkn% 
suggested  the  Epistles  which  are  written  finn  lbs 
city  of  Washington  and  Lake  Erie.*  Ho«r  for  I 
was  right,  in  thus  assuming  the  tone  of  a  atinft 
against  a  people  whom  I  viewed  but  ■•  a  straagar 
and  a  visiter,  is  a  doubt  which  my  feelhip  Si 
not  allow  me  time  to  investigate.  All  I  prasoBM 
to  answer  for  is  the  fidelity  of  the  pieCiire  wUek 
I  have  given ;  and  though  prudence  might  hmv 
dictated  gentler  language,  truth,  I  think,  wodd 
have  iimtified  severer. 

1  went  to  America  with  prepossessioni  by  m 
means  unfavorable,  and  indeed  rather  indiilgpi 
in  many  of  those  illusive  ideas,  with  respect  to  tfas 
purity  of  the  government  and  the  primitive  happi* 
ness  of  the  people^  which  I  had  early  imbibed  b 
my  native  country,  where,  unfortunately,  dinoa- 
tent  at  home  enhances  every  distant  temptatiak 
and  the  western  world  has  long  been  looked  to  is  a 
retreat  from  real  or  imaginary  oppression ;  as,  ii 
short,  the  elysian  Atlantis,  where  persecuted  potxi* 
ots  might  find  their  visions  realized,  and  be  welcomed 
by  kmored  spirits  to  liberty  and  repose.  In  il 
thoK^  fi*Uering  expectations  I  found  myself  com- 
pletely disappointed,  and  felt  inclined  to  say  Is 
America,  as  Horace  says  to  his  mistress,  "ia- 
teutata  uites."  Brissot,  in  the  preface  to  his  travail 
observes,  that  "  freedom  in  that  coimtry  is  oanied 
to  so  high  a  degree  as  to  border  upon  a  state  «f 
nature;**  and  there  certainly  is  a  close  appm- 
imation  to  savage  life,  not  only  in  the  libeit| 
which  they  enjoy,  but  in  the  violence  of  party 
spirit  and  of  private  animosity  which  results  ttam 
it  This  illiberal  zeal  imbitters  all  social  intHw 
course;  and,  tliough  I  scarcely  could  hesitate  k 
selecting  the  party  whose  views  appeared  to  Mi 
the  more  pure  and  rational,  yet  I  am  sonrj  to  ok 


titied  **Odes  and  Eplitles,"  of  v»hich.  hitherto,  the 
relating  to  my  American  tour  have  funned  a  part 
•  Eplsties  VI.,  VIU  and  VIII. 
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in  anerting  their  opinions,  they  both 
equal  share  of  intolerance ;  the  Demo- 
itently  with  their  priuciples,  exliibiting 
of  rancor,  which  the  Federalists  too  often 
tful  of  their  cause  as  to  imitate, 
e  familianty  of  the  lower  orders,  and 

unpolished  state  of  society  in  general, 
\st  surprise  nor  disgust  if  they  seemed 
1  that  »mplicity  of  character,  that  hon- 
«  of  the  gloss  of  refinement,  which  may 
or  in  a  new  and  inexperienced  people, 
nre  find  them  arrived  at  maturity  in  most 
,  and  all  the  pride  of  civilization,  while 
ill  00  far  removed  from  its  higher  and 
acteristics,  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel 
iithful  decay,  this  crude  anticipation  of 
period  of  corruption,  must  repress  every 
pe  of  the  future  energy  and  greatness  of 

mscious  that,  in  venturing  these  few 
lave  said  just  enough  to  offend,  and  by 
nifficient  to  convince ;  for  the  limits  of 
-event  me  from  entering  into  a  justifica- 

opinions,  and  I  am  committed  on  the 
afiectually  as  if  I  had  written  volumes 
eooe.  My  reader,  however,  is  apprized 
'  cursory  observation  upon  which  these 

founded,  and  can  easily  decide  for  him- 
0  degree  of  attention  or  confidence  which 

pect   to    the  poems  in    general,  which 

following  pages,  I  know  not  in  what 
ipologize  to  the  public  for  intruding  upon 

such  a  mass  of  unconnected  trifles, 
id  of  epicurean  atoms  as  I  have  here 
conflict  together.*  To  say  th?.t  I  have 
•d  by  the  liberal  ofTers  of  my  bookseller, 

which  can  hope  for  but  little  Inuuigmce 
tic  ;  yet  I  own  that,  without  tliifl  season- 
meni,  these  poems  v«»ry  potwihly  would 

been  submitted  to  the  world.  The 
rfication  is  too  strong  for  such  imperfect 
;  they  should  be  shown  but  to  the  eye 
p,  in  that  dim  light  of  privacy  which  is 
i  to  poetical  as  to  female  beauty,  and 
veil  for  faults,  while  it  enhances  every 
-h  it  displays.  Besides,  this  is  not  a 
>e  idle  occupations  of  poetry,  and  times 
lent  require  talents  more  active  and  more 
ev  have  now  the  leisure  to  read  such 
[  mo!<t  sincerely  regret  that  I  have  had 
o  write  them. 


oiv|;nlnf  Note,  p.  160. 

%m;  who  was  lupposcd  to  have  a  power  of 
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TO 

LORD  VISCOUNT  STRANGFORD. 

▲BOAKO  TBK  PHAKTON  rRIOATK,  OPP  TBK  AZORKi,  » 

klDDNLlOHT. 

Sweet  Moon  !  if,  like  Crotona's  sage,' 
By  any  spell  my  hand  could  dare 

To  make  thy  disk  its  ample  page. 
And  write  my  thoughts,  my  wishes  there ; 

How  niany  a  friend,  whose  careless  eye 

Now  wanders  o*er  that  starry  sky, 

Should  smile,  upon  thy  orb  to  meet 

The  recollection,  kind  and  sweet. 

The  reveries  of  fond  regret, 

The  promise,  never  to  forget. 

And  all  my  heart  and  soul  would  send 

To  many  a  dear-loved,  distant  friend. 

How  little,  when  we  parted  last, 
I  thought  those  pleasant  times  were  past, 
Forever  past,  when  brilliant  joy 
Was  all  my  vacant  heart's  employ : 
When,  fresh  from  mirth  to  mirth  again. 

We  thought  the  rapid  hours  too  few  ; 
Our  only  use  for  knowledge  then 

To  gather  bliss  from  all  we  knew. 
Delicious  days  of  whim  and  soul ! 

When,  mingling  lore  and  laugh  togetlier, 
We  lean'd  the  book  on  Pleasure's  bowl, 

A  ud  tum'd  the  leaf  with  Folly's  feather. 
Little  I  thought  that  all  were  fled, 
That,  ere  that  summer's  bloom  was  shed. 
My  eye  should  see  the  sail  unfuri'd 
That  wafts  me  to  the  western  world. 

And  yet,  'twas  time ; — in  youth's  sweet  days, 
To  cool  that  season's  glowing  rnys. 
The  heart  awhile,  with  wanton  wing. 
May  dip  and  dive  in  Pleasure's  spring ; 
But,  if  it  wait  for  winter's  breeze. 
The  spring  will  chill,  the  heart  will  freeze 
And  then,  that  Hope,  that  fairy  Hope, — 

Oh  !  she  awaked  such  happy  dreiuns, 
And  gave  my  soul  such  temptinj^  scope 

For  all  its  dearest,  fondest  scnemes. 


wntlnK  upon  the  Moon  by  me  means  oi  a  maipc 
See  Bat  LB,  art.  Fytkag. 
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That  not  Verona's  child  of  6on^, 
When  flying  from  the  Phrygian  skore, 

With  lighter  heart  could  bound  alongi 
Or  pant  to  be  a  wanderer  mor^  !* 

Even  now  delusive  hope  will  steal 
Amid  the  dark  regrets  I  feel, 
Sootliing,  as  yonder  placid  beam 

Pursues  the  murmurers  of  the  deep, 
And  lights  them  with  consoling  gleam, 

And  smiles  them  into  tranquil  sleep. 
Oh  !  such  a  blessed  night  as  this, 

I  often  think,  if  friends  were  near, 
How  we  sliould  feel,  and  gaze  with  bliss 

Upon  the  moon-bright  scenery  here  ! 
The  sea  is  like  a  silvery  lake, 

And  o*er  its  calm  the  vessel  glides 
Gently,  as  if  it  fear*d  to  wake 

The  slumber  of  the  silent  tides. 
The  only  envious  cloud  that  lowers 

Ilath  hung  its  shade  on  Pico's  height,' 
Whore  dimly,  mid  the  dusk,  he  towers, 

And  scowling  at  this  heav'n  of  light, 
Ex'ilts  to  see  tlie  infant  storm 
Cling  darkly  round  his  giant  form  ! 

Now,  could  I  range  those  verdant  isles. 

Invisible  at  this  soft  hour. 
And  see  the  loolu,  the  beaming  smiles. 

That  brighten  many  an  orange  bower  ; 
And  could  I  lift  each  pious  veil, 

And  see  the  blushing  cheek  it  shades, — 
Oh  !  I  should  have  full  many  a  tale. 

To  tell  of  young  Azorian  maids.' 
Yes,  Strangford,  at  this  hour,  perhaps. 

Some  lover  (not  too  idly  blest. 
Like  those,  who  in  their  ladies'  laps 

May  cradle  every  wish  to  rest) 
Warbles,  to  touch  his  dear  one's  soul. 

Those  madrigals,  of  breath  divine, 
Which  Camoens'  harp  from  Rapture  stole 

And  gave,  all  glowing  warm,  to  thine.* 
Oh  !  could  the  lover  learn  from  thee, 

And  breathe  them  with  thy  graceful  tone, 
Such  sweet,  beguiling  minstrelsy 

Would  make  the  coldest  nymph  his  own. 

But,  hark  ! — the  boatswain's  pipings  tell 
'Tis  time  to  bid  my  dream  farewell : 
Eight  bells : — the  middle  watch  is  set ; 
Good  night,  my  Strangford  ! — ^no'er  forgot 

1  AUndlnc  tn  these  animated  lines  in  the  44th  Carmun  of 
Catnllus:— 

Jam  mens  nrvtrcpldans  avet  vafari, 
J.nra  Icti  studio  pedes  vigescnnt ! 

*  A  rery  high  muantain  on  one  of  the  Asores,  from  which 


That,  far  beyocd  the  weetAm  tea 
Is  one,  whose  hea/t  rememben  thee. 


STANZAS. 


Ovftoi  is  vol*  iitnf 


fU  Kfiooftavti  rait 
TtPbHrn  ratf0pumia  fiii  n/SttP  ayaw,' 

iEsCBTLL.  Al 

A  BEAM  of  tranquillity  smiled  *n  the  west, 
The  storms  of  the  morning  pursued  us  no 

And  the  wave,  while  it  welcomed  the  ruomoi 
Still  heaved,  as  remembering  ills  that  mH 

Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hue  of  the  hoiaQ 
Its  passions  were  sleeping,  were  mute  ae4 

And  the  spirit  becalmed  but  remember'd  thil 
As  the  billow  the  force  of  the  gale  that  w 

I  thought  of  those  da}'^,  when  to  pleasure  d| 
My  heart  ever  granted  a  wish  or  a  agh  l . 

When  the  saddrat  emotion  my  bueom  had  t 
Was  pity  for  those  who  were  wiser  thaai 

I  reflected,  how  soon  in  the  cup  of  Desire 
The  pearl  of  the  soul  may  be  melted  awi 

How  quickly,  alas,  the  pure  sparkle  of  fire 
We  inherit  from  heav'n,  may  be  quenoij 
clay ; 

And  I  pray'd  of  that  Spirit  who  lighted  ihm 
That  Pleasure  no  more  might  its  purity  4 

So  that,  sullied  but  little,  or  brightly  the  esuB 
I  might  give  back  the  boon  I  had  bornn 
him. 

IIow  blest  was  the  thought !  it  appeared  as  if 
Had  already  an  opening  to  Paradise  show 

As  if,  passion  all  chastened  and  error  forgiva 
My  heart  then  began  to  be  purely  its  owi 

!  I  look'd  to  the  west,  and  the  beautiful  sky^ 
Which   morning   had   clouded,  was  dot 

I  more: 

"  Oh  !  thus,"  I  exclaim'd,  **  may  a  heaven^ 
"  Shed  light  on  the  soul  that  was  darken*4 

the  island  derives  its  nsme.    It  is  said  by  some  lol 
as  the  Peiili  of  Tench  tie. 

*  I  iielicve  it  Is  Guthrie  who  says,  that  tho  inW 
the  AKores  are  much  addicted  to  pillantry.  Tldl 
scrtinn  in  which  even  Guthrie  may  be  cJVedlted. 

*  These  islands  belong  to  the  PiNrtU|ntcse. 


-i^Mritta^ 
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TO 

THE  FLYING  FISH.» 

Whkx  I  have  Men  thy  niow-whita  wing 
From  the  Une  wave  at  evening  spring, 
And  ehow  those  tcalee  of  silvery  white, 
So  gayly  to  the  eye  of  light. 
As  if  thy  Grame  were  formed  to  rise, 
And  lire  amid  the  gtorioos  skies ; 
Oh  !  it  has  made  me  proudly  feel, 
How  like  thy  wing's  impatient  zeal 
Is  the  pure  soul,  that  rests  not,  pent 
Within  this  world^s  gross  element. 
Bat  takes  the  wing  that  God  has  given. 
And  rises  into  fight  and  heaven ! 


Botf  when  I  see  that  wing,  so  bright. 
Grow  languid  with  a  moment's  flight. 
Attempt  the  paths  of  air  in  vain. 
And  sink  into  the  waves  again ; 
Alas !  the  flattering  pride  is  o'er; 
Like  thee,  awhile,  the  soul  may  soar. 
But  erring  man  most  biush  to  think. 
Like  thee,  again  the  soul  may  sink. 

Oh  Virttte !  when  thy  clime  I  seek. 
Let  not  my  q>irit's  flight  be  weak : 
Let  me  not,  like  this  feeble  thing, 
With  Ivine  still  dropping  from  its  wing, 
Jost  sparkle  in  the  solar  glow 
And  plunge  again  to  depths  below ; 
But,  when  I  leave  the  grosser  throng 
With  whom  my  soul  hath  dwelt  so  long. 
Let  me,  m  that  aspiring  day, 
Cast  every  lingering  stain  away. 
And,  panting  for  thy  purer  air, 
Fly  up  at  once  and  fix  me  there. 


TO 

MISS  MOORR 
raoM  soaroLK,  i!f  viaaiNiA.|  RovBMBBa,  1803. 

Is  days,  my  Kate,  when  life  was  new, 
When,  lull'd  with  innocence  and  you, 
I  heard,  in  home's  beloved  shade, 
Tlie  din  the  wmid  at  distance  made ; 
When,  every  night  my  wea.^*  head 
Soak  oa  its  own  uuthomed  bed. 
And,  mid  as  evening's  matron  hour. 
Looks  on  tlie  faintly  shutting  flower. 


k  k  flMOfihilon  of  St.  Aasthi  npon  Genesli,  and  I  believe 
Mf  an  tbe  Fathen.  tliat  birds,  like  fish.  werenrtirtnNlly 
hni  from  the  waten ;  In  defence  of  which  Idea  they 
sisllMaJ  erery  Aaclftil  elrcanistanee  which  can  tend 
^•i  a  lliidii  il  rimitttode  between  them ;  ovyyt¥€tm¥  roc; 


A  mother  saw  our  eyelids  close, 
And  bless'd  them  into  pure  repose ; 
Then»  haply  if  a  week,  a  day, 
I  linger'd  from  that  home  away, 
How  long  the  little  absence  seem'd ! 
How  bright  the  look  of  welcome  beam'd. 
As  mute  you  heard,  with  eager  smile, 
My  tales  of  all  that  pass'd  the  while ! 

Yet  now,  my  Kate,  a  gloomy  sea 
Rolls  wide  between  that  home  and  me ; 
The  moon  may  thrice  be  bom  and  die. 
Ere  ev'n  that  seal  can  reach  mine  eye. 
Which  used  so  oft,  so  quick  to  come. 
Still  breathing  all  the  breath  of  home, — 
As  if,  still  fresh,  the  cordial  air 
From  lips  beloved  were  lingering  there. 
But  now,  alas, — far  diflerent  fate ! 
It  comes  o'er  ocean,  slow  and  late. 
When  the  dear  hand  that  fill'd  its  fold 
With  words  of  sweetness  may  lie  cold. 

But  hence  that  gloomy  thought !  at  last. 
Beloved  Kate,  the  waves  are  past : 
I  tread  on  earth  securely  now, 
And  the  green  cedar's  living  bough 
Breathes  more  refreshment  to  my  eyes 
Than  could  a  Claude's  divinest  dyes. 
At  length  I  touch  the  happy  sphere 
To  liberty  and  virtue  dear, 
Where  man  looks  up,  and,  proud  to  claim 
His  rank  within  the  Bocial  frame, 
Sees  a  grand  system  round  liim  roll. 
Himself  its  centre,  sun,  and  soul ! 
Far  from  the  shocks  of  Europe — far 
From  every  wild,  elliptic  star 
That,  shooting  with  a  devious  fire. 
Kindled  by  heaven's  avenging  ire. 
So  oft  hath  into  cliaos  hurl*d 
The  s)'8tems  of  the  ancient  world. 

The  warrior  here,  in  arras  no  more. 
Thinks  of  the  toil,  the  conflict  o*er. 
And  glorying  in  the  freedom  won 
For  hearth  and  shrine,  for  sire  and  sou, 
Smiles  on  the  dusky  webs  tiiat  hide 
Hia  sleeping  sword's  remcmber'd  pride. 
While  Peace,  with  sunny  cheeks  of  toil, 
Walks  o'er  the  free,  unlorded  soil, 
Effacing  with  her  splendid  share 
The  drops  tiiat  war  had  sprinkled  there. 


wtrojttvoti  rpof  ra  ftjKra.  With  this  ihnusht  in  our  luinds, 
when  wc  first  see  the  Fiyinp-Pish,  we  could  almn:$t  fnncy 
that  we  nre  present  at  the  moment  of  creation  and  witne«9 
the  birth  of  the  flr»t  bird  Oom  the  waves. 
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Thrice  happy  land !  where  he  who  flies 
From  the  dark  ills  of  other  skies, 
From  scorn,  or  want's  unnerving  woes, 
May  shelter  him  in  proud  repose : 
Hope  sings  along  the  yellow  saud 
llis  welcome  to  a  patriot  land ; 
The  mighty  wood,  with  pomp,  receives 
The  stranger  in  its  worid  of  leaves. 
Which  soon  their  barren  glory  yield 
To  the  warm  shed  and  cultured  field ; 
And  he,  who  came,  of  all  berefl, 
To  whom  malignant  fate  had  left 
Nor  home  nor  friends  nor  country  dear. 
Finds  home  and  friends  and  country  here. 

Such  ts  the  picture,  warmly  such, 
That  Fancy  long,  with  florid  touch, 
Had  painted  to  my  sanguine  eye 
Of  man*s  new  world  of  liberty. 
Oh  I  ask  me  not,  if  Truth  have  yet 
Her  seal  on  Fancy's  promise  set ; 
If  ev*n  a  glimpse  my  eyes  behold 
Of  that  imagined  age  of  gold ; — 
Alas,  not  yet  one  gleaming  trace !' 
Never  did  youth,  who  loved  a  face 
As  sketched  by  some  fond  penciKs  ski!]. 
And  made  by  fancy  lovelier  still. 
Shrink  back  with  more  of  sad  surprise. 
When  the  live  model  met  his  eyes. 
Than  I  have  felt,  in  sorrow  felt, 
To  find  a  dream  on  which  I've  dwelt 
From  boyhood's  hour,  thus  fade  and  floe 
At  touch  of  stem  reality ! 

But,  courage,  yet,  my  wavering  heart ! 
Blame  not  the  temple's  meanest  part,* 
Till  thou  hast  traced  the  fabric  o'er: — 
As  yet,  we  have  beheld  no  more 
Thau  just  the  porch  to  Freedom's  fane ; 
And,  though  a  sable  spot  may  stain 
The  vestibule,  'tis  wrong,  'tis  sin 
To  doubt  the  godliead  reigns  within  ! 
So  here  I  pause— and  now,  my  Kate, 
To  you,  and  those  dear  friends,  whose  fate 
Touches  more  near  this  home-sick  soul 
Than  all  the  Powers  from  pole  to  pole. 
One  word  at  parting — in  the  tone 
Mofit  sweet  to  you,  and  most  my  own. 

1  Snch  romanUc  works  as  "  The  American  Fanner's  liCt- 
terf,"  and  the  account  of  Kentncky  by  Imlay,  would  seduce 
ns  into  a  belief,  that  Innocence,  peace,  and  fireedom  had  de- 
serted the  rest  of  the  world  for  Martha*s  Vineyard  and  the 
banks  of  the  Ohio.  The  French  travellers,  too,  almost  all 
flrom  revolntionary  motives,  have  contributed  their  share  to 
the  diflUsion  of  this  flattering  misconception.  A  visit  to  the 
«)untr)r  is,  however,  quite  sniDcient  to  correct  even  the  most 
enthusiastic  prepossession. 


The  simple  strain  I  send  you  here,' 
Wild  though  it  be,  would  charm  your 
Did  you  but  know  the  trance  of  thought 
In  which  my  mind  its  numben  caaghL 
'Twas  one  of  those  half>waking  dreams, 
That  haunt  me  oft,  when  music  seems 
To  bear  my  soul  in  soimd  along. 
And  turn  its  feelings  all  to  song. 
I  thought  of  home,  the  according  lays 
Came  full  of  dreams  of  other  days; 
Freshly  in  each  succeeding  note 
I  found  some  yoimg  remembrance  float, 
Till  following,  as  a  clew,  that  strain, 
I  wander'd  back  to  home  again. 

Oh !  love  the  song,  and  let  it  oft 
Live  on  your  lip,  in  accents  soft. 
Sa>  that  it  tells  you,  simply  well. 
All  I  have  bid  its  wild  notes  iel1« — 
Of  Memory's  dream,  of  thoughts  that  yet 
Glow  with  the  light  of  joy  that's  set. 
And  all  the  fond  heart  keeps  in  store 
Of  friends  and  scenes  beheld  no  more. 
And  now,  adieu ! — this  artless  air. 
With  a  few  rhymes,  in  transcript  fair. 
Are  ail  the  gida  I  yet  can  boast 
To  send  you  from  Columbia's  coast ; 
But  when  the  sun,  with  warmer  smile. 
Shall  light  me  to  my  destin'd  isle,^ 
You  shall  have  many  a  cowslip-bell, 
Where  Ariel  slept,  and  many  a  shell, 
In  wliich  that  gentle  qnrit  drew 
From  honey  flowers  the  morning  dew 


A  BALLAD. 

THE  LAKE  OF  THE  DISMAL  8WAMP. 

WaiTTKN  AT  MOarOLK,  IN  viaoiivtA. 

"  They  tell  of  a  young  man,  who  lost  his  mind  upas 
death  of  a  girl  he  loved,  and  who,  suddenly  diaappeiuingfl 
his  friends,  was  never  aAerwards  heard  of.    As  he  ba4 
quently  said.  In  his  ravings,  that  the  girl  was  not 
gone  to  the  Dismal  Swamp,  it  is  suppoeed  he  had 
into  that  dreary  wilderness,  aad  had  died  of  hanger,  or  h 
lost  in  some  of  its  dreadful  morasses.** — Jinmt. 

**  La  Poesie  a  aes  monstres  comme  la  natiue.** — D*Au 

BBST. 

"  Thrv  made  her  a  grave,  too  cold  and  damp 
*'  For  a  soul  ^o  warm  and  true  ; 

*  Norfolk,  it  must  be  owned,  presents  an  unfiivorablsqpi 
men  of  America.  The  characteristics  of  Virginia  in  gsw 
are  not  such  as  can  delight  either  the  politician  or  tbe  ■ 
alist,  and  at  Norfolk  they  are  exhibited  In  their  least  alli 
tive  form.  At  the  time  when  we  arrived  the  yellow  ft 
had  not  yet  disappeared,  and  every  odor  that  assailed  m 
the  streets  very  strongly  accounted  for  lu  visitation. 

*  A  trifling  attempt  at  moslcal  composition  accasupai 
this  Epistle.  « Bennoda. 
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1 6b«*s  gone  to  the  Lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp,' 
nre,  all  night  long,  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 
he  paddles  her  white  canoe 

her  fire-fly  lamp  I  soon  shall  see, 
nd  her  paddle  I  soon  shall  hear ; 
g  and  loving  our  life  shall  be, 

T*ll  hide  the  maid  in  a  cj^ress  tree, 
Then  the  footstep  of  death  is  near.** 

'  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  he  speeds — 
path  was  rugged  and  sore, 
tgh  tangled  juniper,  beds  of  reeds, 
igh  many  a  fen,  where  the  serpent  feeds, 
1  man  never  trod  before. 

when  on  earth  he  sunk  to  sleep, 
lumber  his  eyelids  knew, 
y,  where  the  deadly  vine  doth  weep 
nomous  tear  and  nightly  steep 
e  flesh  with  blistering  dew  ! 

lear  him  the  she-wolf  stirr'd  the  brake, 
d  the  copper>snake  breathed  in  his  ear, 
e  starting  cried,  from  his  dream  awake, 
!  when  shall  I  see  the  dusky  Lake, 
nd  the  white  canoe  of  my  dear?*' 

w  the  Lake,  and  a  meteor  bright 
ick  over  its  surface  play'd — 
come,"  he  said,  "  my  dear  one's  light  !** 
ht3  dim  shore  echoed,  for  many  a  night, 
e  name  of  the  death-cold  maid. 

e  hollow'd  a  boat  of  the  birchen  bark, 

lich  earned  him  ofl*  from  shore  ; 

ar  he  followed  the  meteor  spark, 

vind  was  high  and  the  clouds  were  dark, 

d  the  boat  returned  no  more. 

tt,  frrim  the  Indian  hunter's  camp 
is  lover  and  maid  so  true 
sen  at  the  hour  of  midnight  damp 
oas  the  Lake  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 
d  paddle  tlicir  white  canoe ! 


e  Great  DiwiwI  Swnmp  Is  ten  or  twelve  miles  dUtant 
torfolk.  and  the  Lnke  In  the  middle  of  It  (atxiat  seven 
(OOf)  Is  called  Drummond'i  Pond. 
ij  Dooefall.  I  hud  reason  to  suppose,  was  at  this  time 
Switzerland,  when  tbe  well-known  powers  of  her 
Bost  have  been  frequent!)  awakened 

e  chapel  of  William  Tell  on  the  Lake  of  Laceme. 


TO  Tm 

MARCHIONESS  DOWAGER  OF  DONEGALL. 
raox  BBSMimA,  JA.Nni.aT,  1804. 

Ladt  !  where'er  you  roam,  whatever  Umd 
WooB  the  bright  touches  of  that  artist  hand ; 
Whether  you  sketch  the  valley's  golden  meads. 
Where  mazy  Linth  his  lingering  current  leads  f 
Enamor'd  catch  the  mellow  hues  that  sleep, 
At  eve,  on  Meillerie's  immortal  steep ; 
Or  musing  o'er  the  Lake,  at  day's  decline, 
Mark  the  last  shadow  on  that  holy  shrine,' 
Where,  many  a  night,  the  shade  of  Tell  complains 
Of  Gallia's  trimnph  and  Helvetia's  chains ; 
Oh  !  lay  the  peucil  for  a  momc^^t  by. 
Turn  from  the  canvass  that  creaLx  e  eye. 
And  let  its  splendor,  like  the  morning  ray 
Upon  a  shepherd's  harp,  illume  my  lay. 

Yet,  Lady,  no-— for  song  so  rude  as  mine. 
Chase  not  the  wonders  of  your  art  dhrine ; 
Still,  radiant  eye,  upon  the  canvass  dwell ; 
Still,  magic  finger,  weave  your  potent  spell ; 
And,  while  I  sing  the  animated  smiles 
Of  fairy  nature  in  these  sun-bom  isles, 
Oh,  might  the  song  awake  some  bright  design. 
Inspire  a  touch,  or  prompt  one  happy  line. 
Proud  were  my  soul,  to  see  its  hiunble  thought 
On  painting's  mirror  so  divinely  caught ; 
While  woiulering  Genius,  as  he  lean'd  to  trace 
The  faint  conception  kindling  into  gfrace. 
Might  love  my  numbers  for  the  ^ark  they  threw* 
And  bless  the  lay  that  lent  a  charm  to  you. 

Say,  have  you  ne'er,  in  nightly  vision,  stray'd 
To  those  pure  isles  of  ever-blooming  shade. 
Which  bards  of  old,  with  kindly  fancy,  placed 
For  happy  spirits  in  th'  Atlantic  waste  ?* 
There  listening/  while,  from  earth,  each  breeze  that 

came 
Brought  echoes  of  their  own  undying  fame, 
lu  eloquence  of  eye,  and  dreams  of  song. 
They  charm'd  their  lapse  of  nightless  hours  aloug : — 
Nor  yet  in  song,  that  mortal  ear  might  suit. 
For  every  spirit  was  itself  a  lute. 
Where  Virtue  wakeu'd,  with  elysian  breeze, 
Pure  tones  of  thought  and  mental  harmonies. 


*  M.  Gehelln  says.  In  his  M^ds  Prtmit^,  **  T^orsqoe  Btra- 
bon  crOt  qae  les  anciens  th^loglen^  ct  pttSte*  pla^olent  l«s 
chnoipseiysoes  dans  les  Isles  de  I'Oc^an  Atlantique.lln'en- 
tendlt  rien  A  lear  doctrtne.**  M.  Gebdln's  sopposiUon,  I  havs 
no  doubt,  is  the  more  correct .  bat  that  of  Btrabo  Is,  la  iKs 
present  instance,  must  to  ny  purpose. 
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Believe  mc,  Lady,  when  the  zephyrs  bland 
Floated  our  bark  to  this  enchanted  land, — 
TheM  leafy  isles  upon  the  ocean  thrown, 
Like  studs  of  emerald  o'er  a  silver  zone, — 
Not  all  the  charm,  that  ethnic  fancy  f^ve 
To  blessed  arbors  o*er  the  western  wave. 
Could  wake  a  dream,  more  sootliing  or  sublime. 
Of  bowom  ethereal,  and  tlie  Spirit's  clime. 

Bright  rose  the  morning,  every  wave  was  still, 
When  the  first  perfume  of  a  cedar  hill 
Sweetly  awaked  us,  and,  with  smUing  channs, 
The  fairy  harbor  wooM  us  to  its  arms.' 
Gently  we  stole,  before  the  whispering  wind. 
Through  plantain  shades,  that  round,  like  awnings, 

twined 
And  kiss*d  on  either  sido  the  wanton  sails. 
Breathing  our  welcome  to  these  vernal  valei ; 
While,  far  reflected  o*cr  tlie  wave  serene, 
Each  wooded  island  shed  so  soil  a  green 
That  the  enamored  keel,  with  whisp'ring  play, 
Through  liquid  herbage  seemed  to  steal  its  way. 

Never  did  weary  bark  more  gladly  glide, 
Or  rest  its  anchor  in  a  lovelier  tide ! 
Along  the  margin,  many  a  shining  dome. 
White  as  the  palace  of  a  Lapland  gnome. 
Brightened  the  wave ; — in  every  myrtle  grove 
Secluded  basliful,  like  a  shrine  of  love. 
Some  elfin  mansion  sparkled  tlirough  the  shade ; 
And,  while  the  foliage  interposing  play*d. 
Lending  the  scene  an  ever-changing  grace. 
Fancy  would  love,  in  glimpses  vague,  to  trace 
The  flowery  capital,  the  shall,  the  porch,* 
And  dream  of  temples,  till  her  kindling  torch 
Lighted  me  back  to  all  the  glorious  days 
Of  Attic  genius  ;  and  I  seemed  to  gaze 
On  marble,  from  the  rich  Pentelic  mount, 
Gracing  the  umbrage  of  some  Naiad's  fount 

Then  thought  I,  too,  of  thee,  most  swoet  of  all 
The  spirit  race  that  come  at  poet's  call, 

^  Nothing  can  be  more  rumantlc  than  the  little  harbor  of 
St.  George's.  The  number  of  beautirai  blcts,  the  ringnlar 
clearness  of  the  water,  and  the  animated  piay  of  the  graceHil 
little  boats,  gliding  fnre^'er  between  the  islanda,  and  seeming 
to  salt  from  one  cedar-grove  into  another,  formed  altogether 
as  lovely  a  minlatare  of  nattue's  beantios  as  can  well  be 
Imngincd. 

<  This  h  an  allusion  which,  to  the  Tew  who  are  Tanciful 
enough  to  indulge  in  it,  renders  the  scenery  or  Dcnnuda  par- 
ticularly interesting.  In  the  short  but  beautiful  twilight  of 
their  spring  evenings,  the  white  cottages,  scattered  over  the 
islands,  and  bat  partially  seen  throngh  the  trees  that  sur- 
round them,  assume  onon  the  appearance  of  Utile  Grecian 
temples;  and  a  vivid  (Hncy  may  ombeliish  the  poor  fl^her- 
man's  hut  with  columns  such  as  the  pencil  of  a  Claude  might 
ImiUite.  I  had  one  favorite  object  of  this  kind  In  my  walks, 
which  the  hwipluillty  of  la  owner  robbed  me  of,  by  asking 
me  to  visit  him.    He  was  a  plain  good  man,  and  reeeived  me 


Delicate  Ariel !  wlio,  in  brighter  hoon. 
Lived  on  the  perfiune  of  these  honeyed 
In  velvet  buds,  at  evening,  loved  to  lie» 
And  wui  with  music  every  rose^s  sigh. 
Though  weak  the  magic  of  my  hiunfale 
To  charm  yotir  spirit  from  its  orb  agaio, 
Yet,  oh,  for  her,  beneath  whom  smile  I  mug. 
For  her  (whose  pencil,  if  your  rainbow  wing 
Were  dimmed  or  rufiled  by  a  wintry  sky. 
Could  smooth  its  feather  and  rclumo  its  dyej 
Descend  a  moment  from  your  starry  spliere. 
And,  if  the  lime>trce  grovo  that  once  was  dear, 
The  sunny  wave,  the  bower,  the  breezy  hill. 
The  sparkling  grotto  can  delight  you  stil). 
Oh  cull  their  choicest  tints,  their  softest  light. 
Weave  all  these  spells  into  one  dream  of  uight. 
And,  while  the  lovely  artist  diuuberiug  lies. 
Shed  the  warm  pictiure  o'er  her  mental  eyes ; 
Take  for  the  task  her  own  creative  spelb. 
And  brightly  show  what  song  but  faintly  taDsb 


TO 

GEORGE    MORGAN,    ESQ. 

or  NORFOLK,  viRomu.* 
FROM  BERMUDA,  JANUARY,  1804. 

Kctffi  i*  tivcftocaoa  Kai  arpoKoi^  ota  c'  ^XirAi^J, 
XiOvtijf  KUt  ftaX\o¥  criipofioi  ntntp  Iriroic, 
TLovT(<}  tvtariipiKTii. 

Callimach.  //ynii  in  Del.  v.  II. 

On,  what  a  sea  of  storm  we've  pass*d  ! — 
High  mountain  waves  and  foamy  showers. 

And  buttling  winds  whose  savage  blast 
But  ill  agrees  witli  one  whose  hours 
Have  potis'd  in  old  Anacreon's  bowers. 

Yet  think  not  poesy's  bright  charm 

Forsook  me  in  this  rude  alarm  :* — 

well  and  warmly,  but  I  could  never  turn  hi«  hQa>e  Into  a 
Grecian  tcnipte  again. 

*  This  gentleman  Is  attached  to  the  Briti>h  consulate  at 
Norfolk.  His  talents  are  worthy  of  a  much  higher  sphere; 
bat  the  excellent  dispositions  of  the  family  with. whom  he 
resides,  and  the  cordial  re|M>Ke  ho  er.joy.'i  aoHing^t  some  of  the 
kindest  hearts  in  the  world,  should  bealuiostenou|ih  U>  alone 
to  him  for  the  worst  caprices  of  fortune.  'n;e  consul  him- 
self, Colonel  llamilu>n,  is  one  among  thever)'  few  in^itiiaera 
of  a  man,  ardently  loyal  to  his  king,  and  yet  beloveil  by  the 
Amerinins.  His  house  is  the  ver>'  temple  of  liospibitity,  and 
I  sincerely  pity  the  heart  of  that  siningfr  who,  warm  frtiBi 
the  welcome  of  such  a  lioani,  could  sit  down  to  write  a  libel  mi 
his  host,  in  the  mie  spirit  of  a  modem  phlhisophiat.  Bee  the 
Travels  of  the  Duke  de  la  Rouchef«>uc4iuIt  Lianconrt.  vol.  U. 

«  We  were  seven  days  on  our  passnge  from  Norfolk  to 
Bermuda,  during  three  of  which  we  were  fiMrced  to  lay  to  \u 
a  gale  of  wind.    The  Driver  sloop  of  war,  in  which  I  went. 
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When  close  they  reef*d  the  timid  sail, 

When,  every  plank  complaiuiugr  loud, 
We  labor'd  in  tho  midnight  gale, 

And  ev*n  our  haughty  mainmast  bow'd, 
Even  then,  in  that  unlovely  hour, 
The  Muse  still  brought  her  soothing  power. 
And,  midst  the  war  of  waves  and  wind, 
Iq  song's  Ellysium  lappM  my  mind. 
Nay,  when  no  numbers  of  my  own 
Responded  to  her  wakening  tone, 
She  open*d,  with  her  golden  key. 

The  casket  where  my  memory  lays, 
Those  gems  of  clastfic  poesy, 

Which  time  has  saved  from  ancient  days. 

Take  one  of  these,  to  Lais  sung, — 
I  wrote  it  while  my  hammock  swung, 
As  one  might  write  a  dissertation 
Upon  **  Suq)eudcd  Animation  I*' 

Sweet*  is  your  kiss,  my  Lais  dear. 
But,  with  that  kiss  I  feel  a  tear 
Gush  from  your  eyelids,  such  as  start 
When  those  whoVe  dearly  loved  must  part 
Sadly  you  lean  your  head  to  mine, 
Aad  mute  those  arms  around  me  twine, 
Your  hair  adowu  my  bosorn  spread, 

AH  glittering  with  the  tears  you  shed. 

In  vain  Tve  kissed  those  lids  of  snow, 

For  still,  like  ceaseless  founts  they  flow, 

Bathing  our  cheeks,  whene'er  they  meet 

Why  is  it  thus  7  do  tell  me,  sweet ! 

Ah,  Lab  I  are  my  bodings  right  ? 

jVm  I  to  lose  you  ?  is  to-night 

Our  last go,  false  to  heaven  and  me  I 

Your  ?ery  tears  are  treachery'. 


Seen,  while  in  air  I  floating  hung, 
Such  was  the  strain,  Morgaute  mio ! 

^i^bviltat  Beminda  of  cedar,  and  h  accounted  an  excellent 
sa-fcoat  8he  was  iben  coiinnanded  by  my  very  niach  re- 
P^ttad  frtend  Captain  Cominon.  who  in  July  last  was  killed 
tbwfd  the  Ully  in  an  action  with  a  French  privateer.  Poor 
^^OBptoa!  be  leli  a  victim  to  th«Mtnin{;c  impolicy  of  allowing 
*icb  a  Biserable  thing  as  the  Lilly  to  remain  in  the  service; 
10  naall.  crank,  and  anmanfig<'iii>le.  tliat  a  wcilnmnned 
■fclUBtmaD  was  at  any  lime  a  mtitch  for  her. 

*  This  epigram  Is  by  Pan!  the  Silentiury.  and  maybe  found 
^Btbe  Aaaiecta  of  Branck,  voi.  iii.  p.  Ti.  As  the  reading 
'^btomawhat  diflerent  from  what  I  have  followed  in 
tliit  auslatloo,  I  shuM  give  it  a.s  I  lind  it  in  my  memory  at 
^tiaw,and  as  It  Is  in  HeinMUs,  who,  I  believe,  first  pro- 
'wad  the  epigram.    Bee  hi5  Poomata. 

Wv/Kvc0-.  ^tXtifia  ro  Aai^ng*  Ijiv  6t  avrwv 

IIri'»^ifiirr'>v  itiKftv  x-f<<  0^tA-tp(jjv, 
Kdi  r»>«  Ktx^t^ovira  aoffcn  ivp  lorpvxov  aiyXnt^t 

'llpirtfa  «r^\f|v  SnP'fv  epciaafitifii. 
thfamtpmr  i*  tfiXfiaar  ra  i*  uh  ipoatprnaKo  fnyiU 
Aar^vs  fnymiuytii¥  vim  Kara  orofiurutk' 


Tlie  muse  and  I  together  sung. 
With  Boreas  to  make  out  the  trio 

But,  bless  the  little  fairy  isle ! 
How  sweetly  after  all  our  ills, 

We  saw  the  sunny  morning  smilo 
Serenely  o*or  its  fragrant  hills ; 

And  felt  the  pure,  delicious  flow 

Of  airs,  that  round  this  Eden  blow 

Freshly  as  ev*n  the  gales  that  come 

O'er  our  own  healtliy  hills  at  home. 

Could  you  but  view  tho  scenery  fair. 

That  now  beneath  my  window  lies, 
Y9u*d  think,  that  nature  lavis!)'d  there 

Her  purest  wave,  her  softest  skie». 
To  make  a  heaven  for  love  to  sigh  in. 
For  bards  to  live  and  saints  to  die  iiL 
Close  to  my  wooded  bank  below. 

In  glassy  calm  the  waters  sleep. 
And  to  the  sunbeam  proudly  show 

The  coral  rocks  they  love  to  steep. 
The  fainting  breeze  of  morning  fails  ; 

The  drowsy  boat  moves  slowly  past. 
And  I  can  almost  touch  its  sails 

As  loose  they  flap  around  the  mast 
The  noontide  sun  a  splendor  pours 
That  lights  up  all  these  leafy  shores  ; 
While  his  own  heav'n,  its  clouds  and  beams. 

So  pictured  in  the  waters  lie, 
That  each  small  bark,  in  passing,  t>eems 

To  float  along  a  burning  sky. 

Oh  for  the  pinnace  lent  to  thee,' 

Blest  dreamer,  who,  in  vision  bright, 
Didst  sail  o'er  heaven's  solar  sea 

And  touch  at  all  its  isles  of  light. 

Sweet  Venus,  what  a  clime  he  found 

Within  thy  orb's  ambrosial  round  I^ — 

There  spring  tl;c  breezes,  rich  and  warm, 

That  sigh  around  thy  ves-per  car; 

Eur£  S'  avcipo^cvt'}^  rii'of  uvvtKO  Saiepva  Xctffcif, 
Aiidta  lit]  fii  \izr)('  tare  yap  bpKavarai. 

'  The  wutor  is  so  clear  around  the  inland,  that  the  rocks 
arc  seen  Ijeneath  to  a  very  great  depth  ;  and,  as  we  entered 
the  liarbor,  they  appeared  to  wi  so  near  the  surface  that  it 
seeuied  impossible  we  should  not  fitrike  on  them.  There  ii 
no  necessity,  of  course,  for  heaving  the  lend  ;  and  the  n*gro 
pilot,  looking  down  at  the  rocks  from  the  b<»w  of  the  ship, 
takes  her  thmngh  this  difficult  navigation  with  a  ^kill  and 
confidence  which  seem  to  astonish  some  of  the  oldest  !«aiIor!<. 

•  In  Kircher's  "  Ecst»lic  Journey  to  fleaven,"  Cosmiel.  tiie 
genius  of  the  world,  gives  Thcodidactus  a  boat  of  aslH-xtos, 
with  which  he  embarks  into  the  regions  of  the  sun.  "  Vidcs 
(says  Cosmic!)  hanr  a.sl>cstinam  nnviculam  comuKMlitati  tun: 
pra*paratam." — Itinerar.  I.  Plal.  1.  c«p.  5.  This  work  of 
Kircher  abounds  with  strange  fancies. 

*  When  the  Genius  of  the  world  and  his  fellow- tmvellcr 
arrive  at  tne  planet  Venus,  they  find  an  island  of  ioveiiness, 
full  of  odors  and  Intelligences,  where  angels  preside,  who 
•hed  the  cosmetic  Influence  of  this  planet  over  the  earth ; 
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And  angels  dwelli  so  pure  of  fonn 

That  each  appears  a  living  star.' 
These  are  the  sprites,  celestial  queen ! 

Thou  sendest  nightly  to  the  bed 
Of  her  I  love,  with  touch  unseen 

Thy  planet*8  brightening  tints  to  shed ; 
To  lend  that  eye  a  light  still  clearer, 

To  give  that  cheek  one  rose-blush  more. 
And  bid  that  blusliing  lip  be  dearer, 

Which  had  been  all  too  dear  before. 

But,  whither  means  the  muse  to  roam  7 

'Tis  time  to  call  the  wanderer  home. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  nymph  would  perch  her 

Up  in  the  clouds  with  Father  Kircher  7 

So,  health  and  love  to  all  your  mansion ! 

Long  may  the  bowl  that  pleasures  bloom  in. 
The  flow  of  heart,  the  soul*s  expansion, 

Mirth  and  song,  your  board  illumincC 
At  all  your  feasts,  remember  too, 

When  cups  are  sparkling  to  the  brim. 
That  here  is  one  who  drinks  to  you, 

And,  oh !  as  warmly  drink  to  him. 


ONES, 

WRnTEN   IN   A   STORM   AT   SBA. 

That  sky  of  clouds  is  not  the  sky 
To  light  a  lover  to  the  pillow 

Of  her  he  loves — 
The  swell  of  yonder  foaming  hillom 
Resembles  not  the  happy  sigh 

That  rapture  moves 

Yet  do  I  feel  more  tranquil  far 
Amid  the  gloomy  wilds  of  ocean, 

In  this  dark  hour. 
Than  when,  in  passion's  young  emotion, 
I've  stolen,  beneath  the  evening  star. 

To  Julia's  bower. 

Oh !  there's  a  holy  calm  profound 
In  awe  like  tliis,  that  ne'er  was  given 

To  pleasure's  thrill ; 
'TIS  as  a  solemn  voice  from  heaven, 
.\.ud  the  soul,  licteuiug  to  the  sound, 

Lies  mute  and  stilL 

rach  beinf ,  nceordinf  to  aittmlnfert,  the  **  vis  Inflailva**  of 
Venus.  When  they  nrc  In  thU  fmrt  ofthe  heevens,  a  cnxaif- 
tteal  quo'^tlon  ncran  toThooddMCtn^,  and  he  aakt,  **  Whether 
bapUsm  may  be  perfomied  with  the  waten  of  Venot  1**— 


Tis  true,  it  talks  of  danger  nigh. 

Of  slmnb'ring  with  the  dead  to-monroir 

In  th6  cold  deep. 
Where  pleasure's  throb  or  tean  of  sorrow 
No  more  shall  wake  the  heart  or  ey«« 

But  all  must  sleep 

Well ! — ^there  are  some,  thou  stormy  be^ 
To  whom  thy  sleep  would  be  a  treasui«| 

Oil !  most  to  him, 
Whose  lip  hath  drain'd  life's  cup  of  pleaa 
Nor  lefl  oue  honey  drop  to  shed 

Round  sorrow's  brim. 

Yes — he  can  smile  serene  at  death  : 
Kind  heaven,  do  thou  but  chase  the 

Of  friends  who  love  him ; 
Tell  them  that  he  lies  calmly  sleeping 
Where  sorrow's  sting  or  envy's  ttomth 

No  more  shall  move  him. 


ODES   TO    NEA; 


WaiTTKN  AT  BSaMCDA. 


NEA  rvpawtt. — Euaino.  Medm^  v.  987. 


Nay,  tempt  me  not  to  love  agiun. 

There  was  a  time  when  love  was 
Dear  Nea !  had  I  known  thee  then, 

Our  souIf  had  not  been  slow  to  meet. 
But,  oh,  tliis  weary  heart  hath  run. 

So  many  a  time,  the  rounds  of  pain. 
Not  ev'n  for  thee,  thou  lovely  one. 

Would  I  endure  such  pangs  again. 

« 

If  there  bo  climes,  where  never  yet 
The  print  of  beauty's  foot  was  set. 
Where  man  may  pass  his  loveless  nightly 
Unfever'd  by  her  false  delights, 
Tliither  my  wounded  soul  would  fly, 
Where  rosy  cheek  or  radiant  eye 
Should  bring  no  more  their  bliss,  or  paisi 
Nor  fetter  me  to  earth  again. 
Dear  absent  girl !  whose  eyes  of  light. 

Though  little  prized  when  all  my  owHi 

**  An  aqnU  globi  Veneris  baptl«inat  instltai  poosit  T**  is 
the  Cenias  an<>wen.  "Cerininly.** 

I  ThU  idea  In  Father  Kircher'n.    **Tot  anli 
dliisaes.** — Hiner«r.  1.  Dial.  i.  cap.  5. 
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Now  float  before  mo,  foft  and  bright 

As  when  they  fint  enainoring  ■honor* 
What  houn  and  days  have  I  seen  glide, 
Willie  fix*d,  enchanted,  by  thy  side, 
Umnuidful  of  the  fleeting  day, 
Fve  let  life's  dream  dissolve  away. 
0  bloom  of  youth  profusely  shed  ! 
0  DKMiM'nts !  simply,  vainly  sped, 
Yet  sweetly  too-— for  Love  perfumed 
The  flame  which  thus  my  life  cousumed ; 
And  brilliant  was  the  chain  of  floweis, 
Id  wliich  he  led  my  victim-hours. 

Say,  Nea,  say,  couldst  thou,  like  her, 
Wh^n  warm  to  feel  and  quick  to  err, 
or  Uwingr  fond,  of  roving  fonder. 
This  thoughtless  soul  might  wish  to  wander,- 
Couldst  tlMMi,  like  her,  the  wish  reclaim, 

Endearing  still,  reproaching  never, 
Iill  ev'n  this  heart  should  bum  with  shame, 

And  be  thy  own  more  fix'd  than  ever  ? 
Xo,  no— on  earth  there's  only  one 

Could  bind  such  faithless  foil}  fast ; 
And  sure  on  earth  but  one  alone 

Could  make  such  virtue  false  at  last ! 

Kea,  the  heart  which  she  forsook, 

For  thee  were  but  a  worthless  shrine — 
Go,  lovely  giri,  that  angel  look 

Must  thrill  a  soul  more  pure  than  mine. 
Oh  !  thou  shalt  be  all  else  to  me. 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign  ; 
iU  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee, 

But  must  not,  dare  not,  love  again. 


'——  Tale  Iter  omne  cave. 

Pbopbet.  lib.  lv.fllef.& 

I  PKAV  von,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  thttt  wild  and  lonely  sliore. 

Where  late  we  thoughtless  strayed  ; 
Twas  not  for  us,  whom  heaven  intends 
To  be  no  more  than  simple  friends, 

Soch  lonely  walks  were  made. 

That  little  Bay,  where  turning  in 
From  ocean's  rude  and  angry  din. 

As  lovers  steal  to  bliss, 
The  bdlowB  kiss  the  shore,  and  then 
How  buck  into  the  deep  again. 

Am  though  they  did  not  kiM. 


Remember,  o*er  its  circling  flood 

In  what  a  dangerous  dream  we  stood— 

The  silent  sea  before  us, 
Around  us,  all  the  gloom  of  grove. 
That  ever  lent  its  shade  to  love, 

No  eye  hut  heaven's  o'er  us ! 

I  saw  you  blush,  you  felt  me  tremble. 
In  vain  would  formal  art  ditoemble 

All  we  then  look'd  and  thought ; 
'Twas  more  than  tongue  could  dare  reveal, 
Twas  ev'ry  thing  that  young  hearts  feel. 

By  Love  and  Nature  taught 

I  stoop'd  to  cull,  with  faltering  hand, 
A  shell  that,  on  the  golden  sand 

Before  us  faintly  gleam'd ; 
I  trembling  raised  it,  and  when  y:^ 
Had  kisB'd'the  shell,  I  kiss'd  it  too— 

How  sweet,  how  wrong  it  seem'd ! 

Oh,  trust  me,  'twas  a  place,  an  hour. 
The  worst  that  e'er  the  tempter's  power 

Could  tangle  me  or  you  in ; 
Sweet  Nea,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Such  walks  may  be  our  ruin. 


You  read  it  in  these  spell -bound  eyes. 
And  there  alone  should  love  be  read ; 

You  hear  me  say  it  all  in  sighs, 
And  thus  alone  should  love  be  said. 

Then  dread  no  more  ;  I  will  not  speak  ; 

Although  my  heart  to  anguish  thrill, 
I'll  spare  the  burning  of  your  cheek. 

And  look  it  all  in  silence  still. 

Heard  you  tlie  wish  I  dared  to  name. 
To  murmiu'  on  that  luckless  night. 

When  passion  broke  the  bonds  of  shame> 
And  love  grew  madness  in  your  «ght  T 

Divinely  through  the  graceful  dance, 
You  seem'd  to  float  in  silent  song. 

Bending  Ui  earth  that  sunny  glance, 
As  if  to  light  your  steps  ulong. 

Oh !  how  could  others  dare  to  touch 
Thul  hallow'd  form  with  hand  tso  free. 

When  but  to  looH  was  bliss  too  much. 
Too  rare  for  all  but  Love  and  me ! 
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With  nnilingr  eyei,  that  little  tliought 
How  fatal  were  the  beams  they  threw. 

My  treroblinj;  hands  you  lightly  caught. 
And  niund  me,  like  a  spirit,  flew. 

IleedlesB  of  all,  but  you  alone, — 

And  you,  at  least,  should  not  condemn, 

If,  when  such  eyes  before  me  shone. 
My  soul  forgot  all  eyes  but  them, — 

I  dared  to  whisper  passion's  vow, — 

For  love  had  ev'n  of  thought  berelt  me, — 

Nay,  half-way  bent  to  kiss  that  brow. 
But,  with  a  bound,  you  blushing  Icfl  me. 

Forget,  forget  that  night*s  offence. 

Forgive  it,  if,  alas !  you  can  ; 
Twas  love,  Hwas  passion— soul  and  sense— 

Twas  all  that*s  best  and  worst  in  man. 

That  moment,  did  th*  assembled  eyes 
Of  heaven  and  earth  my  madness  view, 

I  should  have  seen,  through  eartli  and  skies. 
But  you  alone — but  only  you. 

Did  not  a  frown  (rom  you  reprove. 
Myriads  of  eyes  to  me  were  none ; 

Enough  for  me  to  win  your  love, 
And  die  upon  the  spot  when  won. 


A  DREAM  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

I  jr'vr  had  tum*d  the  classic  page, 
And  traced  that  happy  period  over. 

When  blest  alike  were  youth  and  age. 

And  love  inspired  the  wisest  sage. 
And  wisdom  graced  the  tenderest  lover. 

Before  I  laid  me  down  to  si  ^ep. 
Awhile  I  from  the  lattice  g«.'<ed 

Upon  that  still  and  moonlight  deep. 
With  isles  like  floating  gardens  raised 

For  Ariel  there  his  sports  to  keep ; 

While,  gliding  *twixt  their  leafy  shores, 

The  lone  night-fisher  plied  his  oazs. 

1  Gassendl  thinks  that  the  gnrdens,  which  Pansanlaa  men- 
tions In  his  first  bmik,  were  those  of  Epicuras;  anil  Btutirt 
iajrs,  In  hU  Antiquities  of  Athens,  *'  Near  this  convent  (the 
eonvent  of  Ha^os  AKoniatos)  Is  the  pince  called  at  pn»ent 
Kepo),  or  the  Gardens ;  and  Ainpeliw  Kepos.  or  the  Vine- 
yard Gnnlen :  these  were  pmbably  the  gardens  which  Pan- 
visited.**    Vol.  L  chap.  8. 


I  felt, — BO  strongly  fancy's  power 
Came  o*er  me  in  that  witching  hour*— 
As  if  the  whole  bright  scenery  there 

Were  lighted  by  a  Grecian  sky. 
And  I  then  breathed  the  bliasfal  air 
'     That  late  had  thrilled  to  Sappho's  agh. 

Thus,  waking,  dreamM  I, — and  wlien  Sleep 

Come  o*er  my  sense,  the  dream  went  on ;   ■ 
Nor,  through  her  curtain  dim  and  deep, 

Ilath  ever  lovelier  vison  shone. 
I  thought  that,  all  enrapt,  I  strayed 
Through  that  serene,  luxiurious  shade,' 
Where  Epicurus  taught  the  Lovee 

To  polisli  virtue*s  native  brightnesr— * 
As  pearls,  we're  told,  tliat  fondling  doTee 

Have  piay*d  with,  wear  a  smoother  whituwa' 
'Twas  one  of  tiioso  delicious  nights 

So  common  in  the  ."limes  of  Greecep 
Wlicu  day  withdraws  bui  half  its  Uffhtu, 

And  all  is  moonshine,  balm,  and  (Tace. 
And  thou  wert  there,  my  own  beloved. 
And  by  thy  side  I  fondly  roved 
Through  many  a  temple's  reverend  gloom. 
And  many  a  bower's  seductive  bloom. 
Where  Beauty  leam'd  what  Wisdom  taugfatt 
And  sages  sigli'd  and  lovers  thouglit ; 
Where  schoolmen  conu'd  no  maxims  utem,. 

But  all  was  fonn'd  to  sooth  or  mawe^ 
To  make  the  dullest  love  to  leam, 

To  make  the  coldest  leam  to  love. 

And  now  the  fairy  pathway  seemed 

To  lead  us  tiirough  enchanted  ground. 
Where  all  thai  bard  has  ever  dreani*d 

Of  love  or  luxur)'  blooni'd  around. 
Oh  !  'twas  a  bright,  btnvild'ring  scene — 
Along  the  alley's  deep*uing  green 
Soft  lamps,  that  hung  like  burning  flowers. 
And  scented  and  illumed  the  bowers, 
Seem'd,  as  to  him,  who  darkling  rovea 
Amid  the  lone  Hercynian  groves. 
Appear  those  countless  birds  of  light. 
That  sparkle  in  the  leaves  at  night. 
And  from  their  wings  diffuse  a  ray 
Along  the  traveller's  weary  way.* 
'Twas  light  of  that  mysterious  kind, 

Throufrh  «^bich  the  soul  perchance  may  Tfrnm^ 
When  it  has  left  this  worid  behind. 

And  gone  to  seek  its  heavenly  homo. 

*  Tills  metliod  of  pnllshing  peariit,  by  lenvtnf  them  awblli 
to  be  played  with  by  doves,  is  mentioned  b>  the  fiutciJ«lC>tf< 
danus.  de  Rerum  VarletaL  lib.  vll.  cnp.  34. 

•  In  Hercynio  Geraiaaitt  italtu  Innsitata  genera  aUteai  ■• 
ceplnios,  quamm  ploius,  Ignluni  modo,  coUucoant 
— Pliu.  lib.  X.  cap.  47. 
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And*  Nea*  thoa  wert  by  my  lidfl^ 
Through  aU  this  baay'nward  path  my  guide. 

Bat,  la,  as  wand'iiiig  thus  we  ranged 
That  upward  path,  the  twioii  changed ; 
And  BOW,  methonght,  we  Btole  along 

Thnmgfa  halls  of  more  volaptuouB  glory 
Thmn  ever  Ihred  in  Teian  song, 
•     Or  wantoo'd  in  Milesian  story.' 
And  nymphs  were  there,  whose  very  eyes 
Seem*d  soAen'd  oVr  with  breath  of  sighs ; 
Whose  ev'ry  ringlet,  os  it  wreath'd, 
A  route  appeal  to  passion  breathed. 
Some  flew,  with  amber  cups,  around, 

Pouring  the  flowery  wines  of  Crete  f 
And,  as  they  passed  with  youthful  bound. 

The  OB3rx  shone  beneath  their  feet.' 
While  others,  waving  arms  of  snow 

Entwined  by  snaiies  of  bumish'd  gold,* 
And  showing  charms,  as  loath  to  show, 

Through  many  a  thin  Tarentian  fold,* 
Glided  among  the  festal  throng 
Bearing  rich  urns  of  flowera  aloug. 
Where  roses  lay,  in  languor  breathing. 
And  the  young  bee-grape,*  round  them  wreathing. 
Hung  on  their  blushes  warm  and  meek, 
Like  curls  upon  a  rosy  cheek. 

Oh,  Nea !  why  did  morning  break 

The  spell  that  thus  divinely  bound  me  7 

Why  did  I  wake?  how  eauld  I  wake 

With  thee  my  own  and  heaven  around  me ! 


Well — peace  to  thy  heart,  though  another's  it  be, 
And  health  to  that  cheek,  though  it  bloom  not  for 


I 


me! 


*  Tbe  Milefiftcs,  or  Milesian  fnbles.  had  their  origin  In  Mi- 
ktai,  a  laxorUma  town  of  Ionia.  Aristides  w(i«  the  nioHt 
ceicbrued  aatbor  of  these  licentloas  fictions.  See  Ptutarek, 
Cia  Crkaao.)  who  calls  them  aitoXaara  0i0\ia. 

*  **  done  of  tbe  Cretan  wines,  which  Athcnenti  rtL\U  oivoc 
mS»c^im(,  tmm  their  Cn^gnncy  reseiiiblmg  that  of  the 
taen  flowers.** — Banj  0m  Iff  km,  chnp.  vil. 

*  It  appeiin  that  In  very  splendid  ni:\nsions,  the  floor  or 
faveawBt  whs  fteqnently  of  onyx.  Thus  Martial:  **Calea- 
iM^ae  tso  snh  pede  Incet  onyx.**    Epig.  5U,  lib.  xil. 

*  kacelets  of  this  shape  were  a  favorite  omninent  among 
of  andqaity.    Ol  crirapirioi  oftif  cai  al  x/>v<'a( 


I  mUt  S€iios  Kmt  AfH9Tayopai  rt  Aatiof  ^ap/iaira. — Pkiiot- 
M.  EphL  zL    Loelaa,  too.  tells  u  of  the  $paxtoict  ipa- 


See  his  Antores,  where  he  descrllies  the  dressing- 
of  a  Grecian  lady,  and  we  And  the  "silver  vase,**  the 
.  the  iDOih-powder.  and  all  the  **  mystic  order**  of  a 
toHcl. 

*Tspe»wytAw,  iia^mM%  cviv/ta,  utfOftavftcvoif  airo  ms 
ftfnrumm  x^9tt,>f  km  rpv^m. — Pollux, 
I    '  Aiibaa,  nentkmed  by  Pliny,  lib.  xiv.,  and  **  now  called 


To-morrow  I  sail  for  those  cinnanMHi  groves,^ 
Where  nightly  the  ghost  of  the  Carribee  roves, 
And,  far  from  the  light  of  those  eyes,  I  may  yet 
Their  allurements  forgive  and  their  splendor  forgot 

Farewell  to  Bermuda,"  and  long  may  the  bloom 
Of  the  lemon  and  myrtle  its  valleys  perfume  ; 
May  spring  to  etomity  hallow  the  shade, 
"VVTiere  Ariel  has  warbled  and  Waller"  has  stray'd. 
And  thou — when,  at  dawn,  thou  shalt  happen  to 

roam 
Tlm)ugh  the   lime-coverd  alley  that  leads  to  thy 

home. 
Where  oft,  when  the  dance  and  the  revel  were  done. 
And  the  stars  were  beginning  to  fado  in  the  sun, 
I  have  led  thee  along,  and  have  told  by  the  way 
What  my  heart  all  the  night  had  been  burning  to 

say — 
Oh !  think  of  the  past — give  a  sigh  to  those  times, 
And  a  blessing  for  me  to  that  alley  of  limes. 


If  I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear. 
And  thou  the  isle  it  clasps  arotmd, 

I  would  not  let  a  foot  come  near 
My  land  of  bliss,  my  fair}'  ground. 

If  I  were  yonder  conch  of  gold, 

And  thou  the  pearl  within  it  placed, 

I  would  not  let  an  eve  l)clioId 

The  sacred  gems  my  amis  embraced. 

If  I  were  yonder  orange -tree, 

And  thou  the  biosbom  blooming  there, 

I  would  not  yield  a  breath  of  thee 
To  scent  the  most  imploring  air. 

the  Mnscalel,  (n  nuiHCiiriun  tylW,")  says  Panclrollus,booli  I., 
sect.  ].  chap.  17. 

*  I  had,  at  this  time,  sumo  idea  of  pnyin«  a  visit  to  the 
West  Indies. 

*  The  inhabitants  pronounce  the  name  as  if  it  were  writ- 
ten Beriiioodii.  See  th-j  coninie-.itaLors  (>n  the  unrds  *' still- 
vex*d  Bemiooihes,**  In  the  Tempest.— I  wonder  it  did  not 
occur  to  some  of  those  all-reading  gentlemen  timt,  pw*Kibly, 
the  discoverer  of  this  "  Island  of  hogs  and  devils'*  mighi  have 
been  no  less  a  personage  than  the  great  John  Bcrniudez. 
who,  aboat  the  same  period  (the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth 
century)  was  sent  Patriarch  of  the  I^Un  church  to  Ethiopia, 
and  has  left  as  nioet  wonderful  stories  of  the  Ainaxons  and 
the  Griffins  which  he  encountered.— 7Var«/«  of  Ike  Jesuits, 
vol.  i.  I  am  afraid,  however,  it  would  take  the  Patriarch 
rather  too  much  out  of  his  wwy. 

•Johnson  does  not  think  that  Waller  was  ever  at  Beimada ; 
but  the  "  Account  of  the  European  Settlements  In  America** 
affirms  it  confidently,  (vol.  ii.)  I  mention  this  work,  however, 
less  for  Its  authority  than  for  the  pleasure  I  feel  In  quoting 
an  unacknowledged  production  of  the  great  EUlnmnd  Btu-ke. 


Oh !  bend  not  o*er  the  water's  brink, 
Give  not  the  wave  that  odorouf  ligh, 

Nor  let  its  burning  mirror  drink 
The  soft  reflection  of  thine  eye 

That  gloflsy  hair,  that  glowing  cheek, 
So  pictured  in  the  watem  seem, 

That  I  could  gladly  plunge  to  seek 
Thy  image  in  the  glassy  stream. 

Blest  fate !  at  once  my  chilly  grave 
And  nuptial  bed  that  stream  might  be  ; 

ni  wed  thee  in  its  mimic  wave. 
And  die  upon  the  shade  of  thee. 

Behold  the  leafy  mangrove,  bending 
O'er  the  waten  blue  and  bright, 

Like  Nea*s  silky  lashes,  lending 
Shadow  to  her  eyes  of  light 

Oh,  my  beloved !  where*er  I  turn. 
Some  trace  of  thee  enchants  mine  eyes ; 

In  every  star  tliy  glances  bum ; 
Thy  blush  on  every  flow*ret  lies. 

Nor  find  T  in  creation  aught 
Of  bright,  or  beautiful,  or  rare, 

Sweet  to  the  sense,  or  pure  to  thought, 
But  thou  art  found  reflected  there. 


TIIK 

SNOW  SPIRIT. 

No,  ne*er  did  the  wave  in  its  element  steep 

An  island  of  lovelier  charms  * 
It  blooms  in  the  giant  embrace  of  the  deep, 

Like  Hebe  in  Hercules'  arms. 
The  blush  of  your  bowers  is  light  to  the  eye. 

And  their  melody  balm  to  the  ear ; 
But  the  fiery  planet  of  day  is  too  nigh, 

And  the  Snow  Spirit  never  comes  here. 

The  down  from  his  wing  is  as  white  as  the  peari 

That  shines  through  thy  lips  when  they  part, 
And  it  falls  on  the  green  earth  as  melting,  my  giri, 

As  a  murmur  of  thine  on  the  heart 
Oh !  fly  to  the  clime,  where  he  pillows  the  death, 

As  he  cradles  the  birth  of  the  year ; 
Bright  are  your  bowers  and  balmy  their  breath. 

But  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  oome  here. 

I  The  seaside  or  mangrove  gmpe,  a  native  of  the  West 

ladles, 
s  '1  he  Agave.    This,  I  am  awaie,  Is  an  enoneoos  aotloB, 


How  sweet  to  behold  hhn,  when  borne  on  the  g^K 

And  brightening  the  bosom  of  mom. 
He  flings,  like  the  priest  of  Diana,  a  TeQ 

O'er  the  brow  of  each  virginal  tbom. 
Yet  think  not  the  veil  he  so  chillingly 

Is  the  veil  of  a  vestal  severe ; 
No,  no,  thou  wilt  see,  what  a  moment  it 

Should  the  Snow  Spirit  ever  oome  bars 

But  fly  to  his  region — lay  open  thy  lone. 

And  he'll  weep  all  his  brilliancy  dim. 
To  think  that  a  bosom,  as  white  as  his  omit 

Should  not  melt  in  the  daybeam  like 
Oh !  lovely  the  print  of  those  delicate  fiset 

O'er  his  luminous  path  will 
Fly,  fly,  my  beloved !  this  island  is 

But  tlie  Snow  Spirit  cannot  oome  hecew 


ovK  01^*  xpvffii  i*  ap  wfjf  yt  t/ufi  •xysftirs.— fanst- 
TaAT.  /em.  17,  lib.  U. 

I  vroLB  along  the  flowery  bank, 
While  many  a  bending  seagrape*  drank 
The  sprinkle  of  the  feathery  oar 
That  wing'd  me  round  this  (airy  sbora. 

'Twas  noon ;  and  every  orange  bud 
Hung  languid  o'er  the  cr>'stal  flood. 
Faint  as  the  lids  of  maiden's  eyes 
When  love-thoughts  in  her  bosom  rise. 
Oh,  for  a  naiad's  sparry  bower. 
To  shade  me  in  that  glowing  hour ! 

A  little  dove,  of  milky  hue, 
Before  me  from  a  plantain  flew, 
And,  light  along  the  water's  brim, 
I  steer'd  my  gentle  bark  by  him ; 
For  fancy  told  me,  Love  had  sent 
This  gentle  bird  with  kind  intent 
To  lead  my  steps,  where  I  should  meet— 
I  knew  not  what,  but  something  sweet 

And — bless  the  little  pilot  dove ! 
He  had  indeed  been  sent  by  Love, 
To  guide  me  to  a  scene  so  dear 
As  fate  allows  but  seldom  here  ; 
One  of  those  rare  and  brilliant  hours. 
That,  like  the  aloe'i^  lingering  flowers. 
May  blossom  to  the  eye  of  man 
But  once  in  all  his  weary  span. 


bot  It  is  qnlia  trne  enough  for  poetry    Plato,  I  think,  aUc  era 
a  pnet  to  be  **  three  removes  from  truth  ;**  rfirarof  en  rf( 
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Just  where  the  maigin's  op'ning  shade 
A  vista  from  the  waters  made, 
My  bird  reponed  his  silver  plume 
Upon  a  rich  banana's  Uoom. 
Oh  vision  bright !  oh  spirit  fair ! 
What  speD,  what  magic  raised  her  there? 
Twas  Nea !  slumb*ring  cahn  and  mild, 
And  bloomy  as  the  dimpled  child, 
Whose  qririt  in  elymwn  keeps 
Its  playful  sabbath,  while  he  sleeps. 

The  broad  banana's  green  embrace 
Hong  shadowy  round  each  tranquil  grace ; 
One  little  beam  alone  could  win 
The  leaves  to  let  it  wander  in. 
And,  stealing  over  all  her  charms, 
From  lip  to  cheek,  from  neck  to  armsr 
New  lustre  to  each  beauty  lent,— 
Itself  all  trembling  as  it  went  I 

Dark  lay  her  eyelid*s  jetty  fringe 
Upm  that  cheek  whose  roseate  tinge 
Mix'd  with  its  sliade,  like  evening's  light 
JiHt  touching  on  the  verge  of  nighL 
Her  eyes,  though  thus  m  slumber  hid, 
Seem'd  glowing  through  the  ivory  lid. 
And,  as  I  thought,  a  lustre  threw 
Upon  her  Up's  reflecting  dew, — 
Such  as  a  night-lamp,  left  to  shine 
Alone  on  some  secluded  shrine. 
May  shed  upon  the  vutive  wreath, 
WhjcQ  pious  hands  have  hung  beneath. 

Was  ever  vision  half  so  sweet 
Think,  think  how  quick  my  heart-pulse  beat. 
As  o'er  the  rustling  bank  I  stole  ; — 
Ob !  ye,  that  know  the  lover's  soul. 
It  is  for  you  alone  to  guess. 
Thai  moment's  trembling  happinc 


A  STUDY  FROM  THE  ANTIQUR 

BcHOLo,  my  love,  the  curious  gem 
Within  this  simple  ring  of  gold ; 

Tis  haIlow*d  by  the  touch  of  them 
Who  lived  in  classic  hours  of  old 

Some  fair  Athenian  girl,  perhaps, 
Upon  her  hand  this  gem  display'd. 


like  the  symplefma  of  Capid  and  Psyche  at 
ta  which  the  pntitlon  of  Psyche's  hand  Is  finely  and 
exprasalve  ofafibctloii.    See  the  Maseoni  Floren- 


Nor  thought  that  time's  succeeding  lapse 
Should  see  it  grace  a  lovelier  maid. 

Look,  dearest,  what  a  sweet  design ! 

The  more  we  gaze,  it  charms  the  more ; 
Come— closer  bring  that  cheek  to  mine. 

And  trace  with  me  its  beauties  o'er. 

Thou  seest,  it  is  a  simple  youth 

By  some  enaroor'd  nymph  embraced — 

Look,  as  she  leans,  and  say  in  sooth. 
Is  not  that  hand  most  fondly  placed? 

Upon  his  curiod  head  behind 
It  seems  in  careless  play  to  lie,' 

Yet  presses  gently,  half  inclined 
To  bring  the  truant's  Up  more  nigh 

Oh  happy  maid !  too  happy  boy  ! 

The  one  so  fond  and  little  loath, 
The  other  yielding  slow  to  joy — 

Oh  rare,  indeed,  but  blissful  both. 

Imagine,  love,  that  I  am  hd, 
And  just  as  warm  as  he  is  chilling ; 

Lnagine,  too,  that  tliou  art  she. 
But  quite  as  coy  as  she  is  willing : 

So  may  we  try  the  graceful  way 
In  which  their  gentle  arms  are  twined. 

And  thus,  like  her,  my  hand  I  lay 
Upon  thy  wreathed  locks  behmd : 

And  thus  I  feel  thee  breathing  6weet, 
As  slow  to  mine  thy  head  I  move ; 

And  thus  our  lips  together  meet, 
.ind  thus, — and  thus, — I  kiss  thee,  love. 


AatsTOT.  Rhetor,  lib.  ili.  cap.  4. 

There's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  tliine. 

My  soul  hath  e  er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  given  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine 

Which  J  remember  not 

There  never  yet  a  murmur  fell 

From  that  beguiling  tongue. 
Which  did  not,  with  a  liiig*ring  spell. 
Upon  my  charmed  senses  dwell. 

Like  songs  from  Eden  sung. 

tinnm,  tnm.  li.  tab.  43,  14.  There  are  few  subjects  on  whleft 
poetry  coald  be  more  Inlerestingly  eonployed  than  in  iUas* 
tratlng  some  of  these  ancient  statues  and 


X 


174 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


1 


Ah  !  that  I  could,  at  once,  forgret 

All,  all  that  haunts  me  so— 
And  yet,  thou  witching  girl, — and  yet. 
To  die  were  sweeter  than  to  let 
The  loved  remembrance  go. 


No ;  if  this  slighted  heart  must 

Its  faithful  pulse  decay. 
Oh  let  it  die,  remembering  thee, 
And,  like  the  burnt  aroma,  be 
Consumed  in  sweeti  away. 


TO 

JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 

raOM  BKRKt7DA.> 

**  The  daylight  is  gone — but,  before  we  depart, 
**  One  cup  shall  go  round  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
"  The  kindest,  the  dearest— oh !  judge  by  the  tear 
**  I  now  slied  while  I  name  him,  how  kind  and  how 
dear.'» 

'Twas  thus  in  the  shade  of  the  Calabash-Tree, 
With  a  few,  who  could  feel  and  remember  like  me, 
The  charm  that,  to  sweeten  my  goblet,  I  threw 
Was  a  sigh  to  the  pas^  and  a  blessing  on  yoiu 

i  Pinkerton  h&s  said  Umt**a  good  history  and  description 
of  ih'e  Bermudas  roifrbt  afTord  a  pleasing  addition  to  the  geo- 
graphical library  ;**  hut  there  certainly  are  not  materiiils  for 
such  a  work.  The  island,  since  the  tiine  of  its  discover)*, 
htts  experienced  so  %ery  few  vicissitudes,  the  people  have 
been  so  indolent,  and  iheir  inide  so  limited,  thnt  there  is  Imt 
little  which  the  historinn  could  amplify  into  ini[Kirt.ince;  and, 
with  respect  to  the  nnturai  pniduciions  of  the  country,  the 
few  which  the  'nhiibitiints  can  be  induced  tocuitivntedre  *:o 
common  in  the  West  Indies,  that  they  have  been  dccrtlH.'d 
by  every  naturali?*  who  has  written  any  accuunt  of  those 
islands. 

It  is  urten  asserted  by  the  tmns-Aliantlc  politicians  thnt  this 
little  colony  deserves  more  attention  from  the  mother-country 
than  it  receives,  and  it  certainly  possesses  advantngi<s  of  sii- 
UHtion,  to  which  we  should  not  bo  long  insen-iible  if  it  were 
once  in  the  handsi  of  an  enemy.  I  was  told  by  a  celebrated 
friend  of  Washington,  at  New  York,  that  thoy  had  formed  a 
plan  for  its  capture  towards  the  conclusion  of  the  Americtin 
Wht:  "with  the  intenti<in  (as  heex|»ressed  himselOof  ma- 
king it  a  nest  of  hornets  for  the  annoyance  of  British  inidc  in 
that  part  of  the  world.**  And  there  is  no  doubi  it  lies  so  con- 
veniently In  the  traek  to  the  West  Indies,  that  an  enemy  uiight 
with  ea'<e  convert  it  into  a  very  har^ts^ing  imfiediment. 
The  plan  of  Bishop  Berkeley  for  a  college  at  Bemiud.-i,  where 
American  t^vages  might  be  converted  and  ( dur^ited,  though 
eoncarred  in  by  the  government  of  the  d:ty.  was  a  wild  and 
VMi«n  spAcalatlon.  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  was  govermir  of  the 
Island  tome  ynn  ilnee,  pnipoaed,  iff  mistake  not,  the  estab- 


Oh !  say,  is  it  thus,  in  the  mirth-bringing  boar, 
W^hen  friends  are   assembled,  when   wit,  hi  foO 

flower. 
Shoots  forth  from  the  lip,  under  Bacchi]B*8  dew. 
In  bloMoms  of  thought  oyer  springing  and  new — 
Do  you  sometimes  remember,  and  hallow  the  brim 
Of  your  cup  with  a  sigh,  as  you  crown  it  to  him 
Who  is  lonely  and  sad  in  these  valleys  so  fair, 
And  would  pine  in  elysiimi,  if  friends  were  uoc 

there! 

Last  night,  when  *^o  came  from  the  Calabosb- 
Tree, 
When  my  limbs  were  at  rest  and  my  ^oirit  was  free, 
The  glow  of  the  grape  and  the  dreams  ..f  the  day 
Set  the  matrical  springs  of  my  foncy  in  play> 
And  oh, — such  a  vision  has  haunted  me  then 
I  would  slumber  for  agrs  to  witness  again. 
The  many  I  like  and  the  few  I  adore, 
The  friends  who  wore  dear  and  beloved  before, 
But  never  till  now  so  beloved  and  dear, 
Al  the  call  of  my  fancy,  surrounded  me  here ; 
And  soon,— oh,  at  once,  did  the  light  of  their  sm&*. 
To  a  paradise  brighten  this  region  of  tries ; 
More  lucid  the  wave,  as  they  look*d  on  it,  flow'd, 
And  brighter  the  rose,  as  they  gathered  it,  glow*d. 
Not  the  valleys  Hercan,  (though  watered  by  ritls 
Of  the  pearliest  flow,  from  those  pastoral  hiUs,' 
Where  the  Song  of  the  Shepherd,  primeval  and  wild. 
Was  taught  to  the  nymphs  by  their  mystical  child,) 
Could  boast  such  a  Itistre  o*er  laud  and  o'er  wave 
As  the  magic  of  love  to  this  paradise  gave. 


Ii«hment  of  a  marine  academy  for  the  Instruction  of  thtise 
children  of  We^t  Indians,  who  might  be  Intended  for  any 
nnuticai  employment.  This  was  a  iiMre  rational  idea,  and 
for  something  of  this  nature  the  island  Is  admirably  calcula- 
ted. But  the  plan  should  be  much  more  extensive,  and  em> 
brace  a  general  system  of  education ;  which  woaki  relieve 
the  colonists  flrom  the  alternative  to  which  Ihey  are  rednced 
at  present,  of  either  sending  their  sons  to  England  for  in- 
struction, or  intrusting  them  to  colleges  in  tho  sutes  of 
America,  where  ideas,  by  no  means  favorable  to  Great  Brit- 
ain,  are  very  sedulously  inculcated. 

Tho  women  of  Bermuda,  though  not  generally  handsome, 
have  an  atfeciionnte  languor  in  their  look  and  manner,  which 
Is  always  interesting.  What  the  French  im{»ly  by  their  epi- 
thet, aimanU  seems  very  much  the  character  of  the  yonnf 
Bermudian  girld — that  predisposition  to  loving,  which,  with- 
out being  awakened  by  any  particular  object,  dilfhses  ltse!f 
through  the  general  manner  in  a  tone  of  tenderness  that 
never  fails  to  fascinate.  The  men  of  the  island,  I  conffssa, 
are  not  very  civilized :  and  the  old  philosopher,  who  iuiar 
gined  that,  after  this  life,  men  would  be  changed  Into  mnica, 
and  women  into  turtle-doves,  would  find  the  mctamorphosts 
in  some  degree  anticipated  at  Bermuda. 

*  Monnt'tins  of  Sicily,  nyton  which  Daphnis,  tho  first  !• 
venior  of  bucolic  poetry,  was  nur-ed  by  the  nymphs.  See  llMI 
lively  description  of  these  mountains  in  Dloduni*  Sicatva, 
lib.  iv.    Ilputa  yap  opti  Kara  rrif  ZiccAcai  t^riPf  a  •«•!  ««>* 
\st,  K.  r.  A. 
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agic  of  lore !  unembellishM  by  you, 

3  srarden  a  blush  or  the  landscape  a  hue  7 

B  there  a  vista  m  nature  or  art, 

t  which  Love  opes  thro*  the  eye  to  the  heart  7 

that  a  vision  so  happy  should  fade ! 

len  moniing  around  me  in  brilliancy  playM, 

)  and  the  streom  I  had  thought  of  at  night 

till  be  before  me,  unfodingly  bright ; 

le  friends,  who  had  8eem*d  to  hang  over  the 

^ream, 

rather  the  roses,  had  fled  with  my  dream. 

ok,  where,  all  ready,  in  sailing  array, 
K  that's  to  carry  these  pages  away,^ 
itly  flutters  her  wing  to  the  wind, 

soon  leave  these  islets  of  Ariel  behind. 
JowB,  what  gales  is  she  fated  to  prove, 
deep  in  the  lee  of  the  land  that  I  love ! 
sant  the  swell  of  the  billows  would  be, 

roar  of  those  gales  would  bo  music  to  me. 
tranquiUest  air  that  the  winds  ever  blew, 
sunniest  tears  of  the  summer-eve  dew, 
sweet  as  the  storm,  or  as  bright  as  the  foam 
irge,  that  would  hurry  your  wanderer  home. 


THE 

STEERSMAN'S  SONG, 

t   ASOARO  TBK   BOSTON    FRIOATK  28Tn   APRIL.* 

EX  freshly  blows  the  northern  gale, 
lid  under  courses  suug  we  fly  ; 
vhen  light  breezes  swell  the  sail, 
jid  royal    "^udly  sweep  the  sky ; 
igside  the  wncel,  unwearied  still 
stand,  and,  as  my  watcliful  eye 
h  mark  the  needle's  faithful  thrill, 
think  of  her  1  lore,  and  cry, 

Port,  my  boy  !  port 

pn  calms  delay,  or  breezes  blow 
ight  from  the  point  we  wLsh  to  steer ; 
pu  by  the  wind  cjose-haurd  we  go, 
nd  strive  in  vain  the  port  to  near ; 
ink  *tis  thus  the  fates  defer 
[y  bliss  with  one  that's  far  away, 

.  mulf  to  tail  for  England. 

Sennoda  in  the  Boston  ahont  the  middle  of  April, 
y  with  the  Cambrian  and  Leander,  atxiard  tlie  Int- 
ich  was  the  Admiral,  Sir  Andrew  Mitchell,  who 
(  fear  between  Halirax  and  Bermnda,  and  is  the 
r»f  soctecy  and  fo<Nj-fellowfthip  to  both.  We  sepa- 
few  days,  and  the  Boston,  after  a  short  craise, 
to  Mew  York. 


And  while  remembrance  springs  to  her, 
I  watch  the  sails  and  sighing  say. 

Thus,  my  boy  I  ihm. 

But  see,  the  wind  draws  kindly  aft, 

AU  hands  are  up  the  yards  to  square, 
And  now  the  floating  stu*n -sails  waft 

Our  stately  ship  through  waves  and  air. 
Oh  I  then  I  think  that  yet  for  me 

Some  breeze  of  fortune  thus  may  spring, 
Some  breeze  to  waft  me,  love,  to  thee — 

And  in  that  hope  I  smiling  sing, 

Steady,  boy !  so 


ro 
THE  FIRE-FLY.* 

At  morning,  when  the  earth  and  sky 
Are  glowing  with  the  light  of  spring, 

We  see  thee  not,  thou  humble  fly  ! 
Nor  think  upon  thy  gleaming  wmg. 

But  when  the  skies  have  lost  their  hue, 
And  sunny  lights  no  longer  play. 

Oh  then  we  see  and  bless  thee  too 
For  sparkling  o'er  the  dreary  way. 

Thus  let  me  hope,  when  lost  to  me 
The  lights  that  now  my  life  illume, 

Some  milder  joys  may  come,  like  thee. 
To  cheer,  if  not  to  warm,  the  gloom ! 


TO 

THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  FORBES. 

FROM  TOR   CITY  OF  WASniMOTOlf. 

If  former  times  had  never  left  a  trace 
Of  human  frailty  in  their  onward  race. 
Nor  o'er  their  pathway  written,  as  they  ran, 
One  dark  memorial  of  the  crimes  of  man ; 
If  every  age,  in  new  tmconscious  prime. 
Rose  like  a  phenix,  from  the  fires  of  time, 

*  The  lively  and  varying  illaminatlon,  with  which  these 
fire-flies  light  up  the  woods  at  night,  gives  quite  an  idea  of 
enchantment  **  Pais  ces  mooches  se  d^veioppant  de  l*ot>- 
scnrii^  de  ces  arbres  et  s'appnichant  de  nous,  noos  les  voy- 
ions  sur  les  orangers  voislns,  qu*ils  mettnient  tout  en  fen, 
noas  rendant  la  vae  de  leurs  beaux  firuits  doros  que  ja  nait 
avolt  ravie,**  Ate  Ate.— See  VHittmir*  d«$  AmtiUu^  art.  % 
chap,  i,  liv.  I. 
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To  wing  its  way  unguided  and  alone, 
The  future  smiling  and  the  past  unknown  ; 
llien  ardent  man  would  to  himself  be  new, 
Earth  at  his  foot  and  heaven  within  his  view : 
Well  might  the  novice  hope,  the  sanguine  scheme 
Of  full  perfection  prompt  his  daring  dream, 
Ere  cold  expehenee,  with  her  veteran  lore. 
Could  tell  him,  fools  had  dreamt  as  much  before. 
But,  tracing  as  we  do,  through  agu  and  clime. 
The  plans  of  virtue  midst  the  deeds  of  crime. 
The  thinking  follies  and  the  reasoning  rage 
Of  man,  at  once  the  idiot  and  the  sage  ; 
When  still  we  see,  through  every  var}'iug  frame 
Of  arts  and  polity,  his  course  the  same. 
And  know  tliat  ancient  fools  but  died,  to  make 
A  space  on  earth  for  modem  fools  to  take  ; 
'Tis  strange,  how  quickly  we  the  past  forget ; 
That  Wisdom's  self  should  not  be  tutored  yet. 
Nor  tire  of  watching  for  Uie  monstrous  birth 
Of  pure  perfection  midst  the  sous  of  earth ! 

Oh !  nothing  but  that  soul  which  God  has  given. 
Could  lead  us  tiius  to  look  on  earth  for  heaven ; 
0*er  dross  without  to  shed  tlie  light  within. 
And  dream  of  virtue  while  we  see  but  sin. 

Even  here,  beside  the  proud  Potowmac*s  stream. 
Might  sages  still  pursue  the  flattering  tlieme 
Of  days  to  come,  when  man  shall  conquer  fate. 
Rise  o*er  the  level  of  his  mortal  state. 
Belie  the  monuments  of  frailty  past. 
And  plant  perfection  in  this  world  at  last ! 
**  Here,"  might  they  say,  "  shall  power*s  divided 

reign 
**  Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
"  Here  godlike  liberty's  herculean  youth, 
**  Cradled  in  peace,  and  nurtured  up  by  truth 
"  To  full  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
"  Shall  crush  the  giants  tliat  bestride  mankind.' 
<*  Here  shall  religion's  pure  and  balmy  drauglit 
**  In  form  no  more  from  cups  of  state  be  quafTd, 
**  But^flow  for  all,  Uirough  nation,  rank,  and  sect 
*'  Free  as  that  heaven  its  tranquil  waves  reflect 
**  Around  the  columns  of  the  public  shrine 
**  Shall  growing  arts  their  gradual  wreath  intwine, 
•*  Nor  breathe  corruption  from  the  flowVing  braid, 
"  Nor  mine  tliat  fabric  wliicli  they  bloom  to  shade. 

X  Thai  Mone.  *'  Here  the  sciences  and  the  arts  of  cWil- 
Ized  life  are  to  receive  their  highest  iniprovenient!« :  here 
civil  and  religioos  liberty  are  to  flourish,  unchecked  by  the 
cruel  hiind  of  civil  or  ecclesiastical  tyranny :  here  genias, 
aided  by  ali  the  improvements  of  fonner  ages.  Is  to  be  exert- 
ed in  humanising  mankind,  in  expanding  and  enriching  their 
minds  with  rellgiuiuand  philosophical  knowledge,"  Stc.kxi, 
—P.  560. 

*  **  What  will  be  the  old  age  of  this  government,  if  it  is 
thus  eariy  decrepit  !'*    Bach  was  the  remark  of  Faachet,  the 


"  No  longer  here  shall  justice  bound  her  Tiew, 
"  Or  wrong  the  many,  while  she  rights  the  few ; 
"  But  take  her  range  through  all  the  social  fimna^ 
**  Pure  and  pervading  as  that  vital  flame 
**  Which  warms  at  once  our  best  and  meanest  piil^ 
"  And  thrills  a  hair  while  it  expands  a  heart  .*" 

Oh  golden  dream !  what  soul  that  loves  to  scan 
The  bright  disk  ratlier  than  the  dariL  of  man. 
That  owns  the  good,  while  smarting  with  the  ill. 
And  loves  the  world  with  all  its  frailty  stillr* 
What  ardent  bosom  does  not  q;>ring  to  meet 
The  generous  hope,  with  all  that  heavenly  lieat, 
Which  makes  the  soul  imwilling  to  resign 
The  thoughts  of  growing,  even  on  earth,  divins! 
Yes,  dearest  friend,  I  see  thee  glow  to  think 
The  chain  of  ages  yet  may  boast  a  link 
Of  purer  texture  tlian  the  world  has  known. 
And  flt  to  bind  us  to  a  Godhead's  throne. 

But,  is  it  thus  ?  doth  even  tlie  glorious  dream 
Borrow  from  truth  that  dim,  uncertain  gleam, 
Which  tempts  us  still  to  give  such  fancies  scope/ 
As  shock  not  reason,  while  they  nourish  hope  1 
No,  no,  believe  me,  'tis  not  so— ev'n  now. 
While  yet  upon  Columbia's  rising  brow 
The  showy  smile  of  young  presumption  plays. 
Her  bloom  is  poison'd  and  her  heart  decays. 
Even  now,  in  dawn  of  life,  her  sickly  breath 
Bums  with  the  taint  of  empires  near  their  death ; 
And,  like  the  nymphs  of  her  own  with'ring  climi^ 
She's  old  in  youth,  she's  blasted  in  her  prime.* 

Already  has  the  child  of  Gallia's  school, 
The  foul  Philosophy  that  sins  by  rule. 
With  all  her  train  of  reasoning,  damning  arts^ 
Begot  by  brilliant  heads  on  worthless  hearts. 
Like  tilings  that  quicken  aller  Nilus*  flood. 
The  venom'd  biith  of  sunshine  and  of  mud, — 
Already  has  she  pour*d  her  poison  hero 
O'er  every  charm  that  makes  existence  dear ; 
Already  blighted,  with  her  black'ning  trace, 
Tlie  op'ning  bloom  of  every  social  grace. 
And  all  those  courtesies,  that  love  to  shoot 
Round  virtue's  stem,  the  flowVets  of  her  fruiL 

And  were  these  errors  but  the  wanton  tide 
Of  young  luxuriance  or  unchasten'd  pride  ; 

French  minister  at  Philadelphia,  in  thnt  fumoos  dispatdi 
his  gnvcrnnient.  which  whs  intercepted  by  one  of  oar  en 
crs  in  the  ycnr  1704.  This  curious  memorial  may  tw  An 
in  Porcupine's  Works,  vol.  1.  p.  379.  It  remains  a  strik 
monument  of  republicHn  intrigue  on  one  side,  and  repablh 
profligacy  on  the  other ;  and  I  would  recommend  the  pen 
of  it  to  every  honest  politician,  who  may  labor  under  a  i 
mcnt*s  deloztloa  with  respect  to  the  pv.ilty  of  Ajuen 
patriotism. 
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vid  follies  and  the  faults  of  such 
Dgly  feci,  because  they  feel  too  much ; 
lif^t  experience  make  the  fever  leas, 
raft  a  virtue  on  each  warm  excess. 
;  *tis  heartless,  speculative  ill, 
th*s  transgression  with  all  age's  chill ; 
athy  of  wrong,  the  bosom's  ice, 
and  cold  stagnation  into  vice. 

has  the  love  of  gold,  that  meanest  rage, 
est  folly  of  muu's  sinking  age, 

rarely  venturing  in  the  van  of  life, 
lobler  pasious  wage  their  heated  strife, 
i:kulking  lost,  witli  selfishness  und  fear, 
«,  collecting  lumber  in  the  rear, — 
as  it  palsied  every  grasping  hand 
fcdy  spirit  through  tliis  bartering  land ; 
life  to  tniffic,  set  the  demon  gold 
;  abroad  that  virtue's  self  is  sold, 
Dscience,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 

and  fall,  like  other  wares  of  trade.* 

idy  in  ths  free,  this  virtuous  stute, 
Frenchmen  tell  us,  was  ordain'd  by  fate 
K  the  world,  what  high  perfection  springs 
abUe  senatore,  and  merchant  kiugH,— 
ere  already  patriots  learn  to  steal 
Tivate  perquisites  from  public  weal, 
iiardians  of  the  countr>''8  sacred  Tire, 
fric*s  priebtrt,  let  out  t!ie  flame  for  hire. 
rauuted  demago;riies,  who  nobly  rose 
iliifrland's  d<-blora  to  bo  England's  foes,' 
mid  their  monarch  in  their  purse  forget, 
rak  allegiance,  but  to  cancel  debt,* 
proved,    at    length,   the    niincrars  tempting 

makes  a  pitriot,  can  immuke  him  too.* 
rw^do^l,  Freedom,  how  I  hate  thy  cant  I 
UKtem  bombast,  not  the  s.'iva;je  runt 
>l^d  madmen,  were  they  ntiirih  tM  all 
iomau  Nero  down  to  Unssiaii  Taul, 


<n%  Toyofn  que,  d:in^  le<  piy«  ou  Ton  n'cst  nflecte 
etptit  lie  coniirMfire.  on  trifiqii'^  dc  loutc-  lc-«  nctions 
^  et  de  tuutes  les  vertus  iiiur.tles." — .Vvntesguieu, 
rit  4t$  jAfit,  liv.  xz.  chap.  2. 

*!  I  shall  not  \4i  >iu<pccied  of  a  wish  to  justify  iho-'e 
>trp8of  the  English  govcminrnt  wh  cli  Ihe  colonies 
w  Decevmr)'  Co  re*i*i;  my  only  olij«cl  hero  \%  to  cx- 
'  felfi-iU  motive  of  ."tmic  of  the  leading  Anicrlcnn 
net. 

OKMt  p«TM'verini{  enemy  to  tin;  Interest^  of  this 
auonstt  the  {lolilicians  of  the  ue^tern  world,  has 
iTKinian  merchnnt,  who,  finding  it  easier  to  settle 
ieoce  than  hi^  debii,  wu«  one  of  the  fint  to  niise  the 
•pftinit  (ireut  RriLiin.  and  ha.s  e\'cr  •(inco  endcav- 
rereni^  npi»n  the  whole  country  tlic  obligatloni 
!  lies  nnd^r  to  a  few  of  it<  nierchunU. 
'orcoptnc's  account  uf  the  Pennsylvania  Insarrec- 


Could  grate  upon  my  ear  so  mean,  so  base, 
As  the  rank  jargon  of  that  factious  race, 
Who,  poor  of  heart  and  prodigal  of  words, 
FormM  to  be  slaves,  yet  struggling  to  be  lords. 
Strut  forth,  as  patriots,  from  their  negro-marts, 
And  shout  for  rights,  with  rapine  in  their  heart& 

Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  moment  see 
The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery. 
Of  whi])s  and  charters,  manacles  and  rights, 
Of  slaving  blacks  and  democratic  whites,* 
And  all  the  piebald  polity  that  reigns 
In  free  confusion  o'er  Columbia's  plains? 
To  think  ttuit  man,  thou  just  and  gentle  God ! 
Should  stand  before  thee  with  a  tyrant's  rod 
O'er  creatures  like  himself,  with  souls  from  thee. 
Yet  dare  to  boast  of  perfect  liberty  ; 
Away,  away — I'd  rather  hold  my  neck 
By  doubtful  tenure  from  a  sultan's  beck. 
In  climes  where  liberty  has  scarce  been  named. 
Nor  any  right,  but  that  of  ruling,  claimM, 
Than  thus  to  live,  where  bastard  Freedom  waves 
Iler  fustian  flag  in  mockery  over  slaves ; 
Where — motley  laws  admitting  no  degree 
Betwixt  tl.e  vilely  slaved  ond  madly  free — 
Alike  the  bondage  and  the  license  suit, 
The  brute  made  ruler  and  the 'man  made  brute. 

But,  while  I  thus,  my  friend,  in  flowerless  song. 
So  feebly  paint,  what  yet  I  feel  so  strong, 
The  ills,  the  vices  of  the  land,  where  first 
Those  rebel  fiends,  that  rack  the  world,  were  nursed. 
Where  treason's  arm  hv  n)val»v  was  ner\'ed, 
And  Frenchmen  Icarn'd  to  crush  the  tlirono  they 

ser\'ed — 
Thou,  calmly  luiKd  in  dreams  of  c!as*4ic  thought. 
By  bards  illumined  und  by  »ja|res  taught, 
Pant'st  to  be  all,  upon  tins  mortal  scene, 
That  hard  lialh  fancied  or  that  sago  hath  been. 
Why  sliould  I  wake  thee?  why  severely  chase 
The  lovely  fonns  of  virtue  and  of  grace, 


tlon  in  179-1.  In  short,  see  Porcupine's  works  thmushoat. 
for  (tniple  corruliontion  of  every  sentiment  which  1  haw 
ventuH'd  to  express.  In  saying  this.  I  refer  less  to  the  com- 
ments of  that  writer  than  to  the  occiirrcnc«  s  which  he  has 
relale<I  and  the  «locumentn  wliich  he  ht^  preserved.  Opinion 
may  l>c  su!«pectcd  of  hias,  but  fict.«  rpe.ik  tor  tliemselves. 

»  In  Viniinlii  the  etfecls  of  this  ^y^lem  iHL'in  to  l»e  fell 
mlher  seriously.  While  the  master  raves  of  lilwrty,  the 
slave  cnnnol  luU  catch  the  conlajrion.  and  nreordinply  there 
sehlom  elap-ies  a  month  without  some  alarm  of  insurrection 
amon!i>t  the  nesroes.  The  nccet^ion  of  Louisiana,  it  \% 
feared,  will  increase  this  cmbarranvmrnt;  a*  the  numcroas 
emicraii»)ns.  which  are  ex|)ecle«l  to  lake  pi  loe.  fmm  the 
southern  stales  to  lhl"«  newly-«cquirt»d  territory-,  will  con'-ld- 
erilily  dindni^h  the  while  |Nipulntion,  nnd  iIiuh  ^trentrthen 
the  proportion  uf  ne^oes,  to  a  degree  which  must  ultimatel) 
be  ruinous. 
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That  dwell  before  thee,  like  the  pictttres  spread 
By  Spartan  matrons  round  the  genial  bed, 
Moulding  thy  fancy,  and  with  gradual  art 
Brightening  the  young  conceptions  of  thy  heart. 

Forgive  inc,  Forbes — and  should  the  song  destroy 
One  geni*rons  hope,  one  throb  of  social  joy. 
One  high  pulsation  of  the  zeal  for  man, 
Which  few  can  feel,  and  bless  that  few  who  can, — 
Oh  !  tiini  to  him,  beneath  whoso  kindred  eyes 
Thy  talents  open  and  thy  virtues  rise. 
Forget  wliere  nature  has  been  dark  or  dim. 
And  proudly  study  all  her  lights  in  him. 
Ves,  ye»,  in  him  the  erring  world  forget, 
And  feci  that  man  may  reach  perfection  yet 


TO 

THOMAS  HUME,  ESQ.,  M.  D. 

FROM  THK  CITY  Of  WASniNaTON. 

ovK  fX'*"'*  Xk:(uphunt.  EvatiH.  Epkestac.  iili.  v. 

'Tis  evening  now ;  beneath  the  western  star 
Sod  sighs  the  lover  through  his  sweet  cigar, 
And  fills  the  ears  of  some  consenting  she 
With  puffs  and  vows,  witii  smoke  and  constancy. 
The  patriot,  frcsli  from  Freedom's  councils  come. 
Now  pleased  retires  to  lash  his  slaves  at  home ; 
Or  woo,  perhaps,  some  black  Aspasia*s  charms, 
And  dream  of  frc^^dom  in  his  bondsmaid's  arms.' 


I  Thn  "  Itl.tck  A'sp^sia"  of  the  present  ♦♦**•♦*•*  of 
Ihc  United  .*5iaic?,lntcr  AvcrnMles  hnud  Ignotissima  nymplmH^ 
h:is  piven  rl-^o  U>  much  plcasanUy  among  the  anti-dcinncnit 
wlls  In  Aincrica. 

'  "  On  the  oripinnl  location  of  the  {imand  now  allotto^l  fiir 
the  si.-at  of  the  Fcdrnil  City.  (sHys  Mr.  Wel<l.)  the  idonticHi 
foot  on  which  the  cnpitid  now  stands  was  niliRd  nonio. 
Thn  MnfTtloio  is  rchttrd  by  many  as  a  ccrltiln  prognostic  of 
the  fiitur«f  liiMpnIflcence  of  thlsi  city,  which  Is  to  l>o,  as  It 
were.  n.  second  Rome." — IVeltTs  7Vo»e/».  letter  Iv. 

'  A  lltt'.e  «<trc«m  runs  throuph  the  city,  which,  with  In 
tolentbic  HlTcctrttion,  they  have  styled  the  Tiber.    It  was 
originally  called  CrM>se-rreck. 

<  *•  To  be  under  the  necessity  of  polnjr  throuch  a  deep  Wf»o<I 
for  ono  or  two  miles,  perhups,  In  order  to  sejs  a  next-door 
neiffhixir.  and  in  the  same  city,  is  a  curious  and,  I  believe,  & 
novel  rlrcnm''tTnce.*'— /Fe/c/.  letter  Iv. 

The  Frd'Til  City  (If  It  must  be  called  nclty)  has  not  been 
much  lnrre<i«ed  since  Mr.  Weld  visited  It.  Most  of  the  put>- 
lic  build: nn-i.  which  were  then  In  some  degree  of  forward- 
ness.  hsive  lioen  since  utterly  suspended.  The  hotel  is  al- 
ready u  rn'n  :  h  Rrcot  |nrt  of  Its  ruof  has  fallen  In.  and  the 
rutHiH  are  left  to  be  occupied  pratuitonsly  liy  the  mherable 
flcoirh  and  Irish  emlgnints.  The  Pres)dent*s  hoase,  a  very 
RoMe  structure,  Is  by  no  oieans  suited  to  the  philosophical 


In  fancy  now,  beneath  the  twilight  gloom, 
Come,  let  mo  lead  thee  o'er  tliis  **  second  Boik«o  .** 
Where  tribunes  rule,  where  duaky  Da\*i  bow, 
And  what  was  Groose-Creek  once  is  Tiber  wnr  '«* 
This  embryo  capital,  where  Fancy  sect 
Squares  in  morasses,  obelisks  in  trees ; 
Which  second-sighted  seers,  ev'n  now,  adorn 
With  shrines  unbuilt  and  heroes  yet  oubom, 

Though  naught  but  woods*  and  J n  they  »^ 

Where  streets  should  nm  and  sages  ought  to  be. 

Vnd  look,  how  calmly  in  yon  radiant  wave, 
Tvo  iyiiig  sun  prepares  his  golden  grave. 
Oh    lighty  river!  oh  ye  banks  of  shade! 
Ye  matchless  scenes,  in  nature's  morning  made, 
While  still,  in  all  th*  exuberance  of  prime. 
She  pour'd  her  wonders,  lavisiily  sublime, 
Nor  yet  had  Icam'd  to  stoop,  witli  humbler  (  are, 
From  grand  to  soft,  from  wonderful  to  fair ; — 
Say,  were  yotir  towering  hills,  your  boundless  flocll 
Your  rich  savannas  and  majestic  woods, 
Where  bards  should  meditate  and  heroes  rove, 
And  woman  charm,  and  man  deserve  her  lover-" 
Oh  say,  was  world  so  bright,  but  bom  to  grace 
Its  own  half>organized,  half-minded  race* 
Of  weak  barbarians,  swarming  o'er  its  breast. 
Like  vermin  gender*d  on  the  lion's  crest '{ 
Were  none  but  brutes  to  call  that  soil  Uieir  home, 
Where  none  but  demigods  should  dare  to  room? 
Or  worse,  thou  wondrous  world !  oh  !  doubly  won 
Did  heaven  design  thy  lordly  land  to  nurse 
The  motley  dregs  of  every  distant  clime, 
Eacli  blast  of  anarchy  and  taint  of  crime 
Which  Europe  shakes  from  her  perturbed  spliere, 
In  ftill  malignity  to  rankle  here? 

humility  of  its  present  possessor,  who  inliabiUi  but  a  cnn 
of  the  mansion  himself,  and  abandons  the  rest  to  a  stale 
uncleanly  desolation,  which  those  who  are  not  phil(>«i|il« 
Cfinnot  liHik  at  without  regret.  This  irr.ind  edifice  is  cni 
cI'mI  by  a  very  rude  paling,  through  which  a  cummun  mi 
Mile  introduces  the  visiters  of  the  first  man  in  Aiiitrrica.  W 
r(.'.<|i<'ct  to  all  that  is  within  the  house,  I  shall  imitite  llic  p 
dei:t  forlicarance  of  Herodotus,  and  say,  ra  it  ip  anpyriT* 

The  priVHte  buildings  exhibit  the  same  churacterisCrc « 
piny  of  arrosant  gficculation  and  premature  niin;  and 
lew  nn^res  of  houses  which  were  begun  sonic  yearsagu  k 
niii.'iinod  so  lung  waste  and  unfinished,  that  they  ares 
fcr  the  most  part  dilapidated. 

1^  The  picture  which  BufTon  and  De  Fauw  have  dntsn 
the  Ani'>ricnn  Indinn,  though  very  hnmiliatinft,  is.  as  far 
can  judse.  much  more  correct  than  the  flattering  rvpraso 
t:i>..«  whicli  Mr.  Jeffcr^^on  ha.^  givrn  us.    Sec  the  NolSi 
Virgintitf  '^here  this  gen  llemnn  endeavors  to  disprove  la  | 
enti  the  op  niw..  ***aintained  so  strongly  by  some  pbikMopt 
that  nature  (:is  Mr.  Jett'erson  e.\prc«rcs  it)  bc-iitUn  her 
duclions  in  the  western  world.     M.  de  t*auw  attribniss 
Imperfection  of  animal  life  in  America  to  the  nivafSB 
very  recent  deluge,  from  whose  efTccts  upon  its  soil  aw 
mosphere  it  has  not  yet  snfTiciently  recovered.— JMki 
aur  ies  JInUrieain*,  part  1.  torn.  1.  p.  102. 
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ut  hold,— observe  von  little  mount  of  pines, 
ere  tlie  breeze  iRumnura  and  the  fire-fly  shines, 
re  let  thy  fancy  raise,  in  bold  relief^ 
scnlptured  image  of  that  veteran  chief* 

0  lost  the  rebcrs  in  the  heroes  name, 

1  climb*d  o*er  prostrate  loyalty  to  fame  ; 
eath  whose  sword  Columbia's  patriot  train 

t  off  their  monarch,  that  their  mob  might  reign. 

low  shall  wo  rank  thee  upon  glory's  page  7 
)u  more  than  soldier  and  just  less  than  sago  ! 
peace  too  fund  to  act  the  conqueror's  purl, 
>  long  in  camps  to  learn  a  statesman's  art, 
Lure  designed  thee  for  a  hero's  mould, 
t,  ere  she  cast  thee,  let  the  stuff  grow  cold. 

iVlulo   loAier  souls  command,  nay,  make  their 

fate, 
ly  fate  made  Jieo  and  forced  thee  to  be  great 
l  Fortune,  who  so  oft,  so  blindly  sheds 
'.:  brigtitest  halo  round  the  weakest  heads, 
tund  thee  und.izzled,  tranquil  as  before, 
oud  to  be  osefiU,  scorning  to  be  more ; 
"a  moved  by  glory's  than  by  duty's  claim, 
^nowu  the  meed,  but  solf-applause  the  aim ! 
l  that  thou  loert  reflects  less  fame  ou  thee, 
<j  less,  than  all  thou  didst  forbear  to  be. 
j:  yet  the  patriot  of  one  laud  alone, — 
)r  tjiiue's  a  name  all  nations  claim  their  own  ; 
oi  every  shore,  where  breathed  the  good  and  brave, 
:^»o'd  the  plaudits  thy  own  couutry  gave. 

Now  look,  my  friend,  v/here  faint  the  moonlight 

fulls 
a  yonder  dome,  and,  in  those  princely  halls, — 
thou  canst  hate,  as  sure  that  soul  must  hate, 
hich  bvcs  the  virtuous  and  reveres  the  great, — 
thoa  canst  loathe  and  execrate  with  me 
^<  poisonous  drug  of  French  philasophy, 
flat  nauseous  slaver  of  these  frantic  times, 
•Uh  which  false  liberty  dilutes  her  crimes, — 
IboQ  hast  got,  within  thy  free-bom  breast, 
iw  pulse  tliat  beats  more  proudly  than  the  rest, 
"ith  honest  ecom  for  that  inglorious  soul, 
Tiich  creeps  and  winds  beneath  a  mob's  roiitrol, 
bich  courts  the  rabble's  smile,  tlu»  rabble's  nod, 
od  makes,  like  Egypt,  every  beast  its  god, 

'On  •  tm\\\  hill  near  the  cnpitnl  there  is  to  bo  an  equcs- 
ka  •tatae  ufGcnertl  Wiishington. 

la  the  fenneni  which  the  French  revolution  excited 
4af  (be  denKicrnu  of  America,  and  the  licentious  synip:i- 

witkirbich  they  shared  in  tlie  wildest  excesses  ofjuco- 
iaa,  we  may  find  one  scarce  of  thnt  vul|;Hrity  of  vice, 
I  hoaiiltty  u>  all  the  praces  of  life,  which  distinguishes 

ftt^al  deiua^ninies  of  tlie  United  Stales,  and  has  l>c- 
m  ladeed  uo  generally  the  chamcteristic  of  their  coun- 
Bat  tbero  Is  another  caoso  of  the  corruption  of 


There,  in  those  walls — but,  burning  tongue,  forbear ! 
Rank   must   be   reverenced,  even   the  rank  tliat's 

tliero: 
So  here  I  pause — and  now,  dear  Hume,  we  part : 
But  oft  again,  in  frank  exchange  of  heart. 
Thus  let  us  meet,  and  mingle  converse  dear 
By  Thames  at  home,  or  by  Potowmac  here. 
O'er  lake  and  marsh,  through  fevers  and  through 

fogs, 
Midst  bears  and  yankecs,  democrats  and  frogs. 
Thy  foot  shall  follow  me,  thy  heart  and  eyes 
With  me  shall  wonder,  and  with  me  despise.' 
While  I,  as  oft,  in  fancy's  dream  shall  rove, 
With  thee  conversing,  through  that  land  I  love, 
Where,  like  the  air  that  fans  her  flolds  of  green, 
Her  freedom  spreads,  unfevAr'd  and  serene  ; 
And  sovereign  man  can  condescend  to  see 
The  throne  and  laws  more  sovereign  still  than  he. 


LINES 

WRHTEN   ON    LEAVLNO   PHILA  DELPHI  A. 

Trivic  rqv  teoXiif  ipiX'oi 

Eirruiv  exa^ia  yap, 

SopuocL.  (EJip.  Cvlon.  v.  7GS. 

Alone  by  the  Schuylkill  a  wanderer  roved, 
And  bright  were  its  flowery  banks  to  his  eye  ; 

But  far,  very  far  were  the  friends  that  he  loved. 
And  he  gazed  on  its  flowery  banks  with  a  sigh. 

Oh  Nature,  thou'^h  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays, 
O'er  the  brow  of  creation  enc!:antingly  thrown. 

Yet  faint  are  they  all  to  tlie  lustre  that  plays 
In  a  smile  from  t!.e  heart  tliat  is  fondly  our  own. 

Nor  long  did  the  soul  of  the  Ktranger  remain 

Unble^'d  by  the  smile  he  had  lunguisli'd  to  meet ; 
Though   scarce   did    ho  hope  it    woidd  sooth   him 
again, 
Till  the  threshold  of  home  had  been  prcds'd  by  his 
feet. 

But  the  lays  of  his  boyhood  had  stol'n  to  their  ear. 
And  th.ey  loved  what  they  knew  of  so  humble  a 
name ; 


private  morals,  which.  eiic»»urMced  ns  it  is  hy  the  pnvrmincat, 
and  Identified  wiili  the  lnicr«!sU  •>f  the  community,  Rceni!«  to 
threaten  the  decay  of  all  honest  principle  in  America.  I  h1- 
liidc  to  tt)0!»o  fraudulent  violntions  of  r.eutrtlty  to  which 
they  are  Indebted  fur  the  most  lucrative  ]vin  of  their  com- 
merce, and  by  which  they  have  so  long  infrinired  and  coan- 
tertcted  the  maritime  risrht^  and  advantages  of  this  country. 
This  anwarrtntable  trtdc  is  nece«sHrily  al)etted  l>y  such  a 
system  of  collusicm,  imposture,  and  perjury,  as  canuot  ttV. 
to  spread  rapid  con tanii nation  aroand  IL 
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And  they  told  him,  with  flatteiy  welcome  and  dear, 
That  they  fomid  in  his  heart  something  better 
than  fame. 

Nor  did   woman— oh  woman  !    whose   form  and 
whose  soul 
Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we  par- 
sue; 
Whether  sunn*d  in   the  tropics  or  chillM  at  the 
pole, 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  happiness  too : — 

Nor  did  she  her  enamoring  magic  deny,— 

That  magic  his  heart  had  rolinquish'd  so  long, — 

Like  eyes  he  had  loved  was  her  eloquent  eye, 
Like  them  did  it  soflen  and  weep  at  his  song. 

Oh,  bless'd  be  the  tear,  and  in  memory  oft 

May  its  sparkle  be  shed  o*er  the  wanderer's  dream ; 

Thrice  bless'd  bo  that  eye,  and  may  passion  as  soft, 
As  free  from  a  pang,  ever  mellow  its  beam ! 

The  stranger  is  gone — ^but  he  will  not  forget, 

When  at  home  ho  shall  talk  of  the  toils  he  has 
known. 

To  tell,  with  a  sigh,  what  endearments  he  met. 
As  he  stray'd  by  the  wave  of  the  Schuylkill  alone. 


LINES 

WRITTKH    AT 

TIIE  COHOS,  OR  FALLS  OF  THE  MOHAWK  RIVER.t 

Gi>  era  in  loco  ove  s'  adia  I  rimbombo 

Deir  ficqua .  Darts. 

From  rise  of  mom  till  set  of  sun 
I've  seen  the  mighty  Mohawk  run  ; 
And  as  I  marked  the  woods  of  pine 
Along  his  mirror  darkly  shine. 
Like  tall  and  gloomy  forms  that  pass 
Before  t)ie  wizard's  midnight  glass  ; 
And  as  I  viewM  the  hurrying  pace 
With  which  he  ran  his  turbid  race, 


1  There  is  a  drenry  and  savaKO  chnmcter  in  the  cnnntry 
immGdiately  about  these  Falls,  which  Is  much  more  in  har- 
mony with  the  wildness  of  such  a  scene  than  the  cultivated 
lands  in  the  neiphborhood  of  Niagara.  See  the  drawing  of 
them  in  Mr.  Weld's  l»ook.  AccordlnR  to  him,  the  perpen- 
dicular heiptht  of  the  Cohos  Fall  is  fifty  feet;  bat  the  Mar- 
quis de  Chastelluz  makes  It  serenty-slx. 

The  flue  rainbow,  which  is  continually  fcmning  and  dls- 


Rushing,  alike  untired  and  wild, 
Through  shades  that  frown'd  and  flowtn 

smiled. 
Flying  by  every  green  recess 
That  woo*d  him  to  its  calm  caress, 
Yet,  sometimes  turning  with  the  wind 
As  if  to  leave  one  look  behind, — 
Ofl  have  I  thought,  and  thmking  sigfa'di 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide, 
May  be  the  lot,  the  life  of  him 
Who  roams  along  thy  water's  brim  ; 
Through  what  alternate  wastes  of  wo 
And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go ; 
How  many  a  sheltered,  calm  retreat 
May  woo  the  while  my  weary  feet, 
While  still  pursuing,  still  nnblessM, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  .c  rest ; 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destineo  falls, 
I  feel  the  world's  bewild*ring  forco 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  bo  done, 
And  the  spent  current  ceaso  to  run 

One  only  prayer  I  dare  to  make, 
As  onward  thus  my  course  I  ie)^^  : — 
Oh,  be  my  falls  as  bright  as  thine  i 
May  heaven's  relenting  rainbow  shjiie 
Upon  the  mist  that  circles  me, 
As  soil  as  now  it  hangs  o'er  thee ! 


SONG 

or 
THE  EVIL  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WOODSJi 

Qua  via  difllcills,  qunqne  est  via  nulla. 

Ovid.  Metawi,  lib.  ill.  f 

Now  the  va)>or,  hot  and  damp. 
Shed  by  day's  expuring  lamp, 
Through  the  misty  ether  spreads 
Every  ill  the  white  man  dreads ; 
Piery  fever's  thirsty  thrill. 
Fitful  aguo*s  shivering  chill ! 


solving,  as  the  ppmy  T\»fta  into  the  Ilphtof  the 
haps  the  mn»t  interesting  beauty  which  these  WO 
cataracts  exhibit. 

sThe  idea  of  this  poem  occurred  to  me  in  passlof  t 
the  very  dreary  wilderness  between  Batavia.  a  nam 
ment  in  the  midst  ofihe  woods,  and  the  little  village  ef 
upon  Lnlce  Erie.  This  is  the  most  fhtifrulnf  psil 
route,  in  travelling  throuph  the  Genesee  country  fo  I 
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Hark !  I  hear  the  traveller's  song, 
As  he  winds  the  woods  along ; — 
Chriitian,  'tis  the  song  of  fear ; 
Wolves  are  round  thee,  night  is  near. 
And  the  wild  thoa  dar'st  to  roam — 
Think,  'twas  once  the  Indian's  home !' 

Hither,  sprites,  who  love  to  harm, 
Whereeoe'er  you  work  your  charm. 
By  the  creeks,  or  hy  the  brakes. 
Where  the  pale  witch  feeds  her  snakes, 
And  the  cayman*  loves  to  creep, 
Torpid,  to  his  wintry  sleep : 
^\lle^e  the  bird  of  carrion  flits, 
And  the  shuddering  murdrnttr  sits,' 
lione  beneath  a  roof  of  blood  ; 
While  upon  his  poison'd  food, 
From  the  corpse  of  him  he  slew 
Drops  the  chill  and  gory  dew. 

Hither  bend  ye,  turn  ye  hither. 
Eyes  that  blast  and  wings  that  wither ! 
Cross  the  wandering  Christian's  way, 
Lead  him,  ere  the  glimpse  of  day. 
Many  a  mile  of  maddening  error, 
Through  the  maze  of  night  aud  terror, 
Till  the  mom  behold  him  lying 
On  the  damp  earth,  pale  aud  dying. 
Mock  nun,  when  his  eager  sight 
S^'eks  tho  cordial  cottage-light ; 
Gleam  then,  like  the  lightning-bug, 
Tempt  him  to  tho  den  that's  dug 
For  the  foul  and  famish'd  brood 
or  the  slie-wolf,  gaunt  for  blood ; 
Or,  unto  the  dangerous  pass 
O'er  the  deep  and  dark  mora5«. 
Where  the  trembling  Indian  brings 
Belts  of  porcelain,  pipes,  and  rings, 
Tributes,  to  be  hung  in  air, 
To  the  Picnd  presiding  there  !^ 

Then,  when  night's  long  labor  past, 
Wilder  d,  faint,  he  falls  at  last. 


•  "The  Five  Confederated  Nations  (of  Indians)  were  «ct 
Miloof  the  b*nlu  of  the  Sa-iquehAnnnh  and  tho  adjacent 
<^Btry.  antU  the  year  1779,  when  Generel  SullUnn,  with  an 
VDijr  uf  4000  men,  drove  them  from  their  country  to  Nlagnm, 
*kere.  being  obliged  to  live  on  »alted  provisions,  to  which 
^J  were  anaccoHtrnned,  great  numbers  of  them  died.  Two 
^■adfcd  of  them.  It  Is  SAld,  were  buried  In  one  grave,  where 
ikeyhad  encamped.** — Jioi  te't  American  Oeogropky. 

*  The  alllgatur.  who  is  supposed  to  lie  in  a  torpid  state  all 
dbe  vtaier.  in  the  bank  of  some  rrcek  or  pond,  having  pre- 
viasMy  swallowed  a  large  number  of  pine-knots,  which  are 
kit  esly  sBftenjiDce  during  the  Umc. 

'This  was  the  OKide  of  punishment  for  murder  (as  Charle- 
Nif  lells  wi>)  among  tho  Hurons.    **  They  laid  the  dead  body 


Sinking  where  the  causeway's  edge 
Moulders  in  the  slimy  seoge,  . 
There  let  every  noxicus  thing 
Trail  its  filth  and  fix  its  sting ; 
Let  the  bull-toad  taint  him  over, 
Roimd  him  let  moschetoes  hover. 
In  his  ears  and  eyeballs  tingling. 
With  his  blood  their  poison  mingling. 
Till,  beneath  the  solar  fires. 
Rankling  all,  the  wretch  expires ! 


TO 

THE  HONORABLE  W.  R  &TENCER 

FROM  BUFFAIX),  UPON  LAVK  ERIK. 

Ncc  venit  ad  duros  musa  voeata  Getas. 

Ovid,  ex  Poato,  lib.  L  ep.  5 

Thou  oft  hast  told  m«  of  the  happy  hoius 

Enjoy'd  by  thee  in  fair  Italia's  bowcra, 

Where,  ling'ring  yet,  the  ghost  of  ancient  wit 

Midst  modem  monks  profanely  dares  to  flit. 

And  pagan  spirits,  by  the  pope  unlaid, 

Haunt  every  stream  and  sing  through  every  shade. 

There  still  the  bard  who  (if  his  numbers  be 

His  tongue's  light  echo)  must  have  talk'd  like  thee,— • 

The  courtly  bard,  from  whom  thy  mind  has  caught 

Those  playful,  sunshine  holidays  of  thought. 

In  which  the  spirit  baskingly  reclines. 

Bright  without  effort,  resting  while  it  shines, — 

There  still  he  roves,  and  laughing  loves  to  see 

How  modem  priests  with  ancient  rakes  agree  ; 

How,  'neath  the  cowl,  tho  festal  garland  shines, 

And  Love  still  finds  a  niche  in  Christian  shrines 

Tliere  still,  too,  roam  those  other  souls  of  song, 
With  whom  thy  spirit  hath  communed  so  long, 
That,  quick  as  light,  their  rarest  gems  of  thought, 
By  Memory's  magic  to  thy  lip  are  brought 


upon  (micsnt  the  top  of  a  cabin,  and  the  murderer  wq«  obllgod 
to  remain  several  days  together,  and  to  receive  all  that  drop- 
ped from  the  carcass,  not  only  on  hira!*eif  hut  on  his  food." 

^  "  We  dnd  also  collars  of  (Ntrcelain,  tobacco,  ears  of  mulze, 
skins.  &c.,  by  the  side  of  difficult  and  dangerous  wa>*s,  on 
wcks,  or  by  the  side  of  the  falls ;  and  these  are  so  many  of- 
ferings made  lo  the  spirit*  which  preside  in  these  pl-tces.*' — 
See  Ckarlevoiz*»  Letter  on  the  Traditions  and  the  RtJigk  a  of 
the  Savaji^rs  of  Cannda. 

Father  Hennepin  too  mentions  this  ceremony ;  he  also 
says,  "  We  took  notice  of  one  barbarian,  who  made  a  kind 
of  sacrifice  upon  an  oak  at  the  Cascade  of  St.  Antony  of  Pa- 
dua, npon  the  river  Blississippi.  *— See  UennrpitCt  Ve/f^gB 
into  J^Torih  Jlwurica. 
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But  here,  alas  !  by  Erie's  Ktonny  lake, 
As,  far  from  such  bright  haunts  my  course  I  take, 
No  proud  remembrance  o'er  th«9  fancy  plays. 
No  classic  dream,  no  star  of  otlie-r  davs 
I  lath  left  that  visionary  li^ht  behind, 
That  lin^'ring  radiance  of  immortal  mind, 
Which  gilds  and  hallows  even  the  rudest  scene, 
The  humblest  shed,  where  genius  once  has  been  ! 

All  that  creation's  varj'ing  mass  assumes 
Of  grand  or  lovely,  here  a-^pircs  and  blooms  ; 
Bold  rise  the  mountains,  rich  the  gardens  glow, 
Bright  lakes  expand,  and  conquering*  rivers  flow  ; 
But  mind,  immortal  mind,  without  whose  ray. 
This  world's  a  wilderness  and  man  but  clay. 
Mind,  mUid  alone,  in  barren,  still  repose, 
Nor  blooms,  nor  rises,  nor  expands,  nor  flows. 
Take  Christians,  Mohawks,  democrats,  and  all 
From  the  rude  wigwam  to  the  congress-hall. 
From  man  the  savage,  whether  slaved  or  free. 
To  man  the  civilized,  less  tame  than  ho, — 
'Tis  one  dull  chaos,  one  unfertile  strife 
Betwixt  half-polisli'd  and  half-barbarous  life ; 
Where  every  ill  the  ancient  world  could  brew 
Is  mixM  with  every  groi»nes8  of  the  new  ; 
Where  all  comipts,  though  little  can  entice, 
^Vnd  naught  is  known  of  luxur}',  but  its  vice! 

Is  this  the  region  then,  is  this  the  clime 
For  soaring  fancies  7  for  tliose  dreams  sublime. 
Which  all  their  miracles  of  light  reveal 
To  heads  that  meditate  and  hearts  that  feel  ? 
Alas .  not  so— the  Muse  of  Nature  lights 
Her  glories  round ;  she  scales  the  mountain  heights, 
And  roams  the  forests  ;  every  wondrous  spot 
Burns  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  not 
She  whispers  round,  her  words  are  in  the  air. 
But  lost,  unheard,  they  linger  freezing  there,* 
Without  one  breath  of  soul,  divinely  strong, 
One  ray  of  mind  to  thaw  them  into  song. 

Yet,  yet  forgive  me,  oh  ye  sacred  few. 
Whom  late  by  Delaware's  green  banks  I  knew  ; 
Whom,  known  and  loved  through  many  a  social  eve, 
'Twas  bliss  to  live  with,  and  'iwaa  pain  to  leave.' 

»  This  epithet  wh%  auffgcsted  hy  UharlevolxN  siriKlna  <1e- 
9cnptioii  of  the  confluencf*  of  the  Mi^MMiri  with  the  Miii^i!(> 
sippi.  "  I  believe  this  is  the  finest  confluence  in  ttie  world. 
The  two  rivers  are  much  of  the  snino  l>readth,  each  Hb<Mit 
hnlf  a  league;  but  the  Missouri  is  hy  far  the  most  npid,  and 
peonis  to  enter  the  Misfiis.sippi  like  a  conqueror,  thron^h 
which  it  carries  its  white  waves  to  thcop|x>site  shore,  with- 
out inixinp  them  :  afterward.)  it  pves  it.4  color  to  the  Missis- 
sippi, which  it  never  loses  again,  but  carries  quite  down  to 
the  sea.*' — letter  xxvll. 

s  Alludins  to  the  fanciAil  notion  of  **  wordf  congealed  in 
Biirthem  air.** 

*  In  the  society  of  Mr.  Dennie  and  bis  (Hends,  at  Phila- 


Not  with  more  joy  tho  lonely  exile  scami'd 
The  writing  traced  upon  the  desert's  sand, 
Where  his  lone  heart  but  little  hoped  to  find 
One  trace  of  life,  ouo  stamp  of  human  kind. 
Than  did  I  hail  tho  pure,  th'  enlighten'd  zeal, 
Tho  strcngtli  to  reason  and  the  warmth  to  fetl, 
Tho  manly  polish  and  tho  illtunined  taste, 
Which, — 'mid  the  melanclioly,  heartless  waste 
My  foot  has  traversed, — oh  you  sacred  few  I 
I  found  by  Delaware's  green  bunks  with  yoiu 

Long  may  you  loathe  tlie  Gallic  dross  that  niiu 
Through  your  fair  conntr}'  and  corrupts  its  sons ; 
Long  love  the  arts,  the  glories  whicli  adorn 
Those  fields  of  freedom,  where  voiu*  sires  were  bora 
Oh  I  if  America  can  yet  be  great. 
If  neither  chain'd  by  choice,  nor  doom'd  by  fate 
To  the  mob-mania  which  imbrutcs  her  now. 
She  yet  can  raise  Uie  crown'd,  yet  civic  brow 
Of  single  majesty, — can  add  the  grace 
Of  Rank's  rich  capital  to  Freedom's  base. 
Nor  fear  tlie  mighty  shaft  will  feebler  prove 
For  the  fair  ornament  that  flowers  above  ;- 
If  yet  released  from  all  that  pedant  throng, 
So  vain  of  error  and  so  pledged  to  wrong. 
Who  hourly  teach  her,  like  tliemselvcs,  to  hid«j 
Weakness  iu  vaunt,  and  barrenness  in  pride, 
She  yet  can  rise,  can  wreath  the  Attic  charms 
Of  soft  refluemeut  round  the  pomp  of  arms. 
And  sec  her  poets  flash  the  flres  of  song, 
To  liorht  her  warriors'  thunderlwlls  alouir  ; — 
It  is  to  you,  to  souls  that  favoring  heaven 
Has  made  like  yours,  the  glorious  task  is  given: — 
Oh  I  but  for  suchf  Columbia's  days  were  done  ; 
Raiili  without  ripeness,  quicken'd  witliout  sun. 
Crude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  core, 
Her  fruits  would  fall,  before  her  sprijig  were  o'er. 

Believe  nie,  Spencer,  while  I  wing'd  the  hours 
Where  Scimylkill  winds  his  way  through  banks  of 

flowei^?, 
Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evcnirigs  few. 
So  wunn  with  lieart,  so  rich  with  mind  ti.ey  flew, 
That  my  cb.arm'd  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  of  home. 

dclplih,  I  passed  tlio  few  n<;reeablo  iiio:uctit&  wliich  my  tour 
through  ihoHUite:!  arionted  me.  .Mr.  Denu'c  lias  snccceiM 
in  ditlu^injt  through  this  cultivau*d  litiio  rircie  thit  lore  kt 
good  literature  and  sound  politics,  which  he  ftwln  ao  seal- 
ou«ly  himself,  and  which  Is  so  very  rarely  the  charNcteiistit 
of  hiji  conntr^ntcn.  They  will  not.  I  iru<t,  accuse  me  of  U- 
liberality  for  the  picture  which  1  have  pvent.-f  the  ignorance 
and  corruption  that  surround  them.  If  I  did  not  hate,  as  I 
ought,  the  rabble  to  which  they  are  opiH><4c<l,  I  coald  nsC 
value,  as  I  do,  tho  spirit  with  which  they  defy  it;  and  hi 
learning  from  them  what  Americans  can  he,  1  bat  see  nilfc 
the  more  indignation  what  Americans  mre. 
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>ks  I  met,  like  looks  Vd  loved  before, 
iced  loo,  which,  as  they  trembicd  o*er 
:>rd  of  nicrnoxy,  found  full  many  a  tone 
boas  there  in  concord  with  their  own 
re  had  ui^hts  of  thai  communion  free, 
>w  of  heart,  whicii  I  have  known  with  thee 
»  warmly  ;  nights  of  mirtli  and  mind, 
US  that  taught,  and  follies  that  refined, 
hall  we  boti)  renew  them  ?  when,  restored 
gay  feast  and  intellectual  board, 
once  more  enjoy  with  thee  and  thine 
vhims  that  teach,  those  follies  that  refme  7 
3W,  as  wand'ring  upon  Erie's  shore, 
Niagara's  distant  cataract  roar, 
>r  home, — alas  I  these  wearj'  feet 
lany  a  mile  to  journey,  ere  we  meet 

rPIZ,  'as  ZOT  KAPTA  NTN  MNEIAN  EXfl. 

EURIPIDXS. 


BALLAD  STANZAS. 

'  by  the  smoke,  that  so  gracefully  curPd 

'e  the  green  ehns,  that  a  cottage  was  near, 

said,  **  If  there's  peace  to  be  found  in  the 

world, 

ieart  tliat  was  humble  might  hope  for  it  here  I" 

noon,  and  on  flowers  that  lanijuish'd  around 
knee  rej>osed  the  voluptuous  bee  ; 
leaf  was  ut  rest,  and  I  heard  not  a  sound 
the   woodjwcker  tiippinnr  the  hollow  beech- 
tree. 

Here  in  this  lone  little  wood,"  I  excluim'd, 
ith  a  male*  who  was  lovely  to  soul  and  to  eye, 

^46  lhc.*e  words  lo  ar  nlr  whicli  our  boatmen  nun^  to 
tenily.  The  wind  w:i>  >  unt';ivor'.l»le  that  they  were 
It  n»\v  all  the  way,  nnd  we  were  five  d.iy«  In  tlescond- 

rlver  frr»iy  Kin^«(ton  lo  Montreal.  c.viKXHod  to  an  In- 
in  during  the  day,  and  at  ni<:ht  forced  to  take  shelter 
<*  dew«  In  any  niisenbi**  luit  ijiwm  tlie  l»ii;k-<  ili.tt 
receive  us.  But  the  in  iqiiifucr.l  scenery  of  the  i»l. 
Cf  repays  all  Ruch  difTiiuItif-*. 

vfagrur»  had  g<Kid  vt»ic«"<,  and  «Ufi|!  [wrfeetly  In  tunc 
r.  Tbe  «irisinal  wordn  of  the  air.  to  w  hich  5  adapted 
tanzi!*,  oppcareil  lo  he  a  lon^.  incoherent  slorj".  of 

eotild  anderstand  hat  iitile.  fnmi  the  barbarous  pro- 
Umb  of  the  C^nadiann.     It  tx^^ins 

Dan5  mon  cheniin  j';ii  rencor.tr6 
Deux  cavaliers  irt->*  blcn  n^njUis  ; 

r  refrain  lo  cver>'  ver<e  iva-%, 

A  Tomhrc  d'un  boW  je  ni>n  vnH  jouor. 
A  Tombre  d'un  lioi*  je  m'cn  vais  danser. 

nwd  to  hannonixe  thi.n  air,  and  have  pablUhod  it. 
t  Ibai  chtirm  which  aAKoclation  gives  to  every  little 


"  Who  would  blush  when  I  praised  hor,  and  weep  'if 
I  blamed, 

"  How  blest  could  I  live,  and  how  calm  could  I   j 
die!  ! 

"  By  the  shade  of  yon  sumach,  w!:osc  rod  berry  di|is 
"  In  the  gush  of  the  fountain,  how  sweet  to  re- 
cline, 
"  And  to  know  that  I  sigli'd  upon  innocent  lips, 
"  Which  had  never  been  sigh'd  on  by  any  but 
mine  !'* 


A   CANADIAN   BOAT   SONG. 

WRITTEN  on 

THE  RIVER  ST.  LAWRE.\CE.> 

Et  rcnilgeni  cantas  hortntur. 

Qci;rrii.iA3k 

Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime 
Our  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time. 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  dim. 
We'll  sing  at  St.  Ann's  our  parting  hymn.* 
Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  Rapids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  past 

Wiy  should  we  yet  our  sail  unfurl  ? 
There  is  not  a  breath  the  blue  wave  to  curl ; 
But,  when  the  wind  blows  olT  the  shore. 
Oh  !  sweetly  we'll  rest  ot!r  wearj*  oar. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  f:ist. 
The  Rapids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  past 

Ulawas'  tide  I  this  trembling  moon 
Shall  see  us  float  over  thy  surges  soon. 

memorial  of  scene;*  or  feelinj;s  thfit  are  i>a«i,  the  melody  may, 
perhnps.  Iw  thought  common  and  tritlinK;  but  I  remcinl>cr 
when  we  have  entered,  «t  funset,  upon  one  of  those  hennilful 
hike*  into  which  (he  St.  Ijawrencc  so  ernmlly  and  unexpect- 
edly o|»rns.  I  liavc  heard  this  simple  nir  with  a  plca5urc  wlilch 
the  finest  compn^titlons  of  the  finest  master*  hHve  never  piveu 
me ;  and  now  there  Is  not  a  note  of  it  which  doe.'*  rot  recall 
to  my  menmr)'  the  dip  of  our  c»ar»  in  tlie  Sf.  L-wrrnce,  the 
fllcht  of  our  boat  down  the  Rapid'*,  and  hII  \\\i^e  new  and 
fancifbl  Impressions  to  which  my  heart  was  alive  during  the 
whole  of  this  very  interesting  voy««ee. 

The  nlMive  stanzas  are  snpjKxed  to  be  "uns  by  tho««r  voya- 
peur$  who  po  to  the  Grand  PortHce  by  the  I'tiiwas  River. 
For  an  oecount  of  this  wonderful  nndertiking.  veeSir  Alex- 
ander Mackenzie's  Cencral  History  of  the  Fur  Tmdo.  pre- 
fixed to  his  Journal. 

«  "  At  the  Rapid  of  St.  Ann  they  are  oblieed  to  take  out 
part,  if  not  the  whole,  of  their  iadinf?.  Ii  is  fmm  this  sf<)t 
the  Canadians  consider  they  take  their  departure,  as  It  pos- 
sesses the  last  church  on  the  island,  which  Is  dedicated  to 
the  tutelar  saint  of  voyagers.** — Maekemie^  General  HitUff 
of  the  Fur  Trade. 
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Saint  of  this  greeu  isle !  hear  our  prayers, 
Oh,  firrant  us  cool  heavens  and  favoring  airs. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast, 
The  Rapids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  past 


TO  THE 

LADY  CliARLOTTE   RAWDOX. 

FROM  TnC  VANKS  OF  THE  ST.  LAWRCNCK. 

Not  many  months  have  now  been  dream'd  away 
Since  yonder  sun,  beneath  whose  evening  ray 
Our  boat  glides  swiftly  past  these  wooded  shores, 
Saw  me  where  Trent  his  mazy  current  pours, 
And  Donington*s  old  oaks,  to  every  breeze. 
Whisper  the  tale  of  bygone  centuries  ; — 
Those  oaks,  to  me  as  sacred  as  the  groves. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  pious  Persian  roves, 
And  hears  the  spirit-voice  of  sire,  or  chief. 
Or  loved  mistress,  sigh  in  every  leaf.* 
There,  oft,  dear  Lady,  while  thy  lip  hath  sung 
My  own  unpolish'd  lays,  how  proud  Fve  hung 
On  every  tuneful  accent !  proud  to  feel 
That  notes  like  mine  should  have  the  fiite  to  steal 
As  o'er  thy  hallowing  lip  they  sighed  along. 
Such  breath  of  passion  and  such  soul  of  song. 
Yes, — I  have  wonder'd,  like  some  peasant  boy 
Who  sings,  on  Sabbuth-eve,  his  strains  of  joy. 
And  when  he  hears  the  wild,  untutored  note 
Back  to  his  ear  on  softening  e<;hoes  Boat, 
Believes  it  still  some  answering  spirit's  tone. 
And  thinks  it  all  too  sweet  to  be  his  own  ! 

I  dreamt  not  then  thai,  ere  the  rolling  year 
Had  fiird  its  circle,  1  should  wander  here 
In  musing  awe ;  should  tread  this  wondrous  world. 
See  all  its  store  of  inland  waters  hurl'd 
Li  one  vast  volume  down  Niagara's  steep, 
Or  calm  behold  them,  in  transparent  sleep, 

1  •'  Avcndo  ossl  per  costume  dl  avcre  in  vcnemzione  pli 
nibcri  irrnndi  et  nntirhl.  qtia^i  che  sIhiio  RpeHMi  ricettnccoli 
di  aniuie  beaie."— Pirtro  ddla  FalU,  pari,  second.,  Ietu;ra 
16  da  I  giardini  di  Sciraz. 

..ihurey.  In  hli  Travels,  has  noticed  this  (thnoting  llln- 
iiiination  wlilch  porpnlses  diffuse  ut  night  thntugh  the  river 
Si.  U'«wrenre.~Vol.  i.  p.  99. 

s  The  f;la!<H-<<nake  Is  brittle  and  transparent. 

<  '"The  dop-irted  spirit  |:oe8  Into  the  Country  of  Souls, 
where,  nceording  to  some,  it  Is  trin«forined  Into  a  dove.** — 
(k(trlevoiz,  upon  the  Traditiont  and  the  Rely^en  of  the  Sava- 
fftt  of  Canada.  S<re  the  curious  fable  of  the  Ainerlam  Or- 
}iheus  In  I«tfitan.  toiu.  I-  p-  40^ 

*"The  mountains  a|i{>eiircd  to  tic  sprinkled  with  white 


Where  the  blue  hills  of  old  Toronto  died 
Their  evening  shadows  o'er  Ontario's  bed ; 
Should  trace  the  grand  Cadaraqui,  and  glide 
Down  the  white  rapids  of  his  lordly  tide 
Through  massy  woods,  mid  islets  flfywering  feir 
And  blooming  glades,  where  the  fint  sinful  pair 
For  consolation  mi^t  have  weeping  trod, 
When  banish'd  from  the  garden  of  their  God. 
Oh,  Lady !  these  are  mu-acles,  which  man, 
Caged  in  the  bounds  of  Europe's  pigmy  span, 
Can  scarcely  dream  of, — which  his  eye  must 
To  know  how  wonderful  this  world  can  be ! 

But  lor-  ^  le  last  tints  of  the  west  decline, 
And  (light  falls  dewy  o'er  these  banks  of  |Nne. 
Among  the  reeds,  in  which  our  idle  boat 
Is  rock'd  to  rest,  the  wind's  complaining  note 
Die«  like  a  half-breathed  whispering  of  flutes ; 
Along  the  wave  the  gleaming  porpoise  shoots. 
And  I  can  trace  him,  like  a  watery  star,* 
Down  the  steep  current,  till  he  fades  afar 
Amid  the  foaming  breakers'  silvery  light. 
Where  yon  rough  rapids  sparkle  through  the  nigiit, 
Here,  as  along  this  shadowy  bank  I  stray. 
And  the  smooth  glass-snake,*  gliding  o'er  my  way, 
Shows  the  dim  moonlight  through  his  waly  form. 
Fancy,  with  all  the  scene's  enchantment  warm. 
Hears  in  the  murmur  of  the  nightly  breeze 
Some  Indian  Spirit  warble  words  like  these  >-> 

From  the  land  beyond  the  sea, 
Whither  happy  spirits  flee  ; 
Where,  transform'd  to  sacred  doves/ 
Many  a  blessed  Indian  roves 
Through  the  air  on  wing,  as  white 
As  those  wondrous  stones  of  liglit,* 
Which  the  eye  of  morning  counts 
On  the  Apalluchian  mounts, — 
Hither  oft  my  flight  1  take 
Over  Huron's  lucid  lake, 
Wliere  the  wave,  as  clear  as  dew> 
Sleefis  beneath  the  light  canoe,. 
Which,  reflected,  floating  thero, 
Looks  as  if  it  hung  m  air* 


stone*,  which  plhtened  in  the  snn,  and  wore  called  bf  dM 
Indians  luanetoe  ascniah,  or  spirit-stones.**— Jtfoeifaxs^* ' 
Journal. 

0  These  lines  were  rnpire^tcd  by  Carver's  deseripdon  of  nee 
of  the  American  lakes.  ^*  When  It  was  calm.**  he  sayi,  ^asd 
the  sun  shone  bright.  I  could  sit  in  my  cnnoe,  where  Uie depth 
was  upwards  of  six  f'lthonin.and  plainly  see  hafte  piles  oTntosi 
at  the  iMitioni.  of  ditTpreni  shapes,  some  of  which  appeandas 
If  they  had  been  hewn;  the  water  was  at  this  time  as  psreaad 
tran!<  parent  as  air.  and  my  canoe  sccuied  as  If  it  hunie  sn^sead- 
ed  In  that  element  It  was  ImpoAslhle  to  look  attentively 
thmueh  this  limpid  medium,  at  the  rock«  below,  wltbmil  tad' 
InfT,  before  many  minutes  were  elapsed,  year  bead  swlai 
and  your  eyes  nu  longer  able  to  behold  the  daaallag  i 
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Then,  when  I  haTO  stray*d  awhOe 
Throng  the  Manataulin  isle,' 
Breathing  all  its  holy  bloom. 
Swift  I  mount  me  on  the  plume 
Of  my  Wakon-Biid,*  and  fly 
Where,  beneath  a  burning  sky, 
0*er  the  bed  of  Erie's  lake 
Slumben  many  a  water-snake, 
Wrapt  within  the  web  of  leaves. 
Which  the  water-lily  weaves.* 
Next  I  chase  the  flow*ret-king 
Through  his  rosy  realm  of  spring ; 
See  him  now,  while  diamond  hues 
Soft  his  neck  and  wing^ufTuse, 
In  the  leafy  chalice  sink, 
Thirsting  for  his  balmy  drink ; 
Now  behold  him  all  on  fire, 
Lovely  in  his  looks  of  ire, 
Breaking  every  infsuit  stem. 
Scattering  every  velvet  gem, 
Where  his  little  tyrant  lip 
Had  not  found  enough  to  sip. 

Then  my  playful  hand  I  steep 
Where  the  gold-thread^  loves  to  creep. 
Cull  from  thence  a  tangled  wreath, 
Words  of  magic  round  it  breathe. 
And  the  simny  chaplet  spread 
O'er  the  sleeping  fly-bird's  head,* 
Till,  with  dreams  of  honey  blest, 
Ilatmted,  in  his  downy  nest. 
By  the  garden's  fairest  spells, 
DeH-y  buds  and  fragrant  bells. 
Fancy  all  his  soul  embowers 
In  the  fly-bird's  heaven  of  flowers. 

Oft,  when  hoar  and  silvery  flakes 
Melt  along  the  ruffled  lakes, 
When  the  gray  moose  sheds  his  horns, 
When  the  track,  at  evening,  warns 

Apr^s  avoir  triveni  plu^lcurn  \y\o%  pcu  considAmblrs. 
Ben  tmav&mps  le  qattrieme  jonr  unc  fiinicu<e  nnnitn^c 
le  dc  }iMn\Umi%\\n.-~  rojfOffes  dn  Baron  de  Lukontany  ti>in. 
Ft.  ijw  Mmnatiiulio  tigniftc^  a  PIncc  (if  8pirit.<«,  and  this 
ud  in  Lnke  HuMn  Is  held  sacred  by  the  Indians. 
'••The  Wakon-Dird.  which  prot»ably  is  ot"  ihc  same  i^pc- 
iwiih  the  Bird  of  P;imdi«c,  receives  its  name  fnuii  the 
M  the  lodino!!  hhve  of  its  su|M>rb)r  cxrcllence ;  ilie  Wit- 
iBifd  beiD^,  In  tbeir  langaagc,  Ihc  Bird  uf  the  Great 

The  islands  of  Lake  Erie  are  snrroandcd  ton  con«ildera- 
dinaDce  by  the  XnTTffi  pond-lily,  wh(r<c  lenves  spread 
ckly  wtf  the  larfaee  of  the  lake,  and  form  a  kind  of  bed 
the  waier-voake*  In  summer. 

*The  jnld  thread  Is  of  the  vine  kind,  and  grou's  In 
Mft  The  roots  spread  them^eivef  Just  under  the  sur- 
e  of  the  mnnsyes,  and  are  easily  drawn  out  by  handAils. 
fj  m.\*taMe  a  larpe  eotangled  skein  of  silk^  and  are  of  a 


Weary  hunters  of  the  way 
To  the  wigwam's  cheering  ray. 
Then,  aloft  through  freezing  air. 
With  the  snow-bird*  soft  and  fair 
As  the  fleece  that  heaven  flings 
0*er  his  little  pearly  wings. 
Light  above  the  rocks  I  play, 
Where  Niagara's  starry  spray,  • 

Frozen  on  the  clifl*,  appears 
Like  a  giant's  starting  tears. 
There,  amid  the  island-sedge. 
Just  upon  the  cataract's  edge, 
iVhere  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  trod  since  time  began. 
Lone  I  sit,  at  close  of  day. 
While,  beneath  the  golden  ray, 
Icy  columns  gleam  below, 
Feathor'd  round  with  falling  snow, 
And  an  arch  of  glory  springs. 
Sparkling  as  the  chain  of  rings 
Roimd  the  neck  of  viigins  hung, — 
Virgins,'  who  have  wander'd  young 
O'er  the  waters  of  the  west 
To  the  land  where  spirits  rest ! 

Thus  have  I  charm'd,  with  visionary  lay, 
The  lonely  moments  of  the  night  away ; 
And  now,  fresh  daylight  o'er  the  water  beams  ! 
Once  more  enibark'd  upon  the  glitt'ring  streanu, 
Our  boat  flies  light  along  the  leafy  shore. 
Shooting  the  fails,  without  a  dip  of  oar 
Or  breath  of  zepliyr,  like  the  mystic  hark 
The  poet  saw,  in  dreams  divinely  dark, 
Bonie,  without  suils,  along  the  dusky  flood,' 
While  on  its  deck  a  pilot  angel  stood. 
And,  with  his  wings  of  living  light  unfurl'd. 
Coasted  the  dim  shores  of  another  world ! 

Yet,  oh  !  believe  me,  mid  this  mingled  maze 
Of  nature's  beauties,  where  the  fancy  strays 

»  •'  L'ol^enu  mouche,  pros  conime  un  hanneton,  est  da 
toutcs  coulours,  vivos  el  chnnecHntes :  il  tire  sa  subsistence 
<!es  fleurs  conuiie  les  nheilles:  son  nld  est  full  d*nn  cotton 
lr<';s-fln  su^pendu  &  une  brancho  d'arbre  " — Vofagt*  c«z 
Irnlef  OccidentaUt,  par  M.  Bossu,  seconde  pnrt,  lett.  xx. 

*  EmbcriKa  hycmalis. — See  Imlay't  Ken  ueLy,  p.  280. 

'  I<ant'iu  supposes  that  there  was  an  ordor  of  vestals  es- 
tablislicd  uniong  the  Iroquois  Indians. — MasurM  des  Sawvafts 
jJmericaint,  S-e.^  torn.  1.  p.  173. 

Vedi  che  sdegna  f}\  arpomenti  uniani ; 
Si  che  remo  non  vutd,  ne  uliro  vclt», 
Che  r  ale  sue  tra  liti  si  lonUini. 

Vedi  come  P  ha  dritte  vers4)  M  cielo 
Tnai«nd<»  I'  nere  con  V  ctcrne  fiennc ; 
Che  non  si  muian,  come  mortal  |n>Io. 

Dantk,  PurfaUft  caat  tt. 
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From  charm  to  chann,  where  every  flow'ref  8  hue 
Ilath  something  Btraug^e,  aud  every  leaf  is  new, — 
I  never  fee!  a  joy  so  pure  aud  still, 
So  inly  felt,  as  wlien  some  brook  or  hill, 
Or  veteran  oak,  like  those  remembered  well, 
Some  mountain  echo,  or  some  wild-flower's  smell, 
(For,  who  can  say  by  what  small  fairy  tie?, 
The  viem'ry  clings  to  pleasure  as  it  flies  ?) 
Reminds  my  heart  of  many  a  silvan  dream 
I  once  indulged  by  Trent's  inspiring  stream  ; 
Of  all  my  sunny  morns  and  moonlig!it  nights 
On  Donningtou*s  green  lawns  and  breezy  heiglits. 

Whether  I  trace  the  tranquil  moments  o*er 
When  I  have  seen  thee  cull  the  fruits  of  lore, 
With  him,  the  polish*d  warrior,  by  thy  side, 
A  sister's  idol  and  a  nation's  pride  ! 
When  thou  hast  read  of  heroes,  trophied  high 
In  ancient  fame,  and  I  have  seen  thine  eye 
Turn  to  the  living  hero,  while  it  read, 
For  pure  and  brighi'ning  comments  on  tlie  dead  ; — 
Or  whether  memory  to  my  mind  recalls 
The  t'estal  grandeur  of  those  lordly  halls. 
When  guests  have  met  around  the  sparkling  board, 
And  welcome  warm'd  the  cup  that  luxury  pour  d  ; 
When  the  bright  future  star  of  England's  throne. 
With  magic  smile,  hath  o'er  Uie  banquet  shone, 
Winning  respect,  nor  claiming  what  he  won. 
But  tempering  greatness,  like  an  evening  suj. 
Whose  light  the  eye  can  tranquilly  admire. 
Radiant,  but  mild,  all  softness,  yet  all  fire  ;— • 
Whatever  hue  my  recollections  take,  * 

Even  the  regret,  the  very  pain  they  wake 
Is  mix'd  with  happiness  ; — but,  ah  !  no  more — 
Lady  I  adieu — my  heart  has  linger'd  o'er 
Those  vanish'd  times,  till  all  that  round  me  lies. 
Streams,  banks,  aud  bowera  have  faded  on  my  eyes ! 


IMPROMPTU, 

AFTER  A  VISIT  TO   MRS   ,  OF  MONTREAU 

*TwA8  but  for  a  moment — aud  yet  in  that  time 
She  crowded  th*  impressions  of  many  an  hour : 

Her  eye  had  a  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  clime, 
Which  waked  every  feeling  at  once  into  flower. 


1  This  is  one  of  the  Mncdnlen  Islands,  nnd,  singalnrly 
enoufch,  U  the  property  of  i^fr  Isaac  Cotlin.  ThealKtve  Hncii 
were  tugKexted  by  a  saiierttUinn  very  common  among  rtllon, 
who  call  this  ehostship,  I  think,  **  the  flyinii  Datchman** 

We  were  thirteen  dnys  on  our  passai^e  fVoni  Quebec  to 
Hallfki,  and  I  hud  been  so  spoiled  by  the  truly  splendid  hoei- 


Oh  !  could  we  have  borrow'd  from  Fime  but 
To  renew  such  impressions  again  and  agd 

The  things  we  should  look  and  uuagine  and 
Would  be  worth  all  Uie  lifo  we  had  wa 
then. 

What  we  had  not  the  leisure  or  language  to  i 

We  should  find  some  more  spiritual  modi 

vcaling, 

And,  between  la.  should  feel  just  as  moi 

week 

As  others  would  take  a  milleuulum  in  feal 


WRITTKII 

ON  PASSING  DEADMANS  ISLAl 

IN  THK 

CULF  OF  ST.  LAWRENCE, 

LATE  IN  TUe  EVLMNG,  SErTCUOF.R,  18(^ 

See  you,  beneath  yon  cloud  so  dark, 
Fust  gliding  along  a  gloomy  bark  ? 
Her  sails  are  full, — though  the  wind  is  stflj 
And  there  blows  not  a  breath  her  sails  to  i 

Say  what  doth  that  ves?!el  of  darkness  bet 
The  silent  calm  of  the  grave  is  there. 
Save  now  and  ag;iin  a  death-kncll  rung, 
And  the  flap  of  the  sails  with  niglil-fog  ha 

There  licth  a  WTCck  on  tlic  dismal  shore 
Of  cold  and  pitiless  Labrador ; 
Where,  under  the  moon,  upon  mounts  of  I 
Full  many  a  mariner's  bones  are  toss'd. 

Yon  sliadowy  baik  hath  been  to  that  wpw 
And  Che  dim  blue  fire,  that  lights  her  dedh 
Doth  play  on  as  pale  and  livid  a  crew 
As  ever  yet  drank  the  churchyard  dew. 

To  Deadman*s  Isle,  in  the  eye  of  the  Uaal 
To  Deadman's  Isle,  she  speeds  her  fast ; 
By  skeleton  shapes  her  sails  are  furrd. 
And  the  hand  that  steers  is  not  of  this 


pitality  of  my  friends  of  the  Phaeton  and  Boston,  Ik 
but  ill  pmpTired  for  the  niitcriei^  of  a  Cnnadian  ve«i 
wenther,  however,  was  plensnnt,  and  the  scenery  ■ 
i\\er  dclightAil.  Our  pu^sH}^  through  the  Gut  o 
with  a  bright  sky  and  a  fair  wind,  was  pnrticQlorl] 
and  luDiantic. 
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Oh !  hurry  thee  on — oh !  hurry  thee  on, 
Thou  terrible  bark,  ere  the  night  be  gone, 
N'or  let  morning  look  on  00  foul  a  eight 
Km  would  blanch  forever  her  rosy  light ! 


TO 

THE  BOSTON  FRIGATE,> 

ox 

LILWIXG  HALIFAX  FOR  ENGLAND 

OCTOBER,    1804. 

Hoarxn  irpo^aoif  yXvKcpev. 

riNVAK.  Pytk.  4. 

rm  triumph  this  morning,  oh  Boston  !  I  hull 
lie  stir  f^  thy  deck  and  the  spread  of  thy  sail, 
V  they  tell  me  I  soon  shall  be  wafted,  in  thee, 
0  the  flourishing  isle  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
od  that  chill  Nova-Scotia*s  unpromising  strand* 
the  last  I  shall  tread  of  American  land, 
''ell— peace  to  tlie  land !  may  her  sons  know,  at 

length, 
liBt  in  high-minded  honor  lies  liberty's  strength, 
W  though  man  bo  as  free  as  the  fetterless  wind, 
•i  Ute  wantoucst  air  that  the  north  can  unbind, 
Vt.  if  health  do  not  teiupir  and  swoetcn  the  blast} 
^00  harvest  of  mind  ever  sprung  where  it  pai»'d, 
neo  cnblest    is    such    freedom,   and    baleful   its 

might, — 
T9e  ooly  to  ruin,  and  strong  but  to  blight ! 

Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  left  with  regret ; 
In  tJiey  sometimes  recall,  what  I  cannot  forget, 
i»  delight  of  those  evenings, — too  brief  a  delight  I 
•htu  m  converse  and  song  we  have  stolen  on  tiie 

night; 
Vn  they've  ask*d  me  t};e  manners,  the  mind,  or 

the  mien 
noe  burd  I  had  kiiowu  or  some  chief  I  had  seen, 
ijQM  glory,  though  distant,  they  long  had  adored, 
iuM  name  had  oft  hallow'd  the  wine-cup  they 

pour'd; 

C-mmand^'d  hy  Cnpt-^ln  J.  R.  DniiKlax,  with  whom  I  re- 
ted  Ki  EnflaniL.  and  to  whom  I  nm  indeliieii  for  many, 
■7  kiadoeMea.  In  imth,  I  should  but  offend  the  delicncy 
ky  fhend  Oimglaa,  and.  al  the  s;iiiie  time,  do  injustice  to 
oira  feeiiofs  of  (gratitude,  did  i  attempt  to  say  how  much 
re  to  bim. 

Sir  John  Wentworth,  the  Governor  of  Nova  Scotia,  very 
Bj  aHowed  nie  to  acc«impany  him  on  his  viiiit  to  the  Col- 
,  whith  iliey  have  lately  established  at  Windsor,  aboat 


And  still  OS,  with  sympatliy  humble  but  true, 

I  havo  told  of  each  bright  son  of  fame  all  I  knew, 

They  have  listened,  and  sigh'd  that  the  powerful 

stream 
Of  America's  empire  should  para,  like  a  dream. 
Without  leaving  one  relic  of  genir.s,  to  nay 
How  sublime  was  tlie  tide  wh:ch  had  vanished  away ! 
Farewell  to  the  few — tlion-jh  we  never  may  rawt 
On  this  planet  again,  it  is  soothing  and  sweet 
To  think  that,  wheiu'ver  my  song  or  my  name 
Shall  recur  to  their  ear,  tiiev'll  recall  me  the  same 
I  have  been  to  ti.ein  now,  young,  uiithoughtful,  and 

blest. 
Ere  hope  had  deceived  me  or  sorrow  dcprcss'd. 

But,  Douglas !  while  th.us  I  recall  to  my  mind 
The  elect  of  the  land  we  shall  soou  leave  behind, 
I  can  read  in  the  weather-wise  glance  of  thine  eye, 
^Vs  it  follows  the  rack  flitting  over  the  sky, 
That  the  faint  coming  breeze  will  be  fair  for  our 

flight. 
And  shall  steal  us  away,  ere  the  falling  o?  night. 
Dear  Douglas!  thou  knowcst,  with  thee  by  my  side. 
With  thy  friendship  to  sooth   me,  thy  courage  to 

guide. 
There  is  not  a  bleak  isle  in  tliosc  summcrlcsB  seas, 
Wliero  the  day  comes  in  darkness,  or  shines  hut  to 

freeze. 
Not  a  tract  of  the  line,  not  a  barbarous  s!:ore, 
That  I  co»j1iI  not  with  p:itieuof».  with  pleasun.*  ex- 
plore I 
Oh  think  then  how  gladly  1  follow  t!icc  now. 
When  Hope  smooths  tlic  billowy  putli  of  our  prow, 
And   each    prosperous   sigh    of   ti.e    v/cst-tipringing 

wind 
Talvcs  mo  nearer  the  home  where  my  heart  is  in- 

s!)rincd ; 
Where  the  smile  of  a  father  shall  meet  me  again. 
And  the  tcarv  of  a  moliier  turn  bliss  iuto  pain ; 
Where  the  kind  voice  of  Hislors  siiall  steal  to  my 

heart, 
And  ask  it,  in  sighs,  l:ow  we  ever  could  part?— 

But  see  I — the  bent  top-!:aiIs  are  ready  to  swell- 
To   the   boat — I    am   with    V.^vc — Columbia,   fare- 
well : 

forty  miles  from  llniifax,  and  I  wrts  indeed  most  plea'tantly 
surprised  by  the  beauty  and  fertility  of  the  ci>untry  whieh 
openml  upon  tu  after  the  bleak  and  nK*ky  wildnrneas  by 
which  llniifax  is  siUTounded. — I  was  tnlil  th.iU  in  travelling 
onwnrds,  we  shoald  And  the  M>il  and  the  scenery  improve, 
and  it  gHve  me  mach  pleasure  to  know  that  the  wi>rthy 
Governor  has  by  no  mettn;!  such  an  **inumabile  regnam**  aa 
I  was,  at  first  ^hi.  Inclined  to  believe. 
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'CORRUPTION,  AND  INTOLERANCE: 


TWO   POEMS: 


ADDREVED  TO  AN  ENGUBIIMAN  BY  AN  IRUUaUN. 


PREFACE, 

The  nractioe  whi^h  has  been  lately  introduced 
into  literatuie,  ol  writing  very  long  notes  upon  very 
indifTerent  verses,  appears  to  me  rather  a  happy  in- 
vention ;  as  it  supplies  us  with  a  mode  of  turning 
dull  poetry  to  account ;  and  as  horses  too  heavy  for 
the  saddle  may  yet  serve  well  enough  to  draw  lum- 
ber, so  Poems  of  tliis  kind  make  excellent  beasts  of 
burden,  and  will  bear  notes,  though  they  may  not 
bear  reading.  Besides,  the  comments  in  such  cases 
are  so  little  under  the  necessity  of  paying  any  servile 
deference  to  the  text,  that  they  may  even  adopt 
that  Socratic  dogma,  "  Quod  supra  uos  niliil  ad 
nos." 

In  the  first  of  the  two  ^V'-^wing  Poems,  I  have 
vcnturfHl  to  speak  of  the  Revolution  of  1688  in  lan- 
guage which  has  sometimes  been  employed  by  Tory 
writepH,  ana  which  is  tnerefore  neither  verj'  new  nor 
popular.  But  however  an  Englishman  might  be  re- 
proached with  ingratitude,  for  de|iieciatiug  the  merits 
and  renults  of  a  mea.*)ure  which  he  is  taught  to  re- 
gard as  the  source  of  his  liberties — however  ungrate- 
ful it  might  appear  in  Alderman  B — rch  to  question 
for  a  moment  the  purity  of  that  glorious  era  to 
which  he  is  indebted  for  the  seasoning  of  so  many 
orations — yet  an  Irishman,  who  has  none  of  these 
obligations  to  acknowledge ;  to  whose  country  the 
Revolutiou  broighl  not'iin^  but  injury  and  insult, 
and  who  recollects  that  the  book  of  Molyneux  was 
bunied,  by  order  of  William's  Whig  Parliament,  for 
during  to  extend  to  unfortunate  Ireland  those  princi- 
ples on  which  the  Revolutiou  was  prufcssedly  founded 
— an  Irishman  may  be  allowed  to  criticise  freely  the 
measures  of  that  period,  without  exposing  himself 
either  to  the  imputation  of  ingratitude,  or  to  the  sus- 
picion of  being  influenced  by  any  Popish  remains  of 
luiM>biiism.  No  nation,  it  is  true,  was  ever  blessed 
with  a  more  golden  opportunity  of  establishing  and 


securing  its  liberties  forever  than  the  oonjancCiire  d 
Eighty-eight   presented  to    the    people    of   GiMt 
Britain.    But  the  disgraceful  reigns  of  Charies  ud 
James  had  weakened  and  degraded   tho  ntticHiil 
character.    The  bold  notions  of  popular  right,  whiuh 
had  arisen  out  of  the  struggles  between  Charles  the 
First   and    his    Pariiament,   were   gradually   sup- 
planted by  those  slavish  doctrines  for  which  Lori 
H — kcsb— ry  eulogizes  the  churchmen  of  that  period; 
and  as  the  Reformation  had  happened  too  soon  forthe 
purity  of  religion,  so  the  Revolution  came  too  bis 
for  the  spirit  of  liberty.     Its  advantages,  accordin^i 
were  for  the  most  part  specious  and  transitory,  while 
the  evils  which  it  entailed  are  still  felt  and  still  in- 
creasing.    By  rendering  unnecessary  the  frequent 
exercise    of    Prerogative, — that    unwieldy    power 
which  cannot  move  a  step  without  alarm, — K<fi- 
minishcd  the  only  interference  of  the  Crown,  wbick 
Lb  singly  and  independently  exposed  before  the  peo> 
pie,  and  whose  abuses  therefore  are  obvious  to  their 
senses  and  capacities.     Like  the  myrtle  over  a  cde- 
brated  statue  in  Minerva's  temple  at  Athens,  it  dc3- 
fully  veiled  from  tho  public  eye  the  only  obtnane 
feature  of  royalty.     At  tho  same  time,  however,  thst 
the  Revolution  abridged  this  unpopular  attributes  it 
amply  coinj>cnsated  by  the  substitution  of  a  new 
power,  as  much  more  potent  in  its  eflfect  as  it  ismon 
sex:rct  in  its  operations.     In  the  disposal  of  an  toi* 
mense  revenue  and  the  extensive  patronage  annexed 
to  it,  the  first  foundations  of  this  power  of  the  Crown 
were  laid ;  the  innovation  of  a  standing  army  it 
once  increased  and  strengthened  it,  and  the  few  dight 
barriers  which  the  Act  of  Settlement  oppoeed  to  ill 
progress  have  all  been  gradually  removed  during  the 
whiggish  reigns  that  succeeded.;  till  at    ength  thii 
spirit  of  influence  has  become  the  vital  principle  of 
the  state, — an  agency,  subtle  and  unseen,  whUh 
pervades  every  part  of  the  Constitution,  lurks  ander 
all  its  forma  and  regulates  all  its  moveroeuti,  aodi 
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invisible  sylph  or  grace  which  presides  over 
loos  of  beauty, 

illam,  qnlcqnid  h0u  qtinqno  vestigia  fleetit, 
Jonipoait  funiin  subsequUurqaf).*' 

nse  of  Liberty  and  tlie  Revolution  are  so 
ly  associated  in  the  minds  of  Englishmen, 
>bably  in  objecting  to  the  lalter  I  may  be 

hosstile  or  mdifierent  to  the  former.  But 
y  nothing  could  be  more  unjust  than  such 
rion.    The  very  object,  indecnl,  which  my 

an  madversions  would  attain  is,  that  in  the 

which  I  think  England  is  now  hastening, 
ween  which  and  foreigrn  subjugation  she 
3n  be  compelled  to  choose,  the  erron  and 
IS  of  1688  should  be  remedied ;  and,  as  it 
n  her  fate  to  experience  a  Revolution  with- 
»rm,  80  she  may  now  endeavor  to  accomplish 
n  without  Revolution, 
eaking  of  the  parties  which  have  so  long 

England,  it  will  be  observed  that  I  lean  as 
the  Whigs  as  to  their  adversaries.  Both  fac- 
ve  been  equally  cruel  to  Ireland,  and  per- 
jally  insincere  in  their  efforts  for  the  liber- 
England.  Tliere  is  one  name,  indeed,  con- 
vith  whiggism  of  which  I  can  never  think 
I  veneration  and  tenderness.  As  justly,  how- 
ght  the  light  of  the  sun  be  claimed  by  any 
IT  nation,  as  the  sanction  of  that  name  be 
ized  by  any  party  whatsoever.  Mr.  Fox  be- 
0  mankind,  and  they  have  lost  in  him  their 
ieud. 

respect  to  tlie  few  lines  upon  Intolerance, 

have  subjoined,  they  are  but  the  imperfect 
ig  of  a  long  series  of  Essays,  with  which  I 
nace  my  readers,  upon  the  same  important 
I  shall  look  to  no  higher  merit  in  the  task, 
at  of  giving  a  new  fonn  to  claims  and  re- 
nces,  which  have  often  been  much  more 
:Iy  ur^ed,  and  which  would  long  ere  now 
oduced  tlieir  effect,  but  tliut  the  minds  of 

our  statesmen,  like  tlie  pupil  of  the  himian 
ntract  themselves  the  more,  the  stronger 
»e  is  slied  upou  them. 

,  mot  ae  ^ua  omnln  impcnse  mirantnr;  ca>tcmA  na- 
«pecml  habcnL — Barclay,  (as  quoted  in  one  of  Dry- 

•tkCt*.) 

ind  becan  very  early  to  feci  the  eflecls  of  cruelty 
ber  dependenrles.  "  The  severity  of  her  government 
irpherwHi)  eontribaled  more  to  deprive  her  of  the 
r«l  dominions  of  the  f  iniily  of  riantagcncl  than  the 
Irinee.** — See  hl^  History,  vol.  i. 
the  liHat  reduction  of  tlie  l(inednin  of  Ireland  in  1(191, 
rte.'  the  niio  of  the  nntive  Iri^h.  and  in  a  pr«?nt 
ton.  Iff  the  tint  races  of  the  F^n|;li<ih,  was  cjunplelely 
tbed.  The  new  English  interest  was  seitled  with 
ftubility  as  any  thing  in  human  affairs  can  lool<  for. 
Mai  la»s  jf  thai  aopcirmileied  code  of  (>i>pre5siuB, 
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fivvi'iiravO^  uMwep  tl  ayopat  imtirpaTai  ravra'  avrei<ri|K> 
rai  St  am  rovrtow,  i^*  wr  airoXuXt  xat  vtvoatiKtv  4  'EAAa;. 
Tavta  f  i9ri  ri;  (qAsf,  €t  rif  ciAq^c  re  ycXo^f  av  hiioXoy^* 
avyyviojifi  roif  «A*j'X*'/»**"'*^  /"^of,  av  rovroii  rij  ewirtiiO' 
ToXXa  navra,  bca  u  rov  iutfioSoxetv  ripriirat, 

JiMOSTn.  PkUijfp.  iil. 

Boast  on,  my  friend — though  stripp*d  of  all  beside, 
Thy  struggling  nation  still  retains  her  pride  :' 
That  pride,  which  once  in  genuine  glory  woke 
When  Marlborough  fought,  and  brilliant  St.  John 

spoke; 
That  pride  which  still,  by  time  and  shame  nnstung. 
Outlives  even  Wh-tel-cke's  sword  and  U~wk-«- 

b*ry's  tongue ! 
Boast  on,  my  friend,  while  in  this  humbled  isle* 
Where  Honor  mourns  and  Freedom  fears  to  smile, 
Whero  the  bright  light  of  England*s  fame  is  known 
But  by  the  shadow  o*er  our  fortunes  thrown  ; 
Where,  doomed  ourselves  to  nauglit  hist  wrongs  and 

slights,' 
W^e  hear  you  boast  of  Britain's  glorious  rights. 
As  wretched  slaves,  thai  imder  hatches  lU, 
Hear  those  on  deck  extol  the  sun  and  aay ! 
Boast   on,    while   wandering   through    my    nativs 

haunts, 
I  coldly  listen  to  thy  patriot  vaunts  ; 
And  feel,  though  close  our  wedded  countries  twine. 
More  sorrow  for  my  own  than  pride  from  thine. 

Yet  pause  a  moment — and  if  truths  severe 
Can  fnid  an  inlet  to  that  courtly  ear. 
Which  hears  no  news  but  W — rd's  gazetted  lies, 
And  loves  no  politics  in  rhyme  but  Pye's, — 
If  aught  can  please  thee  but  the  good  old  saws 
Of  "  Church  and  State,"  and  "  William's  matchless 

laws," 
And     Acts  and  Rights  of  glorious  Eighty-eight," — 
Things,  which  though  now  a  century  out  of  date, 
Still  servo  to  ballast,  with  convenient  words, 
A  few  crank  arguments  for  specching  lords,*— 

which  were  made  nAer  the  last  event,  were  manifestly  the 
olTerts  of  national  hatred  and  scorn  towards  a  conquered 
people,  whom  the  victors  delighted  to  trample  upon,  and 
were  not  at  all  afraid  to  provoke."  Yet  thin  Is  the  era  to 
which  the  wise  Common  Council  of  Ihiblin  refer  at  for  "  in- 
valuMblc  blessings.'*  &c. 

*  it  never  iteems  to  occur  to  those  orators  and  addmssera  ! 
who  round  otf  so  many  sentences  and  paragraphs  with  the  . 
Dill  of  Rights  the  Act  of  Settlement,  &c..  that  most  of  the  ( 
pntvisions  which  the«>e  Acts  contained  for  the  preservation 
of  iMirlitmentiry  independence  have  been  long  laid  aside  ni  ' 
romantic  and  troublesome.  I  never  meet.  I  confess,  with  a  pol* 
ilician  who  quotes  seriously  the  Declaration  of  Right*,  hc^ 
to  prove  the  actual  existence  of  English  .iberty,  that  1  do  ant 
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Tnm,  while  I  tell  how  Eng^Iand's  freedom  found, 
Where    most    she    lookV    for    life,    her   deadliest 

wound  ; 
How  brave  she  Btrufrpflcd,  while  her  foe  was  seen, 
IIow  faint  since  Influence  lent  that  foe  a  screen  ; 
How  stronjsf  o*er  James  and  Popery  she  prevailed. 
How  w(<akly  fell,  when  Whigs  and  gold  assail'd.' 

While  kings  were  poor,  and  all  those  schemes 
unknown 
Which  drain  the  people,  to  enrich  the  throne  ; 
Ere  yet  a  yielding  Commons  had  supplied 
Those   chains  of  gold   by  which   themselves   are 
tied ; 

I   Then  proud  Prcrof]jative,  untaught  to  creep 
With  briber}''*  silent  foot  on  Freedom's  sleep, 
Frankly  avow'd  his  bold  enslaving  plan. 
And  ciaim'd  a  rij^ht  from  God  to  trample  man ! 
But  Lutlicr's  schism  hud  too  much  roused  mankind 
For  Hampden's  truths  to  linger  long  behind  ; 
Nor  then,  when  king-like  popes  had  fallen  so  low, 
Cllould  pope-like  kings'  escape  the  levelling  blow. 
That  ponderous  sceptre,  (in  w^hose  place  we  bow 
To  the  light  talisman  of  influence  now,) 
1*00  gross,  too  visible  to  work  the  spell 

I  Which  modem  power  perfonns,  in  fragments  fell : 

think  of  that  marqals  whom  Montesquieu  mentions,*  who 
Mct  Nhout  liHiking  for  mines  in  the  Pyrenees,  on  the  strength 
of  HUthorities  which  he  had  rend  in  some  ancient  authors. 
Tho  p<H)r  mtirquis  tiiiled  and  searched  in  vain,  lie  quoted 
Iiis  nuthoritifs  to  the  last,  hot  found  no  mines  after  all. 

>  The  chief,  perhaps  the  only  advantage  which  h:is  result- 
ed from  the  system  of  influence,  is  that  trunquil  course  of  un- 
interrupted action  which  it  hat  piven  to  the  nr!ni{ni«trntIon 
of  povrrnment  If  kinft^  must  be  p:ininioant  in  the  stale, 
(and  their  ministers  for  the  time  being  always  think  so,)  the 
country  is  indebted  tn  the  Revolution  fur  enabling  them  tu 
^come  NO  quietly,  and  for  removing  skilfully  the  danger  of 
tho'e  shocks  and  collisiont  which  the  alarming  efforts  of 
prerogative  never  f.tiied  to  produce. 

In<tead  of  vain  and  disturbing  edTorts  toestaliiish  that  s|k?c- 
iihitive  Imliince  of  the  r(in!<tilutii>n,  which,  fierhnp^.  Iihh 
never  existed  but  in  the  puces  of  Montesquieu  and  De  I»hi:c, 
a  preptindrmnce  is  now  silently  yielded  to  one  of  the  tliree 
e««tat»'s.  which  CHrrle<  the  other  twt>  alnio<t  insensibly,  but 
St. II  elf(>riually,  along  with  it;  and  even  though  the  path 
niMy  lend  eventunlly  to  destruction,  yet  lu  s|)ccion5  and 
g>ld(Mi  !«nioothnrHs  niniitst  ntones  for  the  d:incer;  and,  like 
^!ilton'3  bridge  over  Chaos,  it  may  be  said  to  lc;id, 

"  Smootli,  easy,  inofTonsive,  down  to .** 

•  The  drlvellinc  correspondence  between  J:*mes  Land  his 
''dog  Steenie,**  (the  Duke  of  Buckingham.)  which  we  find 
among  the  II>irilwicke  Pnpers,  sufliciently  shows,  if  we 
wanted  any  such  illustration,  into  wh><t  doting,  idiotic  brains 
the  plan  of  nr»>ilrMry  power  may  enter. 

»  Tacitus  has  expressed  his  opinion,  in  a  passage  very  fre- 
quently quoted,  that  such  a  distribution  of  [N>wer  as  the 
theory*  of  tho  British  con>titution  exhiliiti  is  merely  a  subject 
of  brieht  sfieculHtion.  "a  system  more  ea<(ily  pmised  than 
prHcti«ed.  and  which,  even  could  it  hnp(H>n  to  exi<t,  would 
certainly  not  prove  permanent :"  and.  in  truth,  a  review  of 

•  Lit.  XXI  (hap.  t. 


In  fragfments  lay,  till,  patch*d  and  painted  o*er 
Willi  fleur-de-Iys,  it  shone  and  scourged  once  mora. 

'Twos  then,  my  friend,  thy  kneelint;  nation  quafTd 
I^iig,  lon;^  and  deep,  the  churchman's  opiate  draught 
Of  passive,  prone  obedience — then  took  fiiglit     • 
All  sense  of  mun*8  true  dignity  and  riglit ; 
And  Drilons  slept  so  sluggish  in  their  chain, 
That  Freedom's  watch-voice  calfd  almost  in  vain 
Oil  England!  England!  what  a  chance  wus  tlune, 
When  tlio  last  tyrant  of  that  ill-starr'd  line 
Fled  from  his  sullied  crown,  and  left  thco  free 
To  found  tliy  own  eternal  liberty  I 
How  nobly  high,  in  that  propitious  hour, 
Mi^jhl  patriot  hands  have  raised  the  tro'.c  lower* 
Of  Uritis!;  freedom,  cu  a  rock  divine 
Whicii  ucillicr    force    could  stomi    iioi       ctachery 


nunc 


I 
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England*!  annals  would  dispose  us  to  agree  with  the  i^eat 
historian's  remark.  For  we  find  that  at  no  period  wbatevrr 
has  this  balance  of  the  three  estates  existed ;  that  the  onWei 
predominated  till  the  policy  of  Henry  Vll.aod  his  tuccesiof 
reduced  their  weight  by  breaking  up  the  feudal  apleoi  of 
pntperty ;  that  the  power  of  the  Cniwn  became  then  raprene 
and  absolute,  till  the  bold  encroachments  of  the  Commons 
subverted  the  fabric  altogether;  that  the  alternate  asceades- 
cy  of  prerogative  and  privilege  distracted  the  period  which 
followed  the  Restoration  ;  and  that,  lastly,  the  A^ts  of  1688b 
by  laying  the  foundation  of  an  unbounded  court- {ofloence, 
have  secured  a  preponderance  to  the  Throne,  which  every 
succeeding  year  Increases.  So  that  the  vaunted  Brithh  con- 
stitution has  never  perhaps  existed  hut  io  mere  theory. 

*  The  monarchs  of  Great  Britain  can  never  be  tafficiontly 
grnteful  for  thtit  nccommcNiating  spirit  which  led  the  Revo 
Intionary  Whigs  to  give  away  the  crown,  without  ImptHlng 
any  of  those  restraints  or  stipulations  which  other  men  might 
hiive  taken  advantage  of  so  favorable  a  moment  to  enfuree, 
and  in  the  framing  of  which  they  had  so  good  a  model  lo 
follow  as  tiie  lintitHtiont  proposed  by  the  Lords  Essex  aad 
Halifax,  in  the  ilcbnte  upon  the  Exclusion  Bill.  They  not 
only  condeiicended.  however,  to  accept  of  places,  but  btok  care 
that  these  dignities  should  be  no  Impediment  to  their  '*  voice 
potenfiar*  in  alTiilrs  of  legislation  ;  and  although  nn  Act  was 
after  m:tny  yenrs  suffered  to  pass,  which  by  one  of  Its  articles 
dl«!qnnlificd  placemen  from  serving  as  members  of  the  House 
of  Conmions,  it  was  yet  not  allowed  to  interfere  with  the  1m- 
fluence  of  the  reigning  monarch,  nor  with  thatof  hUsoccewrr 
Anne.  The  purifying  cinnse.  Indeed,  was  not  to  lake  effect 
till  aAer  the  dccea!<e  of  the  latter  »overelgn.  and  she  very  cmt- 
siderately  repealed  It  altogether.  So  that,  as  reprpseBtailoci 
has  continued  ever  since,  If  the  king  were  simple  encirgh  lo 
send  tn  foreign  courts  amiiastadon  who  were  most  of  iL^m  la 
the  p'ly  of  those  courta,  he  would  be  Jnsi  as  hoaesUy  and  fiiith- 
Aiiiy  represented  as  are  his  people.  It  would  be  endless  to 
enumerate  all  the  favors  wlilf  h  were  conferred  upon  WUIItM 


But,  no — the  luminous,  the  lofty  plan. 
Like  mighty  BuIm*1,  s(>em*d  too  bold  for  man ; 
The  curse  of  jarring  tongues  again  was  giveu 
To  thwart  a  work  which  raised  men  nearer  IteaveD. 
W^hile  Tories  marr'd  what  Wliigs  had  scarce  be- 
gun, 
Willie  W'higs  .^did  what  Whigs  themselves  had 
doa .  * 
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Icon)  all  the  ills  ym  ntfler, — lience  remaia 
Soeb  gallinf  fnemenU  o!  ii,a\  fniidiil  cliain,' 
Wbon  GiiJh,  around  yon  liy  ll^e  Nr>nnaii  flung, 
Thoogh    looMd    mod    broke    ao  oflen.  Mill    have 

duQ£. 

Hence  dv  Prerogative,  like  Jore  of  M, 
Ilaa  loni'd  hia  thtmder  into  riiowcn  of  galil, 

tame -ipnnta  Whlc^"   ThcrcnmplImcnlrJhlm  nrlth 


BiMnrloc  Letter.    In  which  11  liilDilnouUrJlh.il  Ciifliinil, 

cm  (bn.lnh«tt>nulHlhiiDrnrrr|cncniIiaii.  ivunirivcil 

■I  iiKha.)itlili4>f  AmtnimndmrrDpllna.  (tlntnoltllril'niilrl 

I    kcf>  Wt  la  aritr  bul  I  WhtinilnJiuy  Hud  n  ■nndliw  araiy. 

I    -rhrr«rawl.u)(<nguthr;r<nDlil.1o>li'«unIh<i1l>nili«i 

,     r^inrtlaiiWBU   >ihI  ibnoib.'lll  lIlsIWInrnli'Hinr  BlgllU.  lb> 

B»-«iiy  of  inch  ■  refonu  WM  ^cUnnivMrpd.  Ihey  wm 

Ibr  ri««iTrtai^ctcct1ana. — oriDmlnE  rriini  i  [^  f ntif «d.  iTifl  fi^r- 
■fv#T<tMliiBCih«iffieAi«lTHiniiif  Mrpi«"taii>i](ni,vhich  hsiT. 
m  Ik  iheii™i>«IDilrfpP'lw1«.rtnMWrtimn*ltiiloriwnl 


le  uitimiU  ulll  ■nd  pnpoUr  ftpllM 


"Amp  ^ndniet  prcvnlrdAi  arf< 

rv-*.  "4.  in.) 


'  sd|innMrMi«fUl(«4?hlin'ltlw  YrlFfenln  It 
j  we  •r*  iJk  dtcii  vt  Ibit  UODUnKrtnR  -aplrll  wbU 
I     rnu'mt  I"         Irn  rTnT  eOhrl  oT  Die  Enlllill  nill 


Whoae  tilenl  conrfihip  wine  KCUrer  joyii* 
Taiiiti  by  tloirrcnK,  mid  nilna  wilhoot  doiml 
Wliile  prirliunieniA,  lln  more  thoM  sacred  things 
Wlijoli  make  an'i  nilr>  Die  destiny  of  kings, 
Like  [cKuled  Jjee  by  TniiiiElem  are  thrown. 
And  each  new  set  of  sharpeni  cog  llieir  own. 
Ilrnce  tlie  licli  oil   timt  frem  the  Treuaury  slmli, 
Drips  mODth  o'er  nil  tlio  Conalitiilkin's  wheels, 
(.living  the  old  mactiinc  buoIi  pliant  play  ' 
Thai  Coiut  and  Commons  jog  one  jollies  way, 


II  nould  be  ■  tuk  ni 


Thraae.  In  lla  anulci  niinD  IIIwrt,  befnn 


nl*  ihr  trnwa,  bnl  which  ikr.  \VhlE<  lbiiB|hl  riiiil  innjif; 

wnn  ihpni,  wkn  enjnylns  ib<  ntru  of  iifflro  ihriKli-n 
OiiriuklHCBnjriiBenurU  BdnniiReof IheThmoF.  Itnill 
Im  rrcnllnied.  biiinti-r.  Ih'l  Ihs  cmlinn  nC  the  Invlni 
t-rtn  hf  ihe  T«l«  In  Anse'iTeljoi  (n  niniinre  which  Pwia 

ha  Mnie  inny  nail,  dcbnib)  ritl  Iheie  Di'rithi  Whin 
ill  pnulMe   l*rni  K*1hf1r  lltorlln. 

Wllh  rtftnl  to  lbs  rmitnrat  Itl  almai  hbi  ptrnmlin 

nni  h-'va  hlnied  ibti  he[nrniy'Hi  "riginninl  Kir  inm  In 


lol  bmkr."  (J/«..r,. 
webihVJ.id«rr'"«i"l»' 
fully  4inillniiKiii»iiyiir 


paled  ri  IfHlntlw 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


While  Wisdom  trembles  for  the  crazy  car, 

So  gilt,  so  rotten,  carrying  fools  so  far ; 

And  the  duped  people,  hourly  doom'd  to  pay 

Tlie  sums  that  bribe  their  liberties  away,* — 

Like  a  young  eagle,  who  has  lent  his  plume 

To  fledge  the  shaft  by  which  ho  meets  his  doom, 

See  theu:  own  feathers  pluck'd,  to  wing  the  dart 

Which  rank  corniption  destines  for  their  heart ! 

But  soft !  mcthiuks  1  hear  thee  proudly  say 

"  What !  shall  I  listen  to  the  impious  lay, 

"  That  dares,  with  Tory  license,  to  profane 

"  The  bright  bequests  of  William's  glorious  reign  ? 

"  Shall  the  great  wisdom  of  our  patriot  sires, 

"  Whom  H — wks — b — y  quotes  and  savory  B — rch 

admires, 
<*  Be  slander'd  thus?    Shall  honest  St — ^le  agree 
**  With  virtuous  R — se  to  call  us  pure  and  free, 
"Yet  fail  to  prove  it?     Shall  our  patent  pair 
**  Of  wise  state-poets  waste  their  words  in  air, 
« And    P— e    unheeded    breathe    liis    prosperous 

strain, 
"  And  C — nn — ng  take  the  people^s  sense  \A  vain  ?'*• 

supplying  oii  from  the  Treasury  which  has  been  fuand  so 
necessary  to  make  n  government  like  that  of  Enjilanil  nn 
irooothly.  Had  Charles  been  as  well  provided  with  this 
article  as  his  successors  have  been  Klnce  the  happy  Revolu- 
tion, his  Commons  would  never  have  merited  from  him  the 
banh  appellation  of"  seditious  vipers,"  but  would  have  been 
(a«  they  now  are,  and  I  trust  always  will  be)  "  dutiful  Com- 
mons,** *'  loyal  Commons/'  &c.,  &c.,  and  would  have  given 
bira  ship-money,  or  any  other  sort  of  money  he  might  have 
fancied. 

1  Among  those  auxiliaries  which  the  Revolution  of  Ifi^ 
marshalled  on  the  side  of  the  Throne,  the  bugliear  of  Popery 
bas  not  been  the  least  convenient  and  serviceable.  Those 
nnskilftil  tyrants  Charles  and  James,  Instead  of  profiting  by 
thatasefbl  subserviency  which  has  always  distinguished  the 
ministers  of  our  religious  establishment,  were  att  Infatuated 
as  to  plan  the  ruin  of  this  best  bulwark  of  their  power,  and, 
moreover,  connected  their  designs  upon  the  Church  sonndis- 
guisedly  with  their  attacks  u|K)n  the  Constitution,  that  they 
identified  in  tlie  minds  of  the  people  the  interests  of  their 
religion  and  their  lil)erties.  During  those  times,  therefore, 
'*  No  Popery*'  was  the  watchwoni  of  freedom,  and  served  to 
keep  the  public  spirit  awake  agiiinst  the  inva!<luns  of  bigotry 
and  prerogntlve.  The  Revolution,  however,  by  removing 
this  object  of  jealousy,  has  produced  a  reliance  on  the  ortho- 
dury  of  the  Throne,  of  which  the  Throne  has  not  failed  to 
take  advantnge ;  and  the  cry  of  "  No  Poper>*'*  having  thus 
lost  its  jKiwer  of  alarming  the  people  against  the  inroads  of 
the  Crov/n,  has  served  ever  since  the  very  difforent  purpose 
of  strengthening  the  Crown,  against  the  pretensions  and 
struggles  of  the  people.  The  dnngcr  of  tlie  Church  from 
Pnplsts  and  Pretender)*  was  the  chief  pretext  for  the  repeal  of 
the  Triennial  Bill,  for  the  adoption  of  a  standing  army,  for 
the  numerous  suspensions  of  the  Habeas  Corpus  Act,  and,  In 
short,  for  all  those  ••piriled  Infractions  of  the  constitution  by 
which  the  reigns  of  the  last  century  were  so  eminently  dis- 
tinguished. We  have  seen  very  lately,  too,  how  the  Throne 
has  been  enabled,  by  the  same  scarecrow  sort  of  alarm,  to 
select  its  ministers  from  among  men  tvhose  servility  is  their 
only  claim  to  elevation,  and  who  are  pledged  (if  such  an 
alternative  could  arise)  to  tike  part  with  the  scruples  of  the 
King  against  the  salvation  of  the  empire. 


The  people! — ah,  that   Freedom's  form  Bhooki 
stay  I 

Where  Freedom's  spirit  long  hath  pass'd  away !         I 
That  a  false  smile  should  play  around  the  dead, 
And  flush  the  features  when  the  soul  hath  fled  !* 
When  Rome  had  lost  her  virtue  with  her  rights, 
When  her  foul  tyrant  sat  on  Capres's  height^ 
Amid  his  ruffian  spies,  and  dooniM  to  death 
Each  noble  name  they  blasted  with  their  breathe- 
Even  tiien,  (ui  mockery  of  that  golden  time, 
When  the  Republic  rose  revered,  sublime, 
And  her  proud  sons,  diffused  from  zone  to  zone, 
Gave  kings  to  every  nation  but  their  own,) 
Even  then  the  senate  and  the  tribunes  stood, 
Insulting  marks,  to  show  how  high  the  flood 
Of  Freedom  flowed,  in  glory's  bygone  day, 
And  how  it  ebb'd, — forever  ebb'd  away  !* 

Look  but  around — though  yet  a  tyrant's  sword 
Nor  haunts  our  sleep  nor  glitters  o'er  our  board, 
Though  blood  be  better  drawn,  by  modem  quacki, 
With  Treasiury  leeches  tlian  with  sword  or  axe ; 

s  Somebody  has  said.  "Quand  tons  lea  poCtes  serelent 
noy^s,  ce  ne  si^rait  paa  grand  dommage  ,*'  but  I  aro  await 
that  this  is  not  fit  language  to  be  held  at  a  time  when  oar 
birth-day  odes  and  state-papers  are  written  by  such  pretty 
poets  as  Mr.  P— e  and  Mr.  C — nn— ng.  All  I  wish  is,  that  the 
latter  gentleman  would  change  places  with  his  bn>tber  P--^ 
by  which  means  wo  sliould  have  s<imewhat  less  prow  la  oar 
odes,  and  certainly  less  poetry  in  our  politics. 

s  "  It  is  a  scandal  (said  Sir  Charles  Sedley  In  William's 
reign)  that  a  government  so  sick  at  heart  as  ours  is  thnald 
look  so  well  in  the  face ;"  and  Edninnd  Burke  has  said,  la 
the  pre.sent  reign,  "  When  the  people  conceive  that  lawsanJ 
tribunals,  and  even  popular  assemblies,  are  perverted  ftrai 
the  ends  of  their  Institution,  they  find  in  these  names  of  de* 
generated  estublishmcnts  only  new  motives  to  discoDlniL 
Those  bmlles  which,  when  full  of  life  and  beauty,  lay  in  tbeir 
arms  and  were  their  Joy  and  comfort,  when  dead  and  patrM 
become  more  loathsome  from  remembrance  of  former 
dcarments.** —  Thoug/Ut  on  the  frtteut  Di*emUemt»i  1770. 

*  Tutor  haberl 

Prlncipls,  Augustd  Caprearum  in  nipe  sedcniis    . 
Cum  gregc  Chaldo.'o. 

JwzuLL,  Sat.  X.  T.  99L 

The  senate  still  continued,  during  the  reign  of  Hberlvs, 
manage  all  the  business  of  the  public;  the  money 
and  long  after  coined  by  their  authority,  and  every  oQiB 
public  affair  received  their  sanction. 

We  are  told  by  Tacitus  of  a  certain  race  of  men, 
themselves  ptirticularly  useful  to  the  Roman  emperurs, 
were  therefore  called  "  instrumenta  regnV*  or  **  eoart  loob.** 

Prom  this  It  appears,  that  my  Lords  M ,  C ,  Ice  AcCi, 

are  by  no  means  things  of  modern  invention. 

*  There  is  something  very  timching  In  what  Tacltu  tdk 
us  of  the  hopes  thtit  revived  in  a  few  patriot  bosoms,  whss 
the  death  of  Augustus  was  near  approaching,  and  the  Ibotf 
expectation  with  which  they  already  began  **buna  llbertaki 
Incassum  disserere.** 

AccordinK  to  Ferguson,  Ca»nr*s  interference  with  Ibi 
rights  of  election  ''made  the  subversion  of  the  lepaMiei 
felt  than  any  of  the  former  acts  <^  hla  poWer.**— J 
RepmbliCf  book  v.  chap.  i. 
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could  even  a  prostrate  tribune's  power, 

;k  senate,  in  Rome's  servile  hour, 

much  the  claims,  the  rights  of  man, 

:hat  fctter'd  mob,  that  free  divan, 

tools  and  honorable  knaves, 

•u*d  patriots  and  privileged  slaves ; — 

ty-color*d  mass,  which  naught  can  warm 

ik     comiptiou's    boat — whose     quiokeu'd 

T^arra 

leir  light  wings  in  Bribery's  golden  sky, 

a  period,  lay  their  eggs,  and  die  ; — 

edy  vampire,  which  from  freedom's  tomb 

rth,  with  all  the  mimicry  of  bloom 

lifeless  c!icek,  and  sucks  and  drains 

s  Uood  to  feed  its  putnd  veins  ! 

start'st,  my  friend,  at  picture  drawn  so 

rk— 

e   no  light?"  thou   ask'st — "no   lingering 

ark 

ent  fire  to  warm  us  ?    Lives  there  nono, 

a  Marvell's  part  ?'" — alas !  not  one. 

and  power  all  public  spirit  tends, 

and  power  all  public  spirit  ends  ;* 

ly  plants,  tliat  love  the  air  and  sky, 

t,  'twill  thrive — but  taken  in,  'twill  die  ! 

ider  trutlis  of  sacred  Freedom  hung 
ney's  pen  or  burn'd  on  Fox's  tongue, 
tart  Whigs  produce  each  market  night, 
t  the'u*  conscience,  as  tlieir  purse,  is  light ; 
bta  at  home  excite  their  care  for  those 
ire  to  tell,  their  much-loved  country  owes, 


r  Manrell,  the  honest  opposer  of  the  court  during 
f  Cbarlet  the  Second,  Rnd  the  Inst  member  of  par- 
lo,  accurdSng  tn  the  ancient  mode,  took  wnges  from 
laentv.  The  Commons  have,  since  then,  much 
lelr  peT-ro»5ters. — See  the  State  Poems  for  some 
ttrlted  eflasions  of  Andrew  MiirveM. 
Ilowinf  artles*  speech  of  ?lr  Fmnris  VVinnln(;ton, 
1  of  Charles  the  Second,  will  aniu^ie  those  who  are 
e  of  the  perfection  we  have  since  attained  in  that 
gnvemment  whose  humble  be^nnings  so  much 

the  worthy  baroneL  "  I  did  observe  (says  he) 
*9e  who  had  pea«lons.  and  most  of  those  who  had 
ed  all  of  a  side,  as  they  were  directed  by  some 
r,  exactly  as  if  their  baslness  in  this  Houie  had 
taerre  their  pensions  and  offices,  and  not  to  make 
«  food  of  them  who  sent  thoni  here.**— He  alludes 
Uament  which  was  called,  par  ezcelle7ue,the  Pea- 
rl lament. 

ing  to  Xeoophon,  the  chief  circumstance  which 
led  these  creatures  to  the  service  of  E^istern 
t  the  Ignonilnlons  station  they  held  in  society,  and 
lility  of  their  being,  upon  this  account,  more  de- 
«  will  and  caprice  of  a  master,  from  whose  notice 

derived  consideration,  and  In  whose  favor  they 
,  refii|:e  from  the  general  contempt  of  mankind.— 
cs  •!  tvwovxot  wa^a  roif  aWoif  avOputirotf  nai  ita 
9TW  twiKovpov  wpooUowrai. — Bat  I  doubt  whether 


And  loud  and  upright,  till  their  prize  be  known, 

They  thwart  the  King's  supplies  to  raise  their  own. 

But  be«i,  on  flowers  alighting,  cease  their  hmn — 

So,  settling  upon  places,  Whigs  grow  dumb. 

And,  though  most  base  is  he  who,  'neath  the  shade 

Of  Freedom's  ensign  plies  corruption's  trade, 

And  makes  the  sacred  flag  he  dares  to  show 

His  passport  to  the  market  of  her  foe, 

Yet,  yet,  I  own,  so  venerably  dear 

Are  Freedom's  grave  old  anthems  to  my  ear, 

Tliat  I  enjoy  them,  though  by  traitors  sung. 

And  reverence  Scripttire  even  from  Satan's  tongue. 

Nay,  when  the  constitution  has  expired, 

ril  have  such  men,  like  Irish  wakers,  hired 

To  chant  old  "  Habeas  Corpus"  by  its  side. 

And  ask,  in  purchased  ditties,  why  it  died  ? 

See  yon  smooth  lord,  whom  native's  plastk:  pains 
Would  seem  to'vo  fashion'd  for  those  Eastern  reigns 
When  eiuuchs  flourish'd,  and  such  nerveless  things 
As  men  rejected  were  the  chosen  of  Kings  ;* — 
Even  he,  forsooth,  (oh  fraud,  of  all  the  worst !) 
Dared  to  assume  the  patriot's  name  at  flrat — 
Thus  Pitt  began,  and  thus  begin  his  apes ; 
Thus  devils,  when  first  raised,  take  pleasing  shapes. 
But  oh,  poor  Ireland !  if  revenge  be  sweet 
For  centuries  of  wrong,  for  dark  deceit 
And  with'ring  insult — for  the  Union  thrown 
Into  thy  bitter  cup,*  when  that  alone 
Of  slavery's  draught  was  wanting* — if  for  this 
Revenge  be  sweet,  thou  hast  that  daemon's  bliss ; 
For,  sure,  'tis  more  than  hell's  revenge  to  see 
That  England  trusts  the  men  who've  ruin'd  thee  ^ 


even  an  Eastern  prince  would  have  chosen  aa  entire  ad- 
ministration upon  this  principle. 

*  "  And  In  the  ccp  an  Union  shall  be  thrown.** 

Uandet. 

*  Among  the  many  measures,  which,  since  the  Revolution, 
have  contributed  to  Increase  the  Influence  of  the  throne,  and 
to  feed  up  this  "Aaron*s  serpent**  of  the  constitution  to  its 
present  health  and  respectable  magnitude,  there  have  been 
few  more  nutritive  than  the  Scotch  and  Irish  Unions.  Sir 
John  Packer  said,  in  a  debate  upon  the  former  question,  that 
"  He  would  submit  it  to  the  House,  whether  men  who  had 
basely  betrayed  their  tru^t,  by  giving  up  their  independent 
constitution,  were  fit  to  be  admitted  into  the  EnglUh  Hoase 
of  Commons.**  But  Sir  John  would  have  known,  if  he  had 
not  been  out  of  place  at  the  time,  that  the  pliancy  i  f  such 
material*  was  not  among  the  least  of  their  recommend  itions. 
Indeed,  the  promoters  of  the  Scotch  Union  were  by  no  means 
disappointed  In  the  leadlngobjectof  their  measure,  for  the 
triumphant  majorities  of  the  court-party  in  parliament  may 
be  dated  from  the  admission  of  the  45  and  the  16.  Once  or 
twice,  upon  the  alteration  of  their  law  of  treason  and  the  im- 
position of  the  malt-tax,  (measures  which  were  In  direct  vio- 
lation of  the  Act  of  Union,)  these  worthy  North  Uritons 
arrayed  themselves  in  opposition  to  the  court ;  uut  flndinc 
this  effort  for  their  country  anavalllng,  they  prudently  deter- 
mined to  think  thenceforward  of  themselves,  and  few  mea 
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That,  in  these  awful  da>'8,  when  every  hour 
Creates  Muiiie  new  or  blasts  some  ancient  power, 
When  proud  Na|x>leou,  like  tli*  enchanted  shield' 
WhoHe  W^Ui  conipelPd  each  wondering  foe  to  yield, 
With  buhfui  lut^ro  blinds  the  brave  and  free, 
And  duzzlcH  Europe  into  slavery, — 
That,  in  this  hour,  when  patriot  zeal  should  guide, 
When  Mind  should  rule,  and — Fox  should  not  have 

(hrd. 
All  that  devoted  England  can  oppose 
To  enemies  niudo  fiends  and  friends  made  foes. 
Is  the  runic  refuse,  the  despised  remains 
Of  that  unpitying  power,  whose  whips  and  chains 
Drove  Ireland  llrHt  to  turn,  with  harlot  glance, 
Tow'nis   other   shores,   and    woo    th'  embrace   of 

Franco ; — 
Those  hacked  and  tainted  tools,  so  foully  fit 
For  the  grand  artisan  of  mischief,  P — tt, 
So  usi'^lejs  ever  but  in  vile  employ. 
So  weak  to  save,  so  vigorous  to  destroy — 

hnve  ever  kept  to  a  Inodnble  renolution  more  flrinly.  The 
effect  of  Iri«h  reprcsentittlon  on  tho  libcrtiei  of  Eogl&ud  will 
be  nu  lei*  |ierreutlblo  and  permnnent. 

— —  Ov6*  byt  Tavpov 
Atintrai  ayrcXXoi^rof. 

The  InfuHton  of  »uch  cheop  and  uwfiil  Ingredients  lu  my 
liord  L.,  Mr.  D.  B.,  kx^  &«.,  Into  the  ieginlatare,  cannot  but 
act  MS  a  iMiwerAil  alterative  on  the  constltation,  and  clear  it 
by  dogrcesi  of  all  tnmblesume  haniors  uf  honesty. 
>  The  niiiRicl:in's  shield  in  ArloHto : 

K  tolKt  |ier  vertu  deilo  splendore 
I^a  llbcrtate  a  hiro.  Cant.  S. 

Wr  are  told  thnt  (-rflarN  code  of  momlity  was  contained  In 
the  following  lines  of  Euripides,  which  that  grea  man  fre- 
qarnlly  n*|ieated  :— 

Kivtp  }cp  aAiKCiv  XP^  rvpaifinSof  trtf.* 
KtiAAiffr-iV  aSitcti9'  rJAAa  i*  tv(rt0ii»  XP^^^' 

Thh  h  nIio,  as  It  appear^,  the  moral  code  of  Napoleon. 

■  'I'hr  lollowlnR  prophetic  remarks  occar  In  a  letter  written 
by  Hir  Ki>lN>ri  ThIIniI,  who  attended  the  Duke  of  Bcdfonl  to 
VarU  lu  I7IM.  Tiilking  of  states  which  have  grown  powerful 
In  r4ihuiierr(>.  he  says,  **  Acconling  to  the  nature  and  common 
iiiurii'  of  tilings,  ihifre  Is  a  confederacy  againvt  them,  and  C4in- 
»iM|Uitiitly  III  the  sniiie  proportion  as  they  increase  In  riches. 
Iticy  Hppnmi'h  to  dettruction.  The  address  of  oar  King 
Wiillaiii.  Ill  milking  all  KuroiN)  take  the  alarm  at  France,  has 
broiivbi  thill  niunlry  before  us  near  that  Inevitable  period. 
We  iiiuit  lUTiiNiiHriiy  have  our  turn,  and  tireat  Britain  will 
Ntialn  II  iiH  MMiii  NH  Fninr^i  shall  have  a  dcclaimer  with  organs 
ai  pri«|H>r  lor  iliut  |Hilitlcal  purjNiM  as  were  those  of  our 

WiltiKiii  ilie  'riiinl Without  doubt,  my  Lord, 

(jreiii  |liii>ilii  iiiu^l  lower  her  flight.  Guni(>e  will  remind  us 
of  the  iMlMMi'e  iif  r«iiiiiiieri'e,  as  she  has  reuiinded  France  of 
the  b  iliiiire  of  |iower.  The  address  of  our  stateNmen  will  Ini- 
iiioiinliMi  them  by  ronirlving  for  us  a  descent  which  shall  not 
lie  a  lull,  b\  Hfiking  ns  rather  rrsenible  Holland  than  Car- 
Ihxnn  ami  Veiiii'e."— I«rffrr«  en  tk§  tVenek  J^fhtitn, 

*  The  kiiitf  ileiMMlng  doctrine,  notwithstanding  its  many 
iiiiM-bli<viiu<  iibiiiidiiles.  wa«iof  no  lUtlo  service  to  the  cau^e 
ol  imliUi  »l  liU<ii>,  by  Inrulraling  the  right  of  resistance  to 

«  Vi.KH  Aikitw,  (t,  Til,)  •  iMTi  «lip  wniM  u)ion  sMrtmomj,  thoufli,  •• 
It- 1-<<>  «••<>•  VI  !<•,  ha  kiw«  iHilhinf  whAirTtr  aroui  lh«  Mlijtct :  Juat  as 
iii^  tit  At  iUki  t  «kitii»"IV»  OviipiMiiwM,**  iki-4gli  to  tod  as  Uttls  10  do 


Such  are  the  men  tliat  guard  thy  threatenM 
Oh  England !  sinking  England ."  boast  no  mon 


INTOLERANCE, 

A  SATIRE. 

**  This  clamor,  which  pretends  to  be  raised  0c  lbs  i 
of  religion,  has  almost  worn  out  the  very  appeonaee  of  t^ 
and  rendered  ns  not  only  the  moat  divided  boi  the  moft  k» 
moral  people  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.** 

Addiioh,  /»MA«Mcr,  Xo  A 

Start  not,  my  friend,  nor  tliink  the  mtue  wiD  itHi 
Iler  classic  fingers  with  the  dust  profane 
Of  Bulls,  Decrees,  and  all  thoM  thund*riDg  KnOi^ 
Which  took  such  freedom  once  with  r>yal  floab,' 

tyrants,  and  asserting  the  will  of  the  people  in  he  Ibea^ 
true  fountain  of  power.  Bellarmlnc,  the  most  vtoleat  of  Iht 
advocates  for  papal  authority,  was  one  of  the  first  to  imlstih 
{De  Pontiff,  lib.  I.  cap.  7) "  that  kings  have  not  tbelrMdNf' 
Ity  or  office  Immediately  from  God  nor  bis  law;  bet  aslf 
from  the  law  of  nations ;"  and  In  King  JsLiiies's  ** 
of  the  Rights  uf  Kings  against  Cardinal  Perroa,**  we 
Majenty  expressing  strong  Indignation  sgalaat  the  OiiJsri 
for  having  asserted  "  that  to  the  deposing  of  a  king  At 
sent  of  the  people  mast  be  obtained** — **  for  by 
(says  James)  the  people  are  exalted  above  tbe  king,  and  Mil 
the  Judges  ol  the  king's  deimsing.**  p.  424. — Even  la  llarisM^ 
celebrated  book,  where  the  nonsense  of  bigotry  4am  Ml 
interfere,  there  may  be  found  many  liberal  and  enllghimi 
views  of  the  principles  of  government,  of  the  restralnli  wfekft 
should  lie  Imposed  upon  roynl  power,  of  tbe  satMnNaaltaiif 
the  Throne  to  the  interests  of  the  people,  &c.  Ac  {DtMfi 
et  Regit  Institutwne.  See  pirticalarly  lib.  i.  cap.  0. 8^  ■■' 
9.)— It  is  nithcr  remarkable,  too,  that  England  shoild  kl 
Indebted  to  another  Jesuit  for  the  earliest  defence  of  All 
principle  upon  which  the  Revolution  was  founded, 
the  right  of  the  people  to  change  the  sui 
Dolonmn's  "Conferences.**  written  in  support  of  thelMtlf 
the  Infant.!  of  Spain  against  that  of  Jamet  I.)— WhM 
F.ngliiihmen,  therefore,  say  that  Popery  is  tbe  reli^taa  it 
slavery,  they  should  not  only  recollect  that  their  own  booUri 
conotitatitm  is  the  work  and  bequest  of  popish  aaceMMi; 
they  sliould  not  only  rcmemlier  the  laws  of  Edwsiri  DU 
"  under  whom  (says  Bollngbroke)  the  constitntkiD  ofotf 
imrlinmcnLs,  and  the  whole  form  of  oar  government, 
reduced  into  better  form  ;**  but  they  should  know  that 
errors  charged  on  Popery  have  leaned  to  theciose  of  Uta^b 
and  that  Papists  were  the  first  pmmalgators  of  the 
which  led  to  the  Revolution. — In  general,  bowevor, 
political  |irinclplcs  of  the  Roman  Catholics  have 
scribed  as  happened  to  suit  the  temporary  rnnTnn'nara  rf 
their  oppressors,  and  have  been  refireienied  alteraalolf  ■■ 
siavihh  or  refractor}*,  according  as  a  pretext  fur 
thom  was  wanting.  The  same  inconsistency 
ever}'  other  imimtatlon  against  them.  They  an  chiq 
with  Inxity  in  the  observance  of  oaths,  though  aa  oalhl 
been  found  sufficient  bi  shut  them  out  fkom  all  wnfUHy 
vantnges.  If  they  reject  ceruiln  decisions  of  their  ehV 
they  are  said  to  be  skeptics  and  bad  Christians ;  ITlbey  srf 
thooe  very  deciskxis,  they  are  brandtKl  as  bigots  and  hail 
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leaven  was  yet  the  pope's  exclusive  trade, 
igs  were  damn*d  as  fast  as  now  they're  made. 
-let  D — gen — n  search  the  papal  chair' 
irnni  treasores  long  forgotten  there ; 
the  witch  of  sunless  Lapland  thinks 
tie  swarthy  gnomes  delight  in  stinks, 
ow  P — TO — ^v — 1  snuff  up  the  gale 
wizard  D — gen — n*s  gathered  sweets  exhale. 
I  for  me,  whose  heart  has  leam*d  to  scorn 
dike  in  Rome  or  England  bom, 
athe  the  venom,  whencesoe'er  it  springs, 
opes  or  lawyers,'  pastry-cooks  or  kings, — 
I  for  me  to  laugh  and  weep  by  turns, 
h  provokes,  or  indignation  bums, 
nn — ng  vapors,  or  as  France  succeeds, 
•wk— «b*ry  proses,  or  as  Ireland  bleeds ! 

• 

thou,  my  friend,  if,  in  these  headlong  days, 

ligot  2«eal  her  dranken  antics  plays 

'  a  precipice,  that  men  the  while 

'eathless  on  and  shudder  whOe  they  smile— 

ich  fearful  days,  thouMt  dare  to  look 

less  Ireland,  to  this  rankling  nook 

Heaven  hath  freed  from  poisonous  things  in 

ram, 

C#— ff— id's  tongue  and   M — Fgr— ve's  pen 

nemain — 

hast  yet  no  golden  bluikers  got 

le  thine  eyes  from  this  devoted  spot, 

wrongs,  tliough  blazon'd  o*er  the  world  they 

be. 

en  alone  are  privileged  not  to  see— 

^a  are  told  that  conffdence  and  ktndness  will  make 
emies  to  the  frovemment,  though  we  know  that 

I  %M»4  iojortea  have  hardly  prevented  them  from 
firfeods.  In  short,  nothing  can  better  illustrate  the 
f  those  shifts  and  evasions  by  which  a  long  course 
tlly  tnjaxtire  muKt  be  supported,  than  the  whole 
f  Great  Britain's  conduct  towards  the  Catholic  part 
nfiire. 

-  Sella  Strrcararia**  of  the  popes*— The  Right  Hon- 
b4  learned  Doctor  will  find  an  engraving  of  this 
)pi«nhetm*s  **  Dl«qu1siao  lllstorica  de  Pap&  PcBmlna,** 
aad  I  recommend  it  as  a  mc»del  for  the  fashion  of 

whkh  the  Doctor  Is  about  to  take  In  the  privy- 
if  Ireland. 

■  laooeent  X.  was  entreated  to  decide  the  contro- 
iweea  the  Jesuits  and  the  Janaenists,  he  answered, 

had  be«a  bred  a  lawyer,  and  had  therefore  nothing 
h  divinity.** — It  were  to  be  niiibed  that  some  of  our 
|wtUI(«gen  knew  their  own  fit  element  as  well  as 
oceat  X. 

hm  O-fnd — n  who  speaks  thus  of  Ireland : — 
iad  «p  ail.  whether  we  regard  thefruitAiInessof  the 
•dviintaffe  of  the  sea,  with  so  many  commodious 
or  the  native*  themselves,  who  are  warlike,  tnge- 
ladanaie,  and  well-complexloned,  soA-«kinned  and 
Me.  by  reaaon  of  the  pliantness  of  their  muscles, 
•d  ta  la  many  respects  so  happy,  that  Giraldns  might 

II  any.  *  Nature  had  regarded  with  more  favorable 
a  ordinary  this  Kingdom  of  Zephyr.'  ** 


Oh!    turn    awhile,    and,    though    the    shamroek 

wreaths 
My  homely  harp,  yet  shall  the  song  it  breathes 
Of  Ireland*s  slavery,  and  of  Ireland's  woes. 
Live,  when  the  memory  of  her  tyrant  foes 
Shall  but  exist,  all  future  knaves  to  warn, 
Embalm*d  in  hate  and  canonized  by  scom. 
When  C— stl — ^r — ^gh,  in  sleep  still  more  profotud 
Than  his  own  opiate  tongue  now  deals  around, 
Shall  wait  th*  impeachment  of  that  awful  day 
Which  even  his  practised  hand  can't  bribe  away. 

Yes,  my  dear  friend,  wert  thou  but  near  me  now. 
To  see  how  Spring  lights  up  on  Erin's  brow 
Smiles  that  shine  out,  imconquerably  fair, 
Even  through  the  blood-marks  left  by  C — ^md — ^n* 

there,— 
Couldst  thou  but  see  what  verdure  paints  the  sod. 
Which  none  but  tyrants  and  their  slaves  have  trod. 
And  didst  thou  know  the  spirit,  kind  &.  d  brave. 
That  warms  the  soul  of  each  insulted  slave. 
Who,  tired  with  straggling,  sinks  beneath  his  lot. 
And  seems  by  all  but  watchful  France  forgot^ — 
Thy  heart  would  bum — ^yes,  even  thy  Fittite  heart 
Would  bum,  to  think  that  such  a  blooming  part 
Of  the  worid*s  garden,  rich  in  nature's  charms. 
And  tiU'd  with  social  souls  and  vigorous  arroe. 
Should  be  the  victim  of  that  canting  crew, 
So  snxwth,  so  godly, — yet  so  devilish  too ; 
Who,  arm'd  at  once  with  prayer-books  and  with 

whips,* 
Blood  on  their  hands,  and  Scripture  on  their  lips, 

*  The  example  of  toleration,  which  Bonaparte  has  held 
forth,  will,  I  fear,  produce  no  other  eflect  than  that  of  deter- 
mining the  British  government  to  perdlst,  fVom  the  very 
spirit  of  opposition.  In  their  own  old  system  of  Intolerance 
and  Injustice;  Just  as  the  Siamese  blacken  their  teeth, 
"  because,"  as  they  say,  "  the  devil  has  white  ones.*** 

•  One  of  the  unhappy  results  of  the  controversy  between 
Pn>testants  and  Catholics,  It  the  mutual  exposure  which 
their  criminations  and  recriminations  have  produced.  In  vain 
do  the  Protestants  charge  the  Papists  with  closing  the  door 
of  salvation  U|)on  others,  while  many  of  their  own  writings 
and  articles  breathe  the  same  uncharitable  spirit.  No  canon 
of  Constance  or  Lateran  ever  damned  heretics  more  eflTectu- 
ally  than  the  eighth  of  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  consigns  to 
penlition  every  single  member  of  the  Greek  church ;  and  I 
doubt  whether  a  more  sweeping  clause  ofdamnation  was  ever 
proposed  In  the  most  bigoted  council,  than  that  which  the 
Calvlnistic  theory  of  predestination  in  the  seventeenth  of 
these  Articles  exhibits.  It  Is  true  that  no  liberal  Protestant 
avows  such  exclusive  opinions ;  that  every  honest  clergyman 
must  feel  a  pang  while  he  subscribes  to  them ;  that  some 
even  assert  the  Atbanaslan  Creed  to  be  the  forgery  of  one 
VigiliusTapsensis,  In  the  beglnnlngof  the  sixth  century,  and 
that  eminent  divines,  like  Jortin,  have  not  be>ltated  to  say, 
"There  are  propositions  contained  In  our  Liturgy  and  Arti- 
cles which  no  man  of  common  sense  amonirst  us  believes.*** 
But  while  nil  this  is  flreely  conceded  to  Protestants ;  whlti« 

8m  l*Hi«i»ira  Naturellt  et  Polii.  du  tioynma  d«  Suua,  tt% 
b  SuictuTM  oo  tbt  AnieiM,  Sutaenptioa*,  Jiu. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


TpTinlB  bj-  crped,  and  lorturers  by  te»t, 

Make  thit  tifo  hcl[,  m  l-onor  oC  Ibe  titzt .' 

Vour  R— dpsd— leu,  P— re— V— Is,— Efent,  glorioi 

llflDVCII, 

ir  I'm  pmiimptnouH,  be  Tny  ton^o  forgivOD, 
Whin  here  I  gircar,  by  my  lours  hop?  of  re«t, 
I'd  rather  ha»*  betn  bora,  ere  mnn  was  blest 
With  llie  pure  dawn  of  Rcielotion'g  light, 
Yea, — rather  plunge  me  back  in  Pagan  night, 
And  take  my  chance  with  Socrates  for  bliM,' 
Than  be  tiie  Clirustian  of  a  taHh  tike  Hub, 


.writy,  «hc 


ntalcli  hnTe  \ma  prumulgalcd  b;;  rnlllliLo  ingn.  md  fm 
mnny  ofwhlEh  tbF)rfti!lUicin»l>«Jnillfl*dlndliHiilliig.- 
wbll<  K  miKh  lllvni  oCntncuilaD  l>  ■Unwed  tn  PmlaitaBI 
DpoD  Ihelr  nun  dKlund  and  inliichlwd  Arilcin  aTrcllflai 


atanlfunn^yrvKlKledan 
B  k  bat  lbde|iflDdfliiUy  1 
.■'ThoDeriMof  ihoCi 


ilibedl  WboaUwCalh- 


dKJilm.lintwai  merely  a  Judicial  pnicee<lin|urilialaueni- 
blT ;  uil  II  would  In  u  rair  Tor  ui  Id  iDipnw  a  mi/t  ^illimg 
dncDlH  to  Ilic  PrDininnu.  becaoH  Ihelr  flnl  pnjw.  HDory 


le  fkon  ihe  mrU  dT  lb 


rlrl^llh  and  martli  i 


;L,  ioo»  bi  Ibfl  Decree  at 


u  Tmttrf,  a  ror^eiy,  In 


nnl  r.HinJ  on 

Ihr 

SnllpodeJ,— la  11 

noKlnneell 

•till  wiimily 

.Kin 

( ■  bat  e' 

«IeJ  In  bvllc 

ThBlB 

lanlrninrihe 

artlnenflnk 

■|M»d  Ibe  wt 

a  down  Ui  ih»  CI 

mo  Ihe  niUb. 

■bincg  and  L 

InihebrlEblai 

1  lriurnphii.1 

jn,li™,  prnnr 

indlnilh 

Unatlai! 

li  or  the  r^a 

1.-11 

e  anlbni  dt« 

muill  cualnrs 

an. 

crudlllw 

pnib>1d:chn 

ahnlhe 

pbll 

wpber  mlRh 

Coulpiing 

in  peiitillDii.  n-ltfaaul  mnc 

dinb 

enlen,  tc„  ibe  only  mbt  at  u-how  M 

I'DiXoliuluia 

old.' 

ihlch.  an 

(he 

B)  n  htch  he  pcirnmied. 

IDI. 

iilfll  bnl. 

■  liulebtii 

.lni<.andfiDdbvr<LuoDlonilhi 

aJI  theu  olrv- 

cle.  v..  Ihe 

»ll.fae.lleii|lh,ln  the 

r-BIlh  cbapier. 

d-imnlfighiiniilxi.  (O.. 

mpruoilK 

in1..,d 

u-Jtarrt 

■;,— 

j..i»e«. 

Wliich  bnilda  on  lieavenly  cant  its  earthly  >my. 
And  in  a  convert  moonu  lo  Inae  a  prey ; 
M'hich  grasping  human  heorla  n-itli  doublo  iniii-~ 
Ijike  Dauie'a  lover  mijung  god  and  gold,* — 
Comipls  both  Hale   and   church,   and  mokci  ■ 

outh 
The  knave  and  atheiut's  pasa|xirl  into  bol'i ; 
Which,  wliilo  it  dooms  disBenting  aoula  U  know 
Nor  blim  ubovo  nor  liberty  below. 


A 
At 

Si  the  ala 
d,  leat  be 

BC 

eui 
ape 

Feringlo 
hereafter 

the  mnner'.  f«.-, 
racka  liim  here  i* 

1 

n"d".° 

•:: 

Hgnni,  nnd  b'tm  Ihem  a  nenml  lenlny 
wn,  where  Ihelr  employmenl.  11  nnl  bt 

lomvET.  ai  to  Indnita  the  der)]  himif  irin  tiM  #nienl  bdl- 
lellvery  whlcb  he  lapiioeed  ironld  one  day  or  oUwrBta 
ilace.  and  In  tbl<  81.  Anp»Iln  liilnlu  blu  raltiet  too  hkkI- 
bl — "  MlsereeordlDr  prDrccio  Iblt  Oitfenea.  qol  oi  Jpnup  rit< 
boloin."  fee.    IDt  CnOMl.  DH.  lib.  xx\.  cap.  iri— Arnii4- 

Sahrlel"— "  Id  II^UID  rora  Gahrlelem  quod  di 


Orlgon,  denin  ilrojifly  Lb 

>  Hr.  Foi,  In  bli  Hpc« 
(ITBft)  thu  condemnt  lb 


|]DefEB> 


on  Ihe  Repeal  of  Ihe  Ten  M 


and  oppoAlw,  who  mlie 
Inci  and  Inaallely  dlflbn 


rlitluillyiiiaTbidal 


•  TbEre  hai  been,  a 

hackJieyEd  <iuol»Uon— 
Dlaca.lutn.le 

-■ 

11,  qolie  a. 

(    P.P1.U. 

peecalorol 

EwnUiesreiitehenipl 
whnmJgrlln  talli"ad 

Borvfln,:  -Leg!  (ben 

insftbeRefonai 
Hoe  of  nineh  m 

■  1oBDll1nBer}q 
pleuiea.  u  jod 

neau  the  fallowlnf  wcrdi  of  tt*  n*iM  Bah 

ibfrieDdCooiliwlEa:-  iDlerIn aanH, ad 
11(1  dlTerue  opInUwea  Iwmiu  la  BDi«ii% 

-Hcrmn.  Cnritf  WMri.  par.  annad.  f. 
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But  no — far  other  faith,  far  milder  beams 
Of  heaTenly  joatice  warm  the  Christian's  dreams ; 
Ht9  creed  is  writ  on  Mercy's  page  above, 
By  the  pure  hands  of  all-atoning  Love  ; 
He  weeps  to  see  abused  Religion  twine 
\  Roand  Tyranny's  coarse  brow  hor  wreath  divine ; 
I  And  ke,  wliile  roond  him  sects  and  nations  raise 
I  To  the  one  God  their  varying  notes  of  praise, 
Blesses  each  voice,  whatever  its  tone  may  be. 


That  serves  to  swell  the  general  harmony.' 

I      Such  was  the  tpmi,  gently,  grandly  bright, 
That  fill*d,  oh  Fox !  thy  peaceful  soul  with  light ; 
While  firee  and  spacious  as  that  ambient  air 
Whieh  folds  our  planet  in  its  circling  care. 
The  mighty  sphere  of  thy  transparent  mind 
Embraced  the  worid,  and  breathed  for  all  mankind. 
LaiC  of  the  great,  farewell ! — yet  not  the  last— 
Tbongfa  Britain's  sunshine  hour  with  thee  be  past, 
Iwne  still  one  ray  of  glory  gives, 
j  And  ieds  bat  half  thy  loss  while  Grattan  lives. 


I 


APPENDIX. 

To  the  foregoing  Poem,  as  first  published,  were 
fobjoined,  in  the  shape  of  a  Note,  or  Appendix,  the 
following  remarks  on  the  History  and  Music  of  Ire- 
famd.  This  fragment  was  originally  intended  to  form 
part  of  a  Preface  to  the  Irish  Melodies ;  but  after- 


•  ehaplalas  on  account  of  a  moderate  book  which  he 
b»d  lately  composed,  ond  which,  to  their  great  disgn<«t,  saved 
Oitholics,  as  well  as  other  Chrhtians,  from  eternal 
lels.**— lo  the  same  manner  a  complnint  was  io<1gcd 
tke  Lords  of  the  Council  against  that  excellent  writer 
r,  for  haTlnf,  In  a  Sermon  against  Popcr>',  attempted 
to  save  onaf  of  his  Popish  ancestors  from  ignorane*  —To 
examples  of  Protestant  toleration  I  shall  bog  leave  to 
the  billowing  extract  from  a  letter  of  old  Roger 
AsehflOi,  (the  tutor  of  Queen  EliZ3l^»«h,)  which  is  prewrved 
•omaf  cbe  Harrington  Papers,  and  wa»  written  In  1560,  to  the 
Eirl  of  Leicester,  complaining  of  the  Archbishop  Young, 
wtko  had  taken  away  his  prebend  In  the  church  of  V'ork : 
^  Muster  Bnome*  did  never  grieve  me  half  90  moche  in  otfer- 
Isf  watt  snooiE.  as  Mr.  Dudley  and  the  Byshopp  of  York  doe. 
Is  takiaf  away  my  right.  No  byshopp  in  Q.  M^ry^s  time 
haw  so  dealt  with  me :  nor  Mr.  Bourne  hymxelf,  when 
lived,  dnrst  have  so  deilt  with  me.  For  ^uche 
In  thine  dayes  even  the  lenrnedst  and  wyse<^t 
•s  Gardener  and  Cardinal  Poule,  made  of  my  poore 
fhat  aitboagh  they  knewe  perfectly  that  in  religion, 
irrytinge  and  pryvie  talke.  f  was  contrarye  unto 
rhea  8ir  Prancin  Englefleld  by  name  did  note  me 
at  the  coancill-bonrd.  Gardener  would  not  suffer 
thither,  nor  tooched  ellswheare,  salinee  suehe 
wAs  €d  mm  In  a  lettre,  as.  though  lettres  cannot,  I  blusho 
tiwifla  Itaea  10  yoox  lord^hlpp.  Winchester's  good-will 
hi  speaklnt  fairs  and  wishing  well,  but  he  did  in 
for  SM^  whereby  oiy  wife  and  children  shall  live 


wardi,  for  some  reason  which  I  do  not  now  recol* 
lect,  was  thrown  aside. 

•  esse* 

Our  history,  for  many  centuries  past,  6  credit- 
able neither  to  our  neighbors  nor  ourse.ves,  and 
ought  not  to  be  read  by  any  Irishman  who  wishes 
either  to  love  England  or  to  feel  proud  of  Ireland. 
The  loss  of  independence  very  early  debased  our 
character;  and  our  feuds  and  rebellions,  though 
frequent  and  ferocious,  but  seldom  displayed  that 
generous  spirit  of  enterprise  with  which  the  pride 
of  an  independent  monarchy  so  long  dignified  the 
struggles  of  Scotland.  It  is  tnie  this  Wand  has 
given  birth  to  heroes  who,  under  more  fa\orable 
circumstances,  might  have  lefl  in  the  hearts  of 
their  countrymen  recollections  as  dear  as  those  of 
a  Bruce  or  a  Wallace  ;  but  success  was  wanting  to 
consecrate  resistance,  their  cause  was  branded  with 
the  disheartening  nanu  ^treason,  and  iiicir  oppressed 
country  was  such  a  bit  .tk  among  nations,  that,  like 
the  adventures  of  those  woods  which  Rinaldo  wished 
to  explore,  the  fame  of  their  actions  was  lost  in  the 
obscurity  of  the  place  where  they  achieved  them. 


Errando  in  qnelll  boschl 


Trovar  pntria  strane  avventure  e  niolte. 
Ma  come  i  luoghi  i  fiitti  ancor  son  fojirhi, 
Cho  non  se  n*  ha  nottzia  le  piii  volte.i 

Hence  is  it  that  the  annals  of  Ireland,  through 
a  lapse  of  six  hundred  years,  exhibit  not  one  of 
those  shining  names,  not  one  of  those  themes  of 
national  pride,  from  which  poetry  borrows  her 
noblest  inspiration ;  and  that  history,  which  ouglit 

the  better  tvhcn  !  am  gone."  (See  J^n^m  Jlntiqv^,  vol.  I. 
pp.  98,  99.)— If  men  who  acted  thus  were  bigots,  what  shall 
we  call  Mr.  P— re— v— 1 1 

In  SutclilTe's  "  Survey  of  Popery"  there  occurs  the  follow-  * 
Ing  as«(ertion  : — "  PHpht^,  that  positively  hold  the  heretical  j 
and  fnlse  doctrines  of  the  modern  church  of  Rome,  cannot 
poiisihly  be  snved." — As  a  contrast  to  this  and  other  speci- 
mens of  Prnie<itnnt  liU^nlity,  tvhich  it  would  be  much  more 
easy  than  p!en"«ant  to  collect,  !  refer  my  reader  to  the  Dccl.i- 
rition  of  I/C  P^ro  Connycr;— doubling  not  that,  while  he 
reads  the  sentiments  of  this  plou^  man  upon  tolenition,  he 
will  feel  inclined  to  exclaim  with  Belsham,  "  Blush,  ye  Pnit- 
entant  bigots !  and  be  confounded  at  the  compHrison  of  your 
own  wretched  and  malignant  prejudices  with  the  genenms 
and  enlarged  ideas,  the  noble  and  snhaated  language  of  this 
Popish  priest."— />*ay*,  xxvil.  p.  86. 

1  *'  La  tolerance  e^t  la  cho^e  du  monde  la  plus  propre  i 
ramener  le  sltcle  d*or,  et  A  faire  un  concert  et  une  harmonic 
de  plusieurs  voix  ct  instruments  de  difl%renls  tons  et  notes, 
aussi  agreable  pour  le  moins  que  l*nnifonnite  d*une  senle 
volx.**  Baffle,  Commentaire  Phiiotapkique,  &c.,  pnrt  ii.  rhap. 
vi. — Both  Bnyle  and  Locke  would  have  treated  the  subject 
of  Toleration  in  a  manner  much  more  worthy  of  themselves 
and  of  the  cause.  If  they  had  written  in  an  ago  loss  distract- 
ed by  religious  prejudices. 

*  Arlosto,  canto  iv. 

«  Sir  John  Botirne,  Principal  Secretary  of  State  to  Quern  Mary 
k  By  Gudeoit't  favor  Ascbam  lung  held  hia  tallowtbip,  though  not 
reakleot. 


L 


198 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


to  be  the  richest  grarden  of  the  Muse,  yields  no 
growth  to  her  in  this  hapless  island  but  cypress  and 
weeds.  In  truth,  the  poet  who  would  embellish  his 
song  with  allusions  to  Irish  names  and  events,  must 
bo  contented  to  seek  them  m  those  early  periods 
when  our  character  was  yet  unalloyed  and  original, 
before  the  impolitic  craft  of  our  conquerors  had  di- 
vided, weakened,  and  disgraced  us.  The  sole  traits 
of  heroism,  indeed,  which  he  can  venture  at  this  day 
to  coomiemorato,  either  with  safety  to  himself,  or 
honor  to  his  country,  are  to  be  looked  for  in  those 
ancient  times  when  the  native  monarchs  of  Ireland 
displayed  and  fostered  virtues  worthy  of  a  better 
age ;  when  our  Malachies  wore  around  their  necks 
collars  of  gold  which  they  had  won  in  single  combat 
from  the  invader,^  and  our  Briens  deserved  and  won 
the  warm  afiections  of  a  people  by  exhibiting  all 
the  most  estimable  qualities  of  a  kmg.  It  may  be 
said  that  the  magic  of  tradition  has  shed  u  charm 
over  this  remote  period,  to  which  it  is  in  reality  but 
little  entitled,  and  that  most  of  the  pictures,  which 
we  dwell  on  so  fondly,  of  days  when  this  island  was 
distinguished  amidst  the  gloom  of  Europe,  by  the 
sanctity  of  her  morals,  the  spirit  of  her  knighthood, 
and  the  polish  of  her  schools,  are  little  more  than 
the  inventions  of  national  partiality, — that  bright  but 
spurious  of&pring  which  vanity  engenders  upon  ig- 
norance, and  with  which  the  first  records  of  every 
people  abound.  But  the  skeptic  is  scarcely  to  be  en- 
vied who  would  pause  for  stronger  proofs  than  we 
already  possess  of  the  early  glories  of  Ireland ;  and 
were  even  the  veracity  of  all  these  proofs  surrender- 
ed, yet  who  would  not  fly  to  such  flattering  fictions 
from  the  sad  degrading  truths  wliich  the  history  of 
later  times  presents  to  us  7 

The  language  of  sorrow,  however,  is,  in  general, 
best  suited  to  our  Music,  and  with  themes  of  this 
nature  the  poet  may  be  amply  supplied.  There  is 
scarcely  a  page  of  our  annals  that  will  not  furnish 
him  a  subject,  and  while  the  national  Muse  of  other 
countries  adorns  her  temple  proudly  with  trophies 

1  See  Warner's  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  I.  book  ix. 

S  Btatius,  Thebaid.  lib.  xii. 

S  **  A  sort  of  civil  excommunication,  (says  Gibbon,)  which 
separated  them  ifum  their  fei low-citizens  by  a  peculiar  bmnd 
of  infamy:  and  thin  declaration  of  the  supreme  niagistrute 
tended  to  Justify,  or  at  least  to  excuse,  the  inhult<i  of  a  fanatic 
populace.  Tlie  sectaries  were  grHdwiily  di»quaIiAed  for  the 
possession  of  bonontbie  or  lucrative  em  ploy  men  Is,  and  Theo- 
doslus  was  satisfied  with  his  own  justice  when  he  decreed, 
that,  as  the  Eanominns  disUnfruished  the  nature  of  the  Son 
fttxu  that  of  the  Father,  they  should  be  incapable  of  making 
their  wills,  or  of  receiving  any  advantage  from  tetiamenlary 
donations  ** 


of  the  past,  in  Ireland  her  melancholy  altar,  like 
the  shrine  of  Pity  at  Athens,  is  to  be  known  only 
by  the  tears  that  are  shed  upon  it ;  "  laarymis  al* 
taria  sudanV^ 

There  is  a  well-known  story,  related  of  the  An- 
tiochians  imder  the  reign  of  Theodosius,  which  is 
not  only  honorable  to  the  powers  of  music  in  gen<tf- 
al,  but  which  applies  so  peculiariy  to  the  mournful 
melodies  of  Ireland,  that  I  cannot  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  introducing  it  here. — The  piety  of  Theodo- 
sius would  have  been  admirable,  had  it  not  been 
stained  with  intolerance  ;  but  under  his  reign  was,  I 
believe,  first  set  the  example  of  a  disqualifying 
penal  code  enacted  by  Christitms  against  Christians* 
Whether  his  interference  with  the  religion  of  the 
Antiochians  had  any  sliare  in  the  alienation  of  their 
loyalty  is  not  expressly  ascertained  by  hkrtorians; 
but  several  edicts,  heavy  taxation,  and  the  rapacity 
and  insolence  of  the  men  whom  he  sent  to  govern 
them,  sufiiciently  accoimt  for  the  discontents  of  a 
warm  and  susceptible  people.  Repentance  soon  fol- 
lowed the  crimes  into  which  their  impatience' had 
hurried  them ;  but  the  vengeance  of  the  Emperor 
was  implacable,  and  ptmishments  of  the  most  dread- 
ful nature  hung  over  the  city  of  Antioch,  whose 
devoted  inhabitants,  totailjr  resigned  to  despond- 
ence, wandered  through  the  streets  and  public  as- 
semblies, giving  utterance  to  their  grief  in  diiges  of 
the  most  touching  lamentation.*  At  length,  Flavi- 
anus,  their  bishop,  whom  they  had  sent  to  intercede 
with  Theodosius,  finding  all  his  entreaties  coldly 
rejected,  adopted  the  expedient  of  teaching  these 
songs  of  sorrow  which  he  had  heard  from  the  lips  of 
his  unfortunate  countrymen  to  the  mmstiels  who 
performed  for  the  Emperor  at  table.  The  heart  of 
Theodosius  could  not  resist  this  appeal ;  tears  fell 
fast  into  his  cup  while  1  e  listened,  and  the  Antio- 
cliians  were  forgiven. — Sorely,  if  muac  ever  spoke 
the  misfortimes  of  a  people,  or  could  ever  conciliate 
forgiveness  of  tlieir  errors,  the  music  of  IreUnd 
ought  to  possess  those  powers. 

4  MeXi;  Ttva  oXo^vpitov  >rXi}/)i|  rai  trvftwaBtias  omSc^Oft^TMf 
HtXtitSiatf  cirySitv  — ^Tieqthar.  lib.  zil.  cap.  43.  Thia  ttnqr  b 
told  also  in  Sozomen.  lib.  vii.  cap.  83;  but  anfiirtaDaielf 
Ciirysostom  says  nothing  whatever  about  It,  and  be  Dot  tmlif 
had  the  best  opportunities  of  Infonnntion,  but  was  too  food 
of  mu!«ic,  as  appears  by  bis  praises  of  pmloKHiy,  (Expudu  la 
Psalm  xli.,}  to  omit  such  a  flattering  illustration  of  its  pow- 
ers. He  imputes  their  reconciliation  In  the  Intavibffeoee  of 
the  Antiochian  solitaries,  while  ZoEUnoa  attribates  It  10 
the  remonstrances  of  the  sopbist  Llbanlos.— Gibbon,  1  Ihtai^ 
does  not  even  allude  to  ibis  story  of  tbe  siasicHas. 
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A  PHILOSOPHICAL  SATIRE, 


fionov  irarrur  0aoiXta. 

PiKDAE.  af.  Hc^doL  lib.  iU. 


I 


I  FREFACE. 

I     Till  SkepCieal  PhUoMphy  of  the  Ancients  haf 
^  beea  no  lea  misreprecented  than  the  Epicurean. 
;  P>7rbo  may  perhaps  have  carried  it  to  rather  an 
irralioaal  excess ; — but  we  must  not  believe,  with 
,'  BeattJe,  all  the  absurdities  imputed  to  this  philos- 
I  opber ;  and  it  appean  to  me  that  the  doctrines  of 
i  the  school,  as  explained  by  Sextus  Empiricus,*  are 
''  0%r  more  suited  to  the  wants  and  infirmities  of  human 
'  reason,  as  well  as  more  conducive  to  the  mild  virtues 
of  humility  and  patience,  than  any  of  those  systems 
of  philosophy  which  preceded   the  introduction  of 
;  Christianity.      The   Skeptics  may  be  said  to  have 
i  held  a  middle  path   between   the  Do^rmatists  and 
'   Academicians ;    the  fonner  of   whom  boasted  that 
I  they  had  attained  the  truth,  while  the  latter  denied 
that   any  attainable  truth  existed.     The  Skeptics, 
however,  without  either  asserting  or  denying  its  ex- 
istence, professed  to  be  modestly  and  anxiously  in 
j  search  of  it ;   or,  as  St  Augustine  expresMs  it,  in 
his  liberal  tract  against  the  Mauichteuns,  "  nemo 
nostrum  dicat  jam  so  inveuisse  veritatem  ;  sic  eam 
fiMeramos  quasi  ab  utrisque  uesciatur."^     From  this 
habit  of  impartial   investigation,  and  the  necessity 
which  it  imposea  uiwn  them,  of  studying  not  only 
every   system   of   p  '*osophy,   but   every  art   and 
scienee  which   professed   to   lay  its  basis  in  truth, 
they  neoeanLrily  took  a  wider   range  of   erudition, 
and  were  far  more  travelled  in  the  regions  of  plil- 
losophy  than  those  whom  conviction  or  bigotry  had 
domesticated  iu  any  particular  sj-stcm.     It  required 
aO   the   learning  of   dogmatism   to   overthrow  the 
dogmatism  of  learning ;   and  the  Skeptics  may  be 

«  FyfTh-  Hypolh.— The  reader  iiiny  And  a  tolernhly  clear 
•batmct  of  this  work  of  Sezui!i  Elinplricus  in  La  V^riti  dea 
Bcirsccs,  ky  Mersenne,  tW.  U  chap,  ii.,  &c. 

•  lib.  eooira  KptoL  Uanicbsel  qoam  vocaot  Fundaioenti, 
0|^  Farts,  looi.  vL 

•  Sse  Mwtis  Seboneklas  de  Beeptlctftmo,  who  endeavors, 
f,  I  tkialK,— fio  leftile  ihb  opinion  of  Llpslo^ 


said  to  resemble,  n  .his  respect.  Hat  ancient  incen- 
diary who  stole  from  the  altar  the  fire  with  which 
he  destroyed  the  temple.  This  advantage  over  all 
the  other  sects  m  allowed  to  them  even  by  Lipsius, 
whose  treatise  on  the  miracles  of  the  Virgo  Hal- 
Icnsis  will  sufficiently  save  him  xom  all  suspicion 
of  skepticism.  "  Lahore,  ingenio,  memoria,"  he 
says,  "  supra  omnes  pene  philosophos  fuisse. — Quid 
nonne  omnia  aliorum  secta  tencre  debuerunt  et  inqtii- 
rere,  si  poterunt  refellere?  res  dicit.  Nonne  orationes 
varias,  raras,  subtiles  inveniri  ad  tarn  receptas,  claros, 
certas  (ut  videbatur)  sententias  evertendas  ?*'  &e. 
&«.' — Manuduct.  ad  Philoaoph.  Stoic.  Dissert.  4. 

Between  the  skepticism  of  the  ancients  and  the 
modems  the  great  difTerence  is,  that  the  former 
doubted  for  tlie  purpose  of  investigating,  as  may  be 
exemplified  by  the  third  book  of  Aristotle's  Meta- 
physics/ while  the  latter  investigate  for  the  purpose 
of  doubting,  as  may  be  seen  through  most  of  the 
philo««ophical  works  of  Ilume.*  Indeed,  the  Pyr- 
rhonism of  latter  days  is  not  only  more  subtle  than 
that  of  antiquity,  but,  it  must  be  confessed,  more 
dangerous  in  its  tendency.  The  happiness  of  a 
Christian  depends  so  essentially  upon  his  belief,  that 
it  is  but  natural  he  should  feel  alarm  at  the  progress 
of  doubt,  lest  it  should  steal  by  degrees  into  that 
region  fronf  which  he  is  most  interested  in  ex- 
cluding it,  and  poison  at  last  the  very  spring  of  his 
consolation  and  hope.  Still,  however,  the  abuses 
of  doubting  ought  not  to  deter  a  philosophical  mind 
from  indulging  mildly  and  rationally  in  its  use ; 
and  there  is  nothing,  surely,  more  consistent  with 
the  meek  spirit  of  Christianity,  than  that  humble 
skepticism  which  professes  not  to  extend  its  distrust 

♦  E/rri  Se  r'tts  twoptfaat  0ovXoftC¥Oii  vpoipyov  to  iianopifcat 
KaX'of. — Metnpkyt.  lib.  itU,  cap.  1. 

•  Neither  Hume,  however,  nor  Berkeley,  are  to  be  Jadgod 
by  the  mi«repre«entaliona  of  Beattle,  wboM  book,  however 
amiably  Intended,  put*  forth  a  most  nnphlbMophiral  appeal 
to  popular  feelings  and  tircjodices,  and  U  a  eontinned 
frincipii  ihrongboaL 
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beyond  tho  circle  of  human  puiBuits,  and  the  pre- 
tensions of  human  knowledge.  A  follower  of  this 
school  may  be  among  the  readiest  to  admit  the 
clowns  of  a  superintending  Intelligence  upon  his 
faith  and  adoration :  it  is  only  to  the  wisdom  of  this 
weak  world  that  he  refuses,  or  at  least  delays,  his 
assent ; — it  is  only  in  passing  through  the  shadow  of 
earth  that  his  mind  undergoes  the  eclipse  of  skepti- 
cism. No  follower  of  Pyrrho  has  ever  spoken  more 
strongly  against  the  dogmatists  than  St  Paul  him- 
self, in  the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians ;  and  there 
are  passages  in  Ecclesiastcs  and  other  parts  of  Scrip- 
ture, which  justify  our  utmost  diffidence  in  all  that 
human  reason  originates.  Even  the  Skeptics  of  an- 
tiquity refrained  carefully  from  the  mysteries  of 
theology,  and,  in  entering  the  temples  of  religion, 
laid  aside  their  philosophy  at  tho  porch.  Sextus 
Empiricus  thus  declares  the  acquiescence  of  his  sect 
in  the  general  belief  of  a  divine  and  fore-knowing 
Power:  Tu  /lev  0ito  KaraKoXovduvyres  a6o(aar(o(  ijtafteif 

In  short,  it  appears  to  me,  that  this  rational  and  well 
regulated  skepticism  is  the  only  daugliter  of  the 
Schools  that  can  safely  bo  selected  as  a  handmaid 
for  Piety.  Ho  who  distrusts  the  light  of  reason,  will 
be  the  first  to  follow  a  more  luminous  guide  ;  and  if, 
with  an  ardent  love  for  truth,  he  has  sought  her  in 
vain  through  the  ways  of  this  life,  he  will  but  turn 
with  the  more  hope  to  that  better  world,  where  all 
is  simple,  true,  and  everlasting:  for,  there  is  no 
parallax  at  the  zenith  ; — it  is  only  near  our  troubled 
horizon  that  objects  deceive  us  into  vague  and  erro- 
neous calculations. 


>  Lib.  \\\.  cap.  I. 

>  ''The  pitrliculAr  bulk,  numlicr,  figure,  and  motion  of  the 
parts  of  firo  or  snuw  are  really  in  them,  whether  nny  one  per- 
ceive them  or  net.  and  therefore  they  may  be  called  real  qunl- 
ities,  bccnase  they  really  exist  In  those  bodies ;  but  light, 
heat,  whiteness,  or  coldness,  are  no  more  really  In  them  than 
sickness  or  p-tin  is  in  manna.  Take  away  thr  sensation  of 
them ;  let  not  the  eye  see  light  or  colors,  nor  tb.  ears  hoor 
sounds ;  let  the  pilate  not  taste,  nor  the  nose  smell,  and  all 
'M>iors,  tastes,  odors,  and  sounds,  as  they  arc  such  particular 
Ideas,  vanish  and  cease.**— /^eA-«,  book  11.,  chap.  8. 

Bishop  Berkeley,  it  is  well  known,  extended  this  doctrine 
e%*en  to  primary  qualities,  and  supposed  that  matter  itself 
has  but  an  ideal  existence.  But,  how  are  we  to  apply  his 
theory  to  thnt  period  which  preceded  the  formation  of  man, 
when  onr  system  of  sensible  things  was  produced,  and  the 
sun  shone,  and  the  waters  flowed,  without  any  sentient 
being  to  witness  them  1  Tho  spectator,  whom  Whlston  sup- 
plies, will  scarcely  solve  the  difficulty :  **  To  speak  my  mind 
freely.**  says  he,  "  I  believe  that  the  Messias  was  there 
actually  present** — See  fVktston,  of  the  Motaie  Creation. 

'  Boetius  employs  this  argument  of  the  Skeptics  among  his 
consolatory'  reflections  upon  the  emptiness  offa'ne.  "Quid 
qnod  diversarum  gentium  mores  inter  se  ntqne  msutnta  dls- 
conlant,  ut  qucd  apnd  alios  lande.apud  alios  snppliciodignum 
|«dicetur  r*— Lib.  it.  prosa7.  Many  amusing  instances  of  dl- 
▼wsity,  in  the  tastes,  manners,  and  morals  of  dtfllerent  nations, 
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As  tho  gay  tint,  that  dccKS  the  vernal 

Not  in  the  flower,  but  in  our  vision  glows ; 

As  the  ripe  flavor  of  Falemian  tides 

Not  in  the  wine,  but  in  our  taste  resides ; 

So  when,  with  heartfelt  tribute,  we  declare 

That  Marco*s  honest  and  that  Susan*s  fair, 

*Tis  in  our  minds,  and  not  in  Susan's  eyes 

Or  Marco*s  life,  tho  worth  or  beauty  lies : 

For  she,  in  flat-nosed  China,  would  appear 

As  plain  6    Sing  as  Lady  Anne  is  here  ; 

And  one  light  joke  at  nch  Loretto^s  domo 

Would  rank  good  Marco  with  the  damuM  at  Roma 

There's  no  deformity  so  vile,  so  base, 
That  His  not  somewhere  thought  a  charm,  a  grace ; 
No  foul  reproach,  that  may  not  steal  a  beam 
From  other  suns,  to  bleach  it  to  esteem.* 
Ask,  who  is  wise? — youMI  find  the  self-same  maa 
A  sage  in  France,  a  madman  in  Japan  ; 
And  here  some  head  beneath  a  mitre  swells. 
Which  there  had  tingled  to  a  cap  and  bells : 
Nay,  there  may  yet  some  monstrous  region  be. 
Unknown  to  Cook,  and  from  I^apoleon  free, 
Where  C — stl — r — gh  would  for  a  patriot  paas. 
And  mouthing  M vo  scarce  be  deem'd  an  as! 


"  List  not  to  reason,  (Epicunts  cries,) 
"  But  trust  the  senses,  there  conviction  liee  :^— 
Alas !  they  judge  not  by  a  purer  light, 
Nor  keep  their  fountains  more  untinged  and  bright : 


maybe  found  throughout  the  works  of  that  amusing  Sekptle, 
Le  Mothe  le  Vayer.— See  his  Opu-<cule  Sceptique.  hisTiealist 
"  De  la  Sccte  Sceptique,**  and,  above  all,  those  Dialngoet.  not 
to  he  found  in  his  tvorks.  which  he  published  under  the  naoM 
of  Honitius  Tnbero. — The  chief  objection  to  these  srrltlBfS 
of  Le  Vayer,  (and  It  is  a  blemish  whieh  may  be  felt  also  is 
the  Esprit  de<i  Loix.)  is  the  suspicious  obscurity  of  tbe  aoor- 
cos  from  whence  he  frequently  dm ws  his  Instances,  and  tbe 
indiscriminate  use  nrule  by  him  of  the  lowest  populace  of 
the  library,— thove  lying  trivellers  and  woniler-aioBgen  cT 
whom  Shiiflesbnry,  in  his  Advice  to  an  Author,  coiHplaiiitv 
as  having  tended  in  his  own  time  to  the  diflVision  of  a  verf 
shallow  and  vicious  sort  of  skepticism. — Vol.  i.  p.  353.  Tho 
Pyrrhonism  of  Le  Vayer,  however,  is  of  tho  most  Inooeeaa 
and  ilayful  kind;  and  Villenmndy,  the  author  of  Seeptt— 
cismus  Dcbellnins,  exempts  him  specially  In  the  deciaratkiM 
of  w»r  which  he  denounces  against  the  other  armed  ntm 
trals  of  the  sect.  In  consideration  of  the  urthodox  linilt* 
within  which  he  confines  his  incredulity. 

*  ThU  was  the  creed  also  of  those  modern  Eplcureans^wboai 
Ninon  de  TEnctus  collected  nnmnd  her  lo  the  RtiedesToor- 
nellcs,  and  whose  object  seems  to  have  been  to  decry  tbe  faC* 
ulty  of  reason,  as  tending  only  lo  embamuM  cmr  wlioleMNBff 
use  of  pleasures,  without  enabling  ui.  In  any  degree,  to  vnkli 
their  abuse.  Madame  des  Houli^res,  the  (kf  pupil  of  DM 
Barreatu  In  the  nrts  of  poetry  and  gallantry,  has  devoted  moit 
of  her  verses  to  this  laudable  purpose,  and  ts  eveo  socll  a  d^ 
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ibit  00  man  them,  that  the  Riunan  swain 
lU  ngh  for  train-oil,  while  he  sipe  champagne  ; 
id  health  fo  rules  them,  that  a  fever^s  heat 
»iild  make  even  Sh — r— d — ^n  think  water  sweet 

Just  as  the  mind  the  erring  sense'  believes, 
te  erring  mind,  in  turn,  the  sense  deceives ; 
id  cold  dii^ust  can  find  but  wnnkles  there, 
here  passion  fancies  all  that's  smooth  and  fair 
*  *  *  *,  who  sees,  upon  his  pillow  laid, 
face  for  which  ten  thousand  pounds  were  paid, 
n  tell,  how  quick  before  a  jury  flies 
te  q>eU  that  mock*d  the  warm  seducer's  eyes. 

Self  is  the  medium  through  which  Judgment's 

ray 
n  seldom  pass  without  oeing  turn'd  astray. 
le  smith  of  Ephesu£^  thought  Dian's  shriae, 
which  his  craft  most  throve,  the  most  divine  ; 
id  ev'n  the  true  faith  seems  not  half  so  true, 
hen  link'd  with  one  good  living  as  with  two. 
id  W — Ic — t  firet  been  pensioned  by  the  throne, 
ngs  would  have  suffered  by  liis  praise  alone ; 
id  P — ine  perhaps,  for  something  snug  per  ann., 
id  Uiugli'd,  like  VV — 11 — slcy,  at  all  Rights  of  Man 

But  'tis  not  only  individual  minds, — 

hole  natk)n8,  too,  the  same  delusion  blinds. 

lus  EIngland,  hot  from  Denmark's  smoking  meads, 

ims  up  her  eyes  at  Gallia's  guilty  deeds  ; 

mined  fne  to  reason,  that,  in  one  of  her  pastorals,  she  con- 
italate»  her  sheep  on  the  want  of  it.  Si.  Evreiuonl  spcuiks 
a»  upon  the  sahjcct : — 

"Un  melange  Incerlain  dV«pril  et  de  mati^re 
Noas  (kti  vivre  avec  trop  ou  trop  pea  de  lumlero. 

•  •••••• 

Natm*.  ^I^ve-nous  &  la  clart^  des  ange«, 

Oa  DOteS  abalsse  au  sens  des  simples  animanx.** 

Hik-h  may  be  thus  paraphrased : — 

Had  man  been  made,  at  nature's  birth, 

Of  only  flame  or  only  earth. 

Bad  he  been  fonn'd  a  perfect  whole 

Of  purely  that^  or  grnssly  (A<«, 
Then  sense  would  ne*er  have  clouded  soul, 

Nor  soul  restraint  the  sense's  bliss. 
Oh  happy,  bad  his  light  been  strong, 

Or  had  he  never  shared  a  light. 
Which  shines  enough  to  show  he's  wrong, 

Bat  not  enough  to  lead  him  right. 

1  Bee,  among  the  ftAgmvnti  of  Pfctror.ius,  those  verses  be- 
naiog  **  Pallunt  nns  oculi,"  &.C.  The  moat  skeptical  ot  the 
scieot  poeu  was  Euripides;  and  it  would,  I  think,  puzzle 
le  whole  school  of  Pyrrho  to  produce  a  doubt  more  itort- 
ig  than  the  following : — 

To  ^ifv  U  h¥iiant»  tan. 

«  Diert  In  Pyrrh. 

Boerates  and  Ptaio  were  the  grand  sources  of  ancient  skep 
km.    According  to  Cicero,  (de  Orator,  lib.  Hi.,)  they  sup- 
cd  Areesilas  with  the  doctrines  of  the  Middle  Academy; 
d  how  closely  these  resembled  the  tenets  of  the  Skeptics, 


Thus,  self-pleased  still,  the  same  dishonoring  chaiil 
She  binds  in  Ireland,  she  would  break  in  Spain ; 
While  praised  at  distance,  but  at  home  forbid. 
Rebels  in  Cork  are  patriots  at  Madrid. 

If  Grotius  be  thy  guide,  shut,  shut  the  book^— 
In  force  alone  for  Laws  of  Nations  look. 
Let  shipless  Danes  and  whining  Yankees  dwell 
On  naval  rights,  with  Grotius  and  Vattel, 
While  C — bb— t's  pirate  code  alone  appears 
Soimd  moral  sense  to  England  and  Algiers. 

Wo  to  the  Skeptic,  in  these  party  days. 
Who  wafts  to  neither  slirine  his  puffs  of  praise ! 
For  him  no  pension  pours  'is  annual  fruits, 
No  fertile  sinecure  spontaneous  shoots ; 
Not  hU  l*ae  meed  tliat  crown'd  Don  H — ^kh — m's 

rhyme, 
Nor  sees  he  e'er,  in  dreams  of  future  time, 
Those  shadowy  forms  of  sleek  reversions  rise, 
So  dear  to  Scotchmen's  second-sighted  eyes. 
Yet  who,  that  looks  to  History's  damning  leaf, 
Where  Whig  and  Tory,  thief  opposed  to  thief. 
On  either  side  in  lofly  shame  are  seen,' 
While  Freedom's  form  hangs  crucified  between — 
Who,  B — rd — tt,  who  such  rival  rogues  can  see, 
But  flies  from  both  to  Honesty  and  thee  7 

If,  weary  of  the  world's  bewild'ring  maze,* 
Hopeless  of  finding,  through  its  weedy  wap, 

may  be  seen  even  in  Sextus  Empiricus,  (lib.  1.  cap.  33,)  who, 
with  ail  his  distinctions,  can  suircely  prove  any  difference. 
It  apiiears  strange  that  Epicurus  should  have  been  a  dogma- 
tist; and  his  natural  temper  would  most  probably  have  led 
him  to  the  repose  of  ekepticiitm.  had  not  the  Stoics,  by  their 
violent  opposition  to  hii  doctrines,  compelled  him  to  be  as 
obstinate  as  themselves.  Plut;irch,  Indeed,  in  reporting  some  ' 
of  his  opinions,  represents  him  as  having  delivered  them  with  i 
considerable  hesitation- — Eiricovpo;  ovitv  airoytvttXTKCi  rov- 
rcjv,  txofttvof  rov  cvAtX'ifiCvov. — De  Plaeit.  Phitotopk.  Wh.W. 
cap.  13.  See  also  the  ^Ut  and  92d  chapters.  But  that  the 
leading  characteristics  of  the  sect  were  self-sufficiency  and 
dogmatism,  appears  from  what  Cicero  says  of  Velleius,  De 
M'atmr.  Dear. — **Tum  Velleius,  fidenter  sani,  ut  solent  Isti, 
nihil  tarn  verensquam  ne  dubitare  uliqui  de  re  videretur.*' 

*  Acts,  chap.  xix.  "  For  a  certain  man  named  Demetrius, 
a  silversmith,  which  made  silver  shrines  for  Diana,  brought 
no  small  gain  unto  the  craftsmen.** 

*  "Those  two  thieves,"  says  Ralph,  "between  whom  the 
nation  is  crucifted."—  U»e  and  Muse  of  Parliamenie. 

*  The  agitation  of  the  ship  is  one  of  the  chief  diflicalties 
which  im|iede  the  discovery  of  the  longitude  at  sea ;  and 
the  tumult  and  hurry  of  life  are  equally  unfavorable  to  that 
calm  level  of  mind  which  1«  necessary  to  an  Inquirer  aAer 
truth. 

In  the  mean  time,  our  nu^est  Skeptic,  In  the  absence  of 
truth,  contents  himself  with  probabilities,  resembling  In  this 
respect  those  suitors  of  Penelope,  who,  on  finding  that  they 
could  not  {KMsess  the  mistress  herself,  very  wisely  resolved 
to  put  op  with  her  maids ;  rp  IIivcA'jtq  irAi|(ria</  »  ^if  dova- 
ficvoi,  ra((  Tayrm  i^tyvvwro  itpairaiyaii—  PtmUrcJki  lUpa 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


One  flower  of  tnith,  the  busy  crowd  we  shun, 
And  to  tlie  shades  of  tranquil  learning  run, 
Hdw  many  a  doubt  pursues  V  how  ofl  we  sigh, 
When  histories  charm,  to  tliink  that  histories  lie  ! 
That  all  ore  grave  romances,  at  the  liest, 
And  M — 8gr — ve's'  but  more  clumsy  than  the  rest 
By  Tory  Hume*s  seductive  page  beguiled, 
We  fancy  Charles  was  just  and  Straflbrd  mild  ;• 
And  Fox  himself,  with  party  pencil,  draws 
Monmouth  a  hero,  **  for  the  good  old  cause  !"^ 
Then,  rights  are  wrongs,  and  victories  are  defeats, 
As  French  or  English  pride  the  tule  repeats ; 
And,  when  they  tell  Corunna's  story  o'er, 
They'll  disagree  in  all,  but  honoring  Moore : 
Nay,  future  pens,  to  flatter  future  courts, 
May  cite  perhaps  the  Park-guns*  gay  reports, 
To  prove  that  England  triumphed  on  the  mom 
Which  found  her  Junot*s  jest  and  Europe's  scorn. 

In  Science,  too — how  many  a  system,  raised 
Like  Nova's  icy  domes,  awhile  hath  blazed 
With  lights  of  fancy  and  with  fonns  of  pride. 
Then,  melting,  mingled  with  the  oblivious  tide ! 
Noio  Earth  usurps  the  centre  of  the  sky. 
Now  Newton  puts  the  paltry  planet  by ; 
NoiD  whims  revive  beneath  DcscartesV  pen, 
Whicli  now,  assaiKd  by  Locke's,  expire  again. 

1  See  a  curious  work,  entitled  **  Reflections  upon  Learn- 
ing,'* wrlitcn  on  the  pltin  of  Aprippa's  "De  Vanitate  Bclen- 
tlaruiit,"  but  niurh  more  honestly  and  skilfully  executed. 

*  ThiH  historian  of  the  Irish  reliellions  has  outrun  even  his 
predecessor  in  the  same  task.  Sir  John  Temple,  for  whose 
charhcter  with  respect  to  veracity  the  reader  may  consult 
Carte's  "  Collection  of  Omiond's  Original  Papers.'*  p.  207. 
See  a|4o  Dr.  Nalson's  account  of  him,  in  the  introduction  to 
the  secfind  volume  of  his"  IIi9U)ric.  Collect." 

*  He  defends  Stniflhrd's  conduct  as  *' innocent  and  even 
launahle.**  In  the  same  spirit,  speaking  of  the  arbitrary  sen- 
tenc««  of  the  Star  Cliamher.  he  says,— "The  severity  of  the 
Star  ChamlM^r.  which  was  generally  ascribed  to  laud's  (kls- 
sionatr  'ls|iosiiion,  was  perhaps,  in  itself,  somewhat  blame- 
able." 

*  That  flcxihillty  of  temper  and  opinion,  which  the  habits 
of  9keptici:tm  arc  so  calculated  to  pnxluce.  are  thus  pleaded 
for  by  Mr.  Pox,  in  the  \'ery  sketch  of  Monmouth  to  which  I 
allude;  and  this  part  of  the  picture  the  hi!«torian  maybe 
thought  to  have  dnwn  fmm  himself.  "One  of  the  mo!«l 
con:*picU(iu9  features  In  his  character  seems  to  have  been  a 
remarkable,  and.  as  some  think,  a  culimble  degree  of  flexi- 
bility. I'hat  such  a  dixpiMiitlon  Is  preferable  to  itt  oppoMte 
extreme,  will  be  admitted  by  all  who  think  that  modesty, 
even  In  exre«s,  is  more  nearly  allied  to  wisdom  than  conceit 
and  self-sufliciency.  lie  who  has  attentively  considered  the 
pitliticiil,  or  Indeed  the  general  concerns  of  life,  may  possibly 
go  still  further,  and  may  rank  n  willingness  to  bo  convinced, 
or,  in  s<»iiie  cases,  even  without  conviction,  to  concede  our 
own  opinion  to  thnt  of  other  men,  among  the  principal  ingre- 
dients In  the  com poti lion  of  practical  wisdom." — It  is  right 
to  nbnerve,  however,  ihu  the  Skeptic's  readiness  of  conces- 
sion nr\*e*  rather  frrm  uncertainty  than  conviction,  more 
ftooi  a  suspicion  that  his  own  opinion  may  be  wnmg,  than 
from  any  persujuion  that  the  opiniim  of  his  adversary  is 


And  when,  perhaps,  in  pride  of  chemic  powon. 
We  think  the  keys  of  Nature's  kingdom  oun, 
Some  Davy's  magic  touch  the  dream  unsettles. 
And  tiuns  at  once  our  alkalis  to  metals. 
Or,  should  we  roam,  in  metaphysic  maze, 
Through  fair-built  theories  of  former  days. 
Some  Dr — mm^-d*  from  the    north,  mora    alily 

skill'd. 
Like  other  Goths,  to  ruin  than  to  build. 
Tramples  triumphant  through  our  fanes  o'erthrown. 
Nor  leaves  one  grace,  one  glory  of  his  own. 

^h  Learning,  whatsoe'er  thy  pomp  and  boast, 
Lrilotter'd  muids   have   taught  and  charm'd  men 

most 
The  rude,  unread  Columbus  was  oiur  guide 
To  worlds,  which  leam'd  Lactantius  had  denied  ; 
And  one  wild  Shakspeare,  following  Nature's  lights. 
Is  worth  whole  planets,  fill'd  with  Stag)'rite8. 

See  grave  Theology,  when  once  she  strays 
From  Revelation's  path,  what  tricks  she  plan's ; 
What  various  heav'ns, — all  fit  for  bards  to  smg,— 
Have,  churchmen  dream'd,  from  Fa{Nas*  down  to 

King  :• 
While  hell  itself,  in  India  naught  but  smoke,* 
In  Spain's  a  furnace,  and  in  France — a  joke. 


right.  "  It  may  be  so,"  wns  the  courteotu  and  skeptical  for- 
mula with  which  the  Dutch  were  accustomed  tn  reply  to 
the  statements  of  ambassadors.  See  Llojf^t  SUtt  fVartkitt, 
art.  Sir  Thomas  Wyat. 

•  Descartes,  who  is  considered  as  the  parent  of  modem 
skepticism,  says,  that  there  is  nothing  In  the  whole  mafe  of 
philo-tophy  which  does  not  admit  of  two  opposite  opinions, 
and  which  is  not  Involved  In  duubt  and  nncertalnty.  **  la 
Fhilosophia  nihil  adhuc  re|ierlri,  de  quo  non  In  Qtramqoe 
partem  dlsputa tur,  hoc  est,  quod  non  sit  Incertum  et  dnUom.** 
Gassendi  is  likewise  to  be  added  to  the  list  of  modem  Skep- 
tics, and  Wedderkopfl*,  in  his  Dissertation  *"  De  Scepticbmo 
profanoctsacro,"(Argentorat.  1G66,)  has denonnced  Erasmus 
also  as  a  follower  of  Pyrrho,  for  his  opinions  upon  the  Trinity, 
and  some  other  sutijects.  To  these.  If  we  add  the  names  of 
Baylc,  Mallebranche,  Dryden,  Locke,  &c.  &c.,  I  think  there  is 
no  one  who  need  be  ashamed  of  doubting  in  such  company. 

<  See  this  gentleman's  Academic  Uuestions. 

f  Papias  lived  al)out  the  time  of  the  a|)ostIes,  and  Is  rap* 
posed  to  have  given  birth  to  the  heresy  of  the  Chilliasic 
whose  heaven  was  by  no  means  of  a  spiritual  natme,  bat 
rather  an  anticip;ition  of  the  Prophet  uf  Hera's  etysium.  See 
Eu<:el*iu5,  llisi.  Ek:clesiast.  lib.  iii.'cap.  33,  and  HieroBym.  de 
Scriptor.  Eccicsiast. — From  all  I  can  find  In  these  aa- 
thors  concerning  Papias,  it  seems  hardly  felr  to  Impnte  Is 
him  those  gross  imaginations  In  which  the  believers  of  tlw 
sensual  millennium  indulged. 

•  King,  in  his  Morsels  of  Criticism,  vol.  1.,  supposes  ths 
sun  to  be  the  receptacle  of  blessed  spirits. 

•  The  Indians  call  hell  "  the  House  of  Smoke."  SeePleaiC 
upon  the  Religion  of  the  Banians.  The  reader  who  b  csri> 
DOS  about  Infernal  matters,  may  be  edified  by  omiMltlal 
Rusca  de  Inferno,  pnrtiealarty  lib.  11.  cap.  7. 8,  wheie  be  vlU 
find  the  precise  sort  of  Are  aseertiUned  In  which  wleftsi 
spirits  are  to  be  bamed  hereafter. 
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ilall,  modeat  Ignorance,  thou  goal  and  prize, 
Thou  last,  hest  knowledge  of  the  simply  wise ! 
Hail,  humble  Doubt,  when  enor's  waves  are  past, 
How  sweet  to  reach  thy  sheltered  port'  at  last. 
And,    tliere,    by  changing   skies    nor    lured    nor 

awed, 
SmQe  at  the  battling  winds  that  roar  abroad. 
TTkere  gentle  Charity,  who  knows  how  frail 
The  bark  of  Virtue,  even  in  summer's  gale, 
Sits  by  the  nightly  fire,  whose  beacon  glows 
For  all  who  wander,  whether  (riends  or  foes 


There    Faith   retires,  and    keeps    her  white  san 

fiiri'd, 
Till  caird  to  spread  it  for  a  better  world ; 
While  Patience,  watching  on  the  weedy  shoie. 
And  mutely  waiting  till  the  storm  be  o'er. 
Oft  turns  to  Hope,  who  still  directs  her  eye 
To  some  blue  spot,  just  breaking  in  the  d(y ! 

Such  are  the  mild,  the  bless'd  associates  given 
To  him  who  doubts, — and  trusts  in  naught  bat 
Heaven ! 


TWOPENNY    POST-BAG. 


BY  THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 


EUpis  manibas  cecid^ra  tabella.       Ovid. 


1 


TO 

STEPHEN  WOOLRICHE,  ESQ. 

Mv  DEAR  WOOLRICHE, 

It  is  now  about  seven  years  since  I  promised 
(and  I  grieve  to  think  it  is  almost  as  long  since  we 
I  met)  to  dedicate  to  you  the  very  first  Book,  of  what- 
ever aze  or  kind,  I  should  publish.  Who  could  have 
thought  that  so  many  years  would  elapse,  without 
rr\y  giving  the  least  signs  of  life  upon  tlie  subject 
of  this  important  promise  7  Who  could  have  un- 
%gined  that  a  volume  of  doggerel,  after  all,  would 
be  the  first  ofiering  that  Gratitude  would  lay  upon 
the  shrine  of  Friendship  ? 

If  you  continue,  however,  to  be  as  much  inter- 
osted  about  me  and  my  pursuits  as  formerly,  you 
will  be  happy  to  hear  that  doggerel  is  not  my  only 
occupation  ;  but  that  I  am  preparing  to  throw  my 
name  to  the  Swans  of  the  Temple  of  Immortality," 
Waviag  it,  of  coune,  to  the  said  Swans  to  determiue, 
whether  they  ever  will  take  the  trouble  of  picking 
it  from  the  stream. 

In  the  mean  time,  my  dear  Woolriche,  like  an 

I  octhodoi  Lutheran,  you  most  judge  of  me  rather  by 

my  faUh  than  my  worke;  and  however  trifling 


the  tribute  which  I  here  offer,  never  doubt  ihe  fidel- 
ity with  which  I  am,  and  always  shall  be, 

Your  sincere  and 

attached  Friend, 

THE  AUTHOR. 
Mofxk  4, 1913. 


PREFACE. 


The  Bag,  from  which  the  following  Letters  are 
selected,  was  dropped  by  a  Twopenny  Postman 
about  two  montlis  since,  and  picked  up  by  an 
emissary  of  the  S/»ciety  for  the  Suppremion  of  Vice, 
vtiw,  suppotting  it  miglit  materially  amist  the  pri- 
vate re8earo)%M  of  that  Institution,  iinniediutely 
took  it  to  his  employers,  and  was  rewarded  hand- 
somely for  his  trouble.  Such  a  troaAiiry  of  secrets 
was  worth  a  whole  host  of  iufomiers ;  and  ac- 
cordingly, like  the  Cupids  of  the  poet  (if  I  may 
use  so  profane  a  simile)  who  "  fell  at  odds  about 
the  sweet-bag  of  a  bee,"*  those  venerable  Sup- 
pressors almost  fought   with   each   other    for  the 


L' 


*  **C1iire  Sceptiqae,  doace  p&tare  da  mon  nme.et  Tanlqiie 
Ml  •!•  lalat  A  ane  esprit  qoi  ainie  le  repos  !** — La  Motk§  U 
ftftr. 


*  Arinnto,  canto  35. 

*  llerrick. 


konor  and  delight  of  first  ransackb^  the  Poet- 
Bag.  Unluckily,  however,  it  turned  out,  upon 
examination,  that  the  discoveries  of  profligacy 
which  r  enabled  them  to  make,  lay  chiefly  in  those 
upper  regions  of  society,  which  their  well-bred 
regulations  forbid  them  to  molest  or  meddle  4vith. 
—In  consequence,  they  gained  but  very  few  vic- 
tims by  their  prize,  and,  after  lying  for  a  week  or 
two  under  M  r.  Hatchard^s  counter,  the  Bag,  with 
its  violated  contents,  was  sold  for  a  trifle  to  a  fnend 
of  mine. 

It  happent'd  that  I  had  been  just  then  seized  with 
an  ambition  (havius  never  tried  the  strength  of  my 
wing  but  in  a  Newspaper)  to  publish  something  or 
other  in  the  shape  of  a  Book  ;  and  it  occurred  to  me 
that,  the  present  being  such  a  letter-writing  era,  a 
few  of  these  Twopenny-Post  Epistles,  turned  into 
easy  verse,  would  bo  as  light  and  popular  a  task  as 
I  could  possibly  select  for  a  commencement  I  did 
not,  however,  think  it  prudent  to  give  too  many 
Letters  at  first,  and,  accordingly,  have  been  obliged 
(in  order  to  eke  out  a  sufficient  number  of  pages)  to 
reprint  some  of  those  trifles  which  had  already 
appeared  in  the  public  journals.  As  in  Uie  battles 
of  ancient  times,  the  shades  of  the  departed  were 
sometimes  seen  among  the  combatants,  so  I  thought 
I  might  manage  to  remedy  the  thinness  of  my  ranks 
by  conjuring  up  a  few  dead  and  forgotten  epheme- 
rons  to  fill  them. 

Such  are  the  motives  and  accidents  that  led  to 
the  present  publication ;  and  as  this  is  the  first 
1  time  my  Muse  has  ever  ventured  out  of  the  go-cart 
I  of  a  Newspaper,  though  I  feel  all  a  parent's  delight 
at  seeing  little  Miss  go  alone,  I  am  also  not  without 
a  parent's  anxiety,  lest  an  unlucky  fall  should  be 
the  consequence  of  the  experiment;  and  I  need 
not  point  out  how  many  living  instances  might  be 
found,  of  Muses  that  have  suffered  very  severely 
in  their  heads,  from  taking  rather  too  early  rnd 
rashly  to  their  feet  Besides,  a  Book  is  so  very 
ditTerent  a  thing  from  a  Newspaper  ! — in  the  former, 
your  doggerel,  without  either  company  or  shelter, 
must  stand  shivering  in  the  mid'^le  of  a  bleak 
page  by  itself ;  whereas,  in  the  latter,  it  is  comfort- 
ably backed  by  advertisements,  and  has  8om**imee 
even  a  speech  of  Mr.  St — ph — n's,  or  sometlirng 
equallv  warm,  for  a  chaufe-pii-so  that,  in  gene- 
ral, •he  very  reverbo  of  **  laud&tur  et  alget"  is  its 
destiny. 

Ambition,  however,  must  run  some  risks,  and  I 
shall  be  very  well  satisfied  if  the  reception  of  these 
few  Letters  should  have  tho  effect  of  senduig  me 
to  the  Post- Bag  for  moro 


I  Pinilar,  Pyth.  3.— My  fViend  certainly  cannot  add  ovr*  tv 


PREFACE 

TO  THE  FOURTEENTH  EDITION. 
BV  A  FRIEND  OF  TUB  AVTBOtU 

In  the  absence  of  Mr.  Brown,  who  is  at  present 

en  a  tour  through ,  I  feel  myself  called 

upon,  as  his  friend,  to  notice  certain  mbconceptioos 
and  misrepresentations,  to  which  this  little  vdume 
of  Trifles  has  given  rise. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  not  true  that  Mr.  Brown 
has  had  any  accomplices  in  tlie  work.  A  note, 
hideed,  which  nas  hitherto  accompanied  his  Pre- 
face, may  very  naturally  have  been  the  origin  of 
such  a  supposition ;  but  that  note,  which  was 
merely  the  coquetry  of  an  author,  I  have,  in  the 
present  edition,  taken  upon  m}*self  to  remove,  and 
Mr.  Brown  must  tlierefore  be  considered  (like  the 
mother  of  that  unique  production,  the  Centaur, 
fioia  Kat  povov )  as  alono  responsible  for  tho  wliole 
contents  of  the  volume. 

In  the  next  place  it  has  been  said,  that  in 
consequence  of  this  graceless  little  book,  a  certain 
distinguished  Personage  prevailed  upon  another 
distinguished  Personage  to  withdraw  from  the 
author  that  notice  and  kindness  with  which  he 
had  90  long  and  so  liberally  honored  him.  In  this 
story  there  is  not  one  syllable  of  truth.  For 
tho  magnanimity  of  the  former  of  these  persons  I 
would,  indeed,  in  no  case  answer  too  rashly :  but 
of  the  conduct  of  the  latter  towards  my  friend,  I 
have  a  proud  gratification  in  declaring,  tliat  it  has 
never  ceased  to  be  such  as  he  must  remember  with 
indelible  gratitude ; — a  gratitude  the  more  cheer- 
fully and  wannly  paid,  from  its  net  bc.\^  i  debt 
incurred  solely  on  his  own  account,  but  for  kind- 
ness shared  with  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  him. 

To  the  charge  of  being  an  Irishman,  poor 
Mr.  Brown  pleads  guilty ;  and  I  believe  it  must 
also  be  acknowledged  that  he  comes  of  a  Roman 
Catholic  family :  an  avowal  which  I  am  aware  is 
de<;isive  of  his  utter  reprobation,  in  the  eyes  of 
those  exclusive  patentees  of  Christianity,  so  worthy 
to  have  been  the  followers  of  a  certain  enlightened 
Bishop,  Donatus,*  who  held  "  that  God  m  m  Africa 
and  not  elsewhere,^  But  from  all  this  it  does  not 
necessarily  follow  that  Mr.  Brown  is  a  Papist ;  and* 
indeed,  I  have  the  st;ongest  reasons  for  sunfectin^ 
that  they,  who  say  so,  are  somewhat  mintaken. 
Not  that  I  presume  to  have  ascertained  his  opinions 
upon  such  subjects.  All  I  profess  to  know  of  his 
ortl'odcxy  is,  that  he  has  a   Protestant  wife  and 

s  RUhop  of  Caue  Nignr,  In  the  fourth  ceatwy. 
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two  or  three  litUe  Protestant  children,  and  that  he 
has  been  seen  at  church  eyery  Sunday,  for  a  whole 
year  together,  listening  to  the  sennons  of  his  truly 

reverend  and  amiable  friend,  Dr. ,  and 

behaving  there  as  well  and  as  orderly  as  most 
people. 

There  are  yet  a  few  other  mistakes  and  false* 
boo^  about  Mr.  Brown,  to  which  I  had  intended, 
with  all  becoming  gravity,  to  advert ;  but  I  begin 
to  think  the  task  is  quite  as  useless  as  it  is  tiresome. 
Misrepresentations  and  calumnies  of  this  sort  aro, 
like  tlie  arguments  and  statements  of  Dr.  Duigenan, 
— not  at  all  the  less  vivacious  or  less  serviceable  to 
their  fabricators,  for  having  been  refuted  and  dis« 
proved  a  thousand  times  over.  They  are  brought 
forward  again,  as  good  as  new,  whenever  malice  or 
stupidity  may  be  in  want  of  them ;  and  are  quite  as 
useful  as  the  old  lm>ken  lantern,  in  Fielding*s  Amelia, 
which  the  watchman  always  keeps  ready  by  him, 
to  produce,  in  proof  of  riotous  conduct,  against  hb 
victims.  I  shall  therefore  give  up  the  fruitless  toil 
of  vindication,  and  would  even  drew  my  pen  over 
what  I  have  already  written,  had  I  not  promised  to 
furnish  my  publisher  with  a  Preface,  and  know  not 
how  else  I  could  contrive  to  eke  it  out 

I  have  added  two  or  three  more  trifles  to  this 
edition,  which  I  found  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  and 
knew  to  bo  from  the  pen  of  my  friend.  The  rest  of 
the  volume  remains'  in  its  original  state. 

jf^  90, 1814. 
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LETTER  I. 


nuW  THK   PR — NO — S8   CH — RL — E   OF  W — 


TO  THE   LADY   D — RB — A   ASUl 


-T.' 


Mr  dear  Lady  Bab,  you*U  be  shocked,  Fm  afraid. 
When  you  hear  the  sad  rumpus  your  Ponies  have 
made; 


*  A  aefr  rending  has  been  snjrfsexted  in  tho  original  of  the 
Ode  of  llonce,  Treeiy  translated  by  Lord  Eld — n,  page  1Q& 
li  the  line  **  Sivc  per  Syrteis  iter  cstaosas,"  it  Is  proposed,  by 
imy  trifltns  alteration,  to  read  "  SurUes,^  Instead  of  "  Syr- 
Ms.**  wblch  brlnfs  the  Ode.  it  is  said,  more  hmne  to  the  noble 
teailatnr,aod  gives  a  peculiar  force  and  aptness  to  the  epi- 


Since  the  time  of  horse-consuls,  (now  long  out  of 

date,) 
No  nags  ever  made  such  a  stir  in  the  state. 
Lord  Eld — n  first  heard — and  as  instantly  pray'd  he 
To  **  God  and  his  King** — that  a  Popish  young  Lady 
(For  though  you've  bright  eyes  and  twelve  Uiousand 

a  year, 
It  is  still  but  too  true  you*re  a  Papist,  my  dear,) 
Had  insidiously  sent,  by  a  tall  Irish  groom. 
Two  priest-ridden  Ponies,  just  landed  from  Rome, 
And  so  full,  little  rogues,  of  pontifical  tricks. 
That  the  dome  of  St.  Paulas  was  scarce  safo  from 

their  kicks. 


Off*  at  once  to  Papa,  in  a  flurry  he  flic 
For  Papa  always  does  what  these  statesmen  advice. 
On  condition  that  they'll  bo,  in  turn,  so  polite 
As  m  no  case  whate'er  to  advise  him  too  right — 
"  Pretty  doings  are  here.  Sir,  (he  angrily  cries, 
While  by  dint  of  dark  eyebrows  he  strives  to  look 

wise)— 
"  'Tis  a  scheme  of  the  Romanists,  so  help  me  God  I 
"To  ride  over  your  most  Royal  Highness  rough- 
shod— 
"  Excuse,   Sir,  my  team — ^they're    from  loyalty's 

source — 
"Bad  enough   'twas  for  Troy  to  be  sack'd  by  a 

Horse, 
"  But  for  us  to  be  ruin'd  by  Ponies  still  worse !" 
Quick  a  Council  is  call'd — the  whole  C  abinet  sits — 
The  Archbishops    declare,  frighteu'd  out  of  tlieir 

wits, 
That  if  once  Popish  Ponies  should  eat  at  my  manger. 
From  that  awful  moment  the  Church  is  in  danger ! 
As,  give  them  but  stabling,  and  shortly  no  stalls 
Will  suit  their  proud  stomuclis  but  those  at  St  Paul's. 

The  Doctor,*  and  he,  the  devout  man  of  Leather,* 
V — na — tt — t,   now    laying   their    Saint-hcuds    to- 
gether. 
Declare  that  these  skittish  young  a-bominations 
Are  clearly  foretold  in  Chap.  vL  Revelations — 
Nay,  they  verily  think  they  could  point  out  the  one 
Which  the  Doctor's  friend  Death  was  to  canter  upon. 

Lord  II — rr — by,  hoping  tliat  no  one  imputes 
To  the  Court  any  fancy  to  persecute  brutes, 
Protests,  on  the  word  of  himself  and  his  cronies. 
That  had  these  said  creatures  been  Asses,  not  Ponies, 
The  Court  would  have  started  no  sort  of  objection, 
As  Asses  were,  there,  always  sure  of  protection. 


thet  •'jwtnnsas."    I  merely  throw  out  this  emendation  for 
the  earned,  being  unable  myself  to  decide  up(>n  its  merits. 

*  This  young  Lady,  who  is  a  Romnn  Catholic,  hnd  lately 
made  a  present  of  some  beantifui  Punies  to  tho  Pr — ite— u. 

*  &lr.  Addlngton.  so  nicknamed. 

*  Alluding  to  a  tax  lately  laid  upon  lea'Jier 
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"  If  the  Pr — nc — as  will  keep  them,  (says  Lord 
C— «tl— r— gh,) 
**  To  make  them  quite  hannlefls,  the  only  true  way 
«  Ib  (as  certain  Chief  Justices  do  with  tlieir  wives) 
**  To  flog  them  within  half  an  inch  of  their  lives. 
'*  If  they  Ve  any  bad  Irish  blood  lurking  about, 
"  This  (he  knew  by  experience)  would  soon  draw 

it  out." 
Should  this  bo  thought  cruel,  his  Lordship  proposes 
'*  T  ne  new  Veto  snaffle*  to  bind  down  their  noses— 
**  A  pretty  contrivance,  made  out  of  old  chains, 
"  Which   appears   to   indulge,  while  it  doubly  re- 
strains ; 
'*  Which,  however  high-mettled,  their  gamesomenees 

checks 
'*  (Adds  his  Lordship  humanely,)  or  else  breaks  their 
necks !" 

This  proposal  received  pretty  general  applause 
From  the  statesmen  around — and  the  neck>breaking 

clause 
Had  a  vigor  about  it,  which  soon  reconciled 
Even  Eld — n  himself  to  a  measure  so  mild. 
So  the  snaffles,  my  dear,  were  agreed  to,  nem.  eon,, 
And  my  Lord  C — stl — r — gh,  having  so  often  shone 
In  the  fettering  line,  is  to  buckle  thf  m  uu. 

I  shall  drive  to  your  door  in  these  Veto9  some  day. 
But,  at  present,  adieu  !— I  must  hurry  away 
To  go  see  my  Mamma,  as  Vm  suffered  to  meet  her 
F  :r  just  half  an  hour  by  the  Qu — u's  best  repeater. 

Cu — RL — TTK. 


In  short,  nntil  the  House  of  Guelph 
Lays  Lords  and  Commons  on  the  sh^, 
And  boldly  sets  up  for  itmlf 

All,  that  can  well  be  understood 
In  this  said  Book,  is  vastly  good  : 
And,  as  to  what*s  incomprehensible, 
I  dare  be  sworn  'tis  full  as  sensible. 

But,  to  your  work's  immortal  credit, 
The  Fr — n^-e,  good  Sir,  the  Pr — a~-^  has  read 't 
(The  only  Book,  himself  remarks, 
Which  he  has  read  since  Mrs.  Clarke's.) 
Last  levee>mom  he  look'd  it  through, 
During  that  awful  hour  or  two 
Of  grave  tonsorial  preparation. 
Which,  to  a  fond,  admiring  nation, 
Sends  forth,  announced  by  trump  and  drum, 
The  best-wtgg'd  Pr — n^  in  Christendom. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM   COLONEL   M'M — II N    TO  G ^LD   FR — IfO — ■ 

L— OKIE,  ESQ. 

Dear  Sir,  Tve  just  had  time  to  look 
Into  your  very  learned  Book,* 
Wherein — kr  plain  as  man  can  speak. 
Whose  English  is  half  modem  Greek — 
You  prove  that  we  can  ne'er  intrench 
Our  happy  isles  against  the  French, 
Till  Royalty  in  England's  made 
A  much  more  independent  Iruae  ; — 

'  The  qucfftinn  whether  i  V*»tn  was  to  be  allowed  to  the 
l>own  in  the  apimintment  of  'rl*h  CHthciUe  Bishops  was,  at 
this  time,  ver)'  frcncr.tlly  and  »ril\'#»ly  aetUitcd. 

*  For  an  Recount  (»f  this  eitmitrdinary  worli  or  Mr.  Leckio,  ]  not  nnlv  to  speak,  bat  to  feel,  like  a  foiteifner.**     fitfi'a^sifA 
4CO  the  "  EJiuburgh  Review,**  vol  xx.  Raview. 


He  thinks  with  you,  th'  imagination 
Of  partnership  in  legislation 
Could  only  enter  in  the  noddles 
Of  dull  and  ledger-keeping  twaddles, 
Whose  heads  on  firniB  are  running  so^ 
They  ev'n  must  have  a  King  and  Co., 
And  hence,  most  eloquently  show  forth 
On  checks  and  balances,  and  so  forth. 

But  now,  he  trusts,  we're  coming  near  a 
Far  more  royal,  loyal  era  ; 
When  England's  monarch  need  but  say, 
"  Whip  me  those  scoundrels,  C — stl — r — gh  !** 
Or,  **  Hang  me  up  those  Papists,  Eld — n,** 
And  'twill  be  done — ay  faith,  and  well  done . 

With  view  to  wliich,  I've  his  command 
To  beg,  Sir,  from  your  travell'd  hand, 
(Round  which  the  foreign  graces  swarm*) 
A  Plan  of  radical  Refonn ; 
Compiled  and  chosen  as  best  you  can, 
In  Turkey  or  at  Ispahan, 
And  quite  upturning,  branch  and  root. 
Lords,  Commons,  and  Burddtt  to  boot 

But,  pray,  whate'er  you  may  Impart,  write 
Somewhat  more  brief  than  Major  C— nwr — glit: 
Else,  though  the  Pr— e  be  long  in  rigging, 
'Twould  take,  at  least,  a  fortnight's  wigging^^- 
Two  wigs  to  every  paragraph — 
Before  he  well  could  get  through  halfl 


»  "The  tmth  Indeed  seems  to  be,  that  btivinf  lived  m 
lonf!  nbrond  as  evidently  to  have  irwt.  In  a  frreiit  detree,  tbs 
use  of  his  native  lanfmnge,  Mr.  Leckie  has  prMdonlly 


<''r 


.  ■ 
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ull  wad  il  oln  ipecdily — 
Mb  M  My,  'Cwixl  you  aud  ms, 
rrgtuHB,  hooted  by  your  work. 
1I3  ibinki  hiinseir GrsDil  Turk! 
irou'd  tiBve  laugli'di  liul  yoa  wen  Iidw 
luffi  tbe  Cli— na-^1— r  ji»t  now, 
I  (on  b»  Liirdahi]i's  enCi-riiig  |>iiir'd)  he 
'd  liw  twck  oud  coJI'd  him  "  Aliifti !" 


«  JCntbH 

dl  ihiBp  t  I 

^H  POSTSCIttPT. 

^^^Bd  Ihia  MAwl  Bway, 

^KmrI,  juM  to  My, 

^Vlb  purlii  uf  Ih*  Turitinh  ■j'stem 

igv,  \mm  M  veil  you  mln'd  'em. 

Mkiic*— iu  Srraalia  malUn— 
Tink,  whom  ^iih  roDduew  llallera, 
I  Al  hh  Ihrsm  (IukJob  Tod  I) 
iHtMioK.  tm!-«lweh'd  lliiii^  fruia  schwir. 
nc  [w  fo  Ihal  fairy  Imiil, 
I  Lots  and  Ago  wnt  hand  In  haud ',' 
■  U|a.  tin  riiiy.  ihod  ua  lioury, 
irsjnlanu  WM*  worth  any  monry,) 
loHan  liBi  marii  ri|wr  iiMtioiw — 
k  yoat  Im  of  ■■'■-pnimDtioiiB 
le  tliOT*  only,  filuinp  and  mgo, 
I*  Rueli'd  the  TtguLiliBH-agt ; 


min'd  you  lual  niglit  at  ^he  "  hoary  old  alni: 
Who  gavo  m.  as  .miat.  tli8  cream  of  good  diiu 

loiipi  scienlifie — his  (uhes  quito  pmru — 
His  pfilfa  auperb — and  Ida  culleu  sublinisl 

Slomaa!iic  orgHsnt  iii  my  Lord  1^1 — b— gh, 
Who  ttt  In,  to  be  lure,  with  miraculniu  (nrm, 

eicluin'i!,  bclwMQ  mouthful*,  "  a  Ht-Coat  of 


"  Whilo  you  live — («not'»  there  hhqct  thai 

pray,  look)— 
■'  Whilo  you  livo— (I'il  jnrt  loaia  ii)   ne'er  kt«p 

She-Cook. 
"  'Til  n  Bund  Salic  Laval's  email  bit  of 

loairt)— 
■'  Which  orduioi  that  a  feiDule  ehall  no'er  ml* 

'■  For  Cookery's  ■   »i>crel — (thu   lurtlo'e 

"  Like  Musonry.  ucrer  foutul  out  by  a  wodhd  ?■ 

Tl; 

Of    B 

coiiipliiiieut,  loo,  lo  his  Lordship  Iho  Jndjo 
ur  his   Sprech    la    tlie  Jury — und  uundal    wha 
would  grudge 
Tuntfl   Buup,   iliough  it  ctuno  to  Eve  goineai 

To  reK'iird  such  a  loyal  and  coniplaliiant  aoulT 
vf^m  all  iu  high  gi^^-Humun  Pujich  and  1 

TravrirU   roiiiid,  till  our  head*  Iravell'd  jiwt  tl 

mine  way; 
wB  carwl    not   for   Juriw   or   Liboli — uo^  \ 

dnmniel  nor 
Ev'ii  for  iho  Ihreau  of  last  Suada/k  Examiner  l 

More   good   thingi   were  eaten  than  a 
Tom  T— rrh— t 
In  quotiu|(  Joe  Miller,  you  know,  hna  nnne  laatJt  {"j 
And,  lipariug  the  Btitrdy  Jiuliciory  Chipf 
Say— uted  with  turtle—"  I'll  now  Uy  Lha  beef  "-m 


tk  hnantnai  i^r  ibsiuilBr  of  »uire  1 
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Tommy  wliisperM  him  (giving  his  Lordship  a  sly 

hit) 
"  I  fear  Hwlll  be  hung-hee^,  my  Lord,  if  you  try 

it  I" 

And  C — md — n  was  there,  who,  that  morning, 
had  gone 

To  fit  his  new  Marqui6*8  coronet  on ; 

And  the  dish  set  before  him — oh  dish  well-de- 
vised I — 

Was,  what  old  Mollier  Glasse  calls,  "  a  calf's  head 
surprised !" 

The  brains  were  near  Sh — ry,  and  once  had  been 
fine, 

But,  of  late,  they  had  lam  so  long  soaking  in  wine, 

That  though  we,  from  courtesy,  still  chose  to  call 

These  brains  very  fine,  Uiey  were  no  brains  at  all. 

When  the  dinner  was  over,  we  drank  every  one 
In  a  bumper,  "  the  venial  delights  of  Crim.  Con. ;" 
At   which    II — df — t    with    warm    reminiscences 

gloated. 
And  E — bV — h  chuckled  to  hear  himself  quoted. 

Our  next  round  of  toasts  v/as  a  fancy  quite  new, 
For  we  drank — and  you'll  own  'twas  benevolent 

too— 
To  those  well-meaning  husbands,  cits,  parsons,  or 

peers. 
Whom  we've,  any  time,  honor'd  by  courting  their 

dears: 
This  museum  of  wittols  was  comical  rather ; 
Old  H — df — t  gave  M — ss — y,  and  I  gave  your 

f-th— r. 

In  short,   not    a  soul  till  this  morning  would 
budge— 
Wo  were  all  fun  and  frolic, — and  even  the  J        o 
Laid  aside,  for  the  time,  his  juridical  fashion, 
And  through  the  whole  night  wasn't  once  in  a  pas- 
sion! 

I  write  this  in  bed,  while  my  wliiskers  are  air- 
ing. 
And  M— c*  has  a  sly  dose  of  jalap  preparing 

For  poor  T — mmy  T — rr — t  at  breakfast  to  quaff- 
As  I  fe«l  I  want  something  to  give  me  a  laugh, 
And  there's  nothing  so  good  as  old  T — ^mmy,  kept 

close 
To  Iiis  Cornwall  accounts,  after  taking  a  dos& 

J  Colonel  M'Mnhon. 

>  This  letter,  which  contained  some  very  heavy  enclosures, 
seems  to  have  been  sent  to  I^onilon  by  a  private  band,  and 
then  pnt  into  the  Twopenny  Post-Office,  to  save  trouble.  See 
the  Appendix. 

*  In  sending  this  sheet  to  the  Press,  however,  I  learn  that 


LETTER  IV. 

FROM  THE  RIGHT  HON.  r — TR — CK   D— <3E!I — If  TO 
THE   RIGHT  HON.   SIR  J — HN  N — CH — L. 

liAST  week,  dear  N— ch — ^I,  making  mexiy 
At  dinner  with  our  Secretary, 
When  all  were  drunk,  or  pretty  near, 
(The  time  for  doing  bufdness  here,) 
Says  he  to  me,  '<  Sweet  Dully  Bottom ! 
"  These  Papist  dogs — hiccup— 'od  rot  'cm  !— 
"  Deserve  to  be  bespatter'd — hiccup-— 
"  With  all  the  dirt  ev*n  you  can  pick  op. 
"  But,  as  the  Pr— ce  (here's  to  him— fill— 
"  Hip,  hip,  hurra !) — is  trying  still 
"  To  humbug  them  with  kind  profeasioiis, 
"  And,  as  you  deal  in  strong  expressions — 
"  *  Rogue' — *  traitor* — ^liiccup— and  all  that— 
"  You  must  be  muzzled.  Doctor  Pat  I — 
"  You  must  indeed — hiccup — ^that's  flat** 

Yes — "  muzzled"  was  the  word.  Sir  Jolm— 
These  fools  have  clapp'd  a  muzzle  on 
The  boldest  mouth  that  e*er  ran  o'er 
With  slaver  of  the  iimos  of  yore  I*— 
Was  it  for  this  that  back  I  went 
As  far  as  Lateran  and  Trent, 
To  prove  that  they,  who  damn'd  us  tlien, 
Ought  now,  in  turn,  be  damn'd  again? — 
The  silent  victim  still  to  sit 
Of  Gr — tt — n's  fire  and  C — nn — g's  wit. 
To  hear  ev'n  noisy  M — th — w  gabble  on, 
Nop  mention  once  the  W— e  of  Babylon ! 
Oh !  'tis  too  much — who  now  will  be 
The  Nightman  of  No-Popery? 
What  Courtier,  Saint,  or  even  Bishop, 
Such  learned  filth  will  ever  fish  up? 
If  there  among  our  ranks  be  one 
To  tuko  my  place,  'tis  tkout  Sir  John ; 
Thou,  who,  like  me,  art  dubb'd  Right  Hon 
Like  mc,  too,  art  a  Law>'er  Civil 
That  wishes  Papists  at  the  devil. 

To  whom  then  but  to  thee,  my  friend, 
Should  Patrick*  his  Port-folio  send? 
Take  it — 'tis  thine — ^his  leam'd  Port-folio, 
With  all  its  theologic  olio 
Of  Bulls,  half  Irish  and  half  Romau» 
Of  Doctrines,  now  believed  by  no  man — 


the  "  mazzle**  has  been  taken  oflf,  and  the  Right  Hoa.  Dodor 
again  let  loose ! 

*  A  bad  name  for  poetry ;  bnt  D — gen — n  Is  still 
As  Prudentius  says  upon  a  very  dilTerent  snt^t— 

Tcrqaetur  Apollo 
Nomine  percussos. 
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Us,  held  for  men's  salTatkm, 

fs  ending  in  daronation— 

lows  that,  since  the  worid's  ereation, 

tsts,  whate*er  their  gentle  shamming, 

ays  had  a  taste  for  damning,) 

y  more  saeh  pious  scraps, 

(what  we've  long  proved,  perhaps,) 

d  as  Christians  used  to  be 

)  Thirteenth  Century, 

1  are  Christians  to  be  had 

le  Nineteenth,  just  as  mad  ! 

'U — ^I  send  with  this,  dear  N — eh — ^1, 
;wo  I've  had  in  pickle 
Jj  to  trim  old  Gr — tt — n's  jacket — 
ihall  go  by  Monday's  packet 

P.D. 

e  Enclosures  in  the  foregoing  Letter  wae 
owing  **  Unanswerable  Argument  against 
puts:* 

«  «  •  • 

told  the  ancient  Roman  nation 

00  of  spittle  in  lustration  ;* 
'.jactantium  ap.  Gallsum*— 

1  need  not  read  but  eee  *em  ;) 
rish  Papists,  fact  surprising, 
ise  of  spittle  in  baptizing  ; 

proves  them  all,  O'Fuins,  O'Fagans, 
i,  and  Tooles,  all  downright  Pagans. 
ct's  enough  ; — let  no  one  tell  us 
such  sad,  saliwtus  fellows^— 
—the  man,  baptized  with  spittle^ 
o  truth  in  him — ^uot  a  tittle  \ 
•  •  •  t 


LETTER  V. 

I    *aX   COUNTCM   DOWAGER   OP  C — RK 
TO   LADV  . 


Lady !  Fve  been  just  sending  out 

e  hundred  cards  for  a  snug  little  Rout- 
by,  you've  seen  Rokeby? — tliis   moment 
(  mine — 
1-Coach  Edition* — ^prodigiously  fine  ;) 


Lostralibas  ant*  sallvU 

Psat.  Mt  S. 


But  I  can't  oonoehre  how,  in  this  very  cold  weathtr« 
Fm  ever  to  bring  my  five  hundred  to^gether ; 
As,  unless  the  thermometer's  near  boiling  heat, 
One  can  never  get  half  oS  one's  hundreds  to  meet 
(Apropos— you'd  have  laugh'd  to  see  Townsend 

last  night. 
Escort  to  their  chain,  with  his  stafi^  so  polite. 
The  "  three  maiden  Miseries,"  all  in  a  fright ; 
Poor  Townsend,  like  Mercury,  filling  two  posts. 
Supervisor  of  thieves,  and  chief-usher  of  ghosts  !) 


•t  can't  you  hit  on 


Ex  put. 

iMken  the  trooble  of  examining  the  D<ictor*i  ref* 
e.  and  Aod  him,  for  onre,  correct.  The  following 
ffdsof  hit  indignant  referee,  Gallcos  :—**  Asserere 


But,  my  dew  Lady  

some  notion. 
At  least  for  one  night  to  set  London  in  motion  7— 
As  to  having  the  R — g — nt,  that  show  is  gone  by— 
Besides,  I've  remark'd  that  (between  you  and  I) 
The  Marchesa  and  he,  inconvenient  in  more  ways. 
Have  taken  much  lately  to  whispering  in  doorways ; 
Which— consid'ring,  you  know,  dear,  the  size  of 

the  two- 
Makes  a  block   that  one's  company   cannot  get 

through ; 
And  a  house  such  as  mine  is,  with  doorways  so 

small. 
Has  no  room  for  such  cumberBome  love-work  at 

alL— 
(Apropos,  though,  of  love-work — ^you've  heard  it, 

I  hope. 
That  Napoleon's  old  mother's  to  marry  the  Pope, — 
What  a  comical  pair !) — but,  to  stick  to  my  Rout, 
'Twill  be  hard  if  some  novelty  can't  be  struck  out 
Is  there  no  Algerine,  no  Kanichatkan  arrived  7 
No  Plenipo  Pacha,  three-tail'd  and  ten-wived  7 
No  RusHian,  whose  dit»onaut  contioiiaut  name 
Almost  rattles  to  fragments  the  trumpet  of  fame  7 

I  remember  the  time,  three  or  four  winters  back. 
When — provided    their    wigs    were    but    decently 

black — 
A  few  Patriot  monsters,  from  Spain,  were  a  sight 
That  would  people  one's  house  for  one,  night  after 

niglit 
But — ^whether    the    Ministers    paw^d    tlicm    too 

much — 
(And  you  know  how  they  spoil  whatsoever  they 

touch) 
Or,  whether  Lord  G — ^rge  (tlie  young  man  about 

town) 
Has,  by  dint  of  bad  poetry,  written  them  dowL, 
One  has  certainly  lost  one's  peninsular  rage  ; 
And  the  only  stray  Patriot  seen  for  an  age 

non  veremnr  Micmm  bapttumuin  a  Papistls  profnnari,  et  ipati 
osam  tn  peccatonun  explatlone  a  Paganis  non  a  ChrUUanii 

*  Bee  Mr.  Mnrray*i  Advertbement  about  the  Mail-Coach 
copies  of  Rokeby. 
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Has  been  at  such  pla«.^s  (think,  how  the  fit  coob !) 
As  old  Mrs.  V — gh — n*8  or  Lord  L — v — rp— I'a. 

But,  in  sliort,  my  dear,  names  like  Wintztschit- 
stopschinzoudhoff 
Aro   the   only   things  now  make  an  ev*mng  go 

smooth  off: 
So,  get  mo  a  Rursian — till  death  I*m  your  debtor — 
If  he  brings  the  whole  Alphabet,  so  much  the  bet- 
ter. 
And — Lord !  if  he  would  but,  in  character t  sup 
Off  his  fish-oil  and  candles,  he*d  quite  set  me  up ! 

Au  revoir,  my  sweet  girl — I  must  leave  you  in 
haste — 
Little  Guntcr  has  brought  me  the  Liqueurs  to  taste. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

By  fne  by,  have   you  found  any  friend  that  can 

construe 
That  Latin  account,  t'other  day,  of  a  Monster?' 
If  we  can't  get  a  Russian,  and  that  thing  in  Latin 
Ih  n.i  too  improper,  I  think  1*11  bring  that  in. 


LETTER  VL 

FROM  ABDALLAIl,*  IN  LONDON,  TO  MOIIABBAN, 
IN  ISPAHAN. 

Whilst  thou,  Mohassan,  (happy  thou  !) 
Dost  dully  bend  thy  loyal  brow 
Before  our  King— our  Asia's  treasure  ! 
Nutmeg  of  Comfort ;  Rose  of  Pleasure  ! — 
And  bear'st  as  many  kicks  and  bruises 
As  tlie  said  Rose  and  Nutmeg  chooses ; 


>  Alluding,  I  suppose,  to  the  Latin  Advcrtiflemeiit  of  a 
La!<us  Nattirn;  In  the  Newspnpera  lately. 

>!  have  made  mnny  Inquiries  about  this  Persian  gentle- 
man, but  cnnndt  satisfactcirily  aRcertain  who  he  Is.  From 
Ms  nntions  of  Relifrinu^  Liberty,  however,  I  conclude  that  he 
is  an  iiiiportnlion  of  Ministers ;  and  he  has  arrived  Just  in 
time  to  assist  tlie  P  e  and  Mr.  L— ck — e  In  their  new 
Oriental  Pirn  of  Reform.— See  the  second  of  these  Letters. 
How  Abdnlinh's  epistle  to  Ispahan  fimnd  its  way  Into  the 
Twopenny  Post-Bag  is  more  than  I  can  pretend  to  accoant 
lor. 

•  "  Cc't  Tin  honnAte  homme,"  said  a  Turkish  governor  of 
l)e  Runner ;  '*  c*e«t  erand  dommage  quMI  soit  Chrdtien.** 

*  Sunmte*  and  Shiitea  are  the  two  leading  sects  into  which 
the  Mnhomrtan  world  Is  divided  ;  and  they  have  gone  on 
enrsine  and  persecuting  each  other, without  any  Intermission, 
fbrobout  eleven  hundred  years.  The  Saii»t  Is  the  established 
BNt  in  Turkey,  and  the  Skia  In  Persia ;  and  the  diflferencet 


Thy  head  still  near  tlie  bowsCring'fl  hatdtu, 
And  but  left  on  till  further  orders- 
Through  London  streets  with  tiuban  ISuTi 
And  caftan,  floating  to  the  air, 
I  saunter  on,  the  admiratioa 
Of  this  short-coated  populatMn— 
This  sew*d  up  race— this  bntton*d  natkMi— 
Who,  while  they  boast  their  laws  to  free» 
Leave  not  one  limb  at  liberty, 
But  live,  with  all  their  lordly  speechesi 
The  slaves  of  buttons  and  tight  bfeeches. 

Yet,  though  tliey  thus  their  kne«-paiis  fetttt 
(They're  Christians,  and  tliey  know  no  bettef*) 
In  8ome  things  they're  a  thinking  natioo ; 
And,  on  Religious  Toleration, 
I  own  I  like  their  notions  quite, 
They  are  so  Persian  and  so  right  I 
You  know  our  Sunnitee,* — hateful  ilogb . 
Whom  every  pious  Shiite  flogs 
Or  longs  to  flog* — *tis  true,  they  pray 
To  God,  but  in  an  ill-bred  way ; 
With  neither  arms,  nor  legs,  nor  faces 
Stuck  in  their  right,  canonic  places.* 
'Tis  true,  they  worship  Ali*s  name*^ 
Their  Heav*n  and  owe  are  just  the  same— 
(A  Persian's  Heav'n  is  easily  made, 
'Tis  but  black  eyes  and  lemonade.) 
Yet,  though  we*ve  tried  for  centuries  bock— 
We  can*t  persuade  this  stubborn  pack, 
By  bastinadoes,  screws,  or  nippers. 
To  wear  th'  establish'd  pea-green  slippers.' 
Then,  only  think,  the  libertines ! 
They  wash  their  toes — they  comb  their  chins,' 
With  many  more  such  deadly  sins ; 
And  whafs  the  worst,  (though  last  I  rank  it,) 
Believe  the  Chapter  of  the  Blanket  I 

Yet,  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious, 
(Which  must,  at  bottom,  be  seditious ; 


between  them  turn  chiefly  upon  those  Important  potsti^ 
which  our  pious  friend  Abdallah,  in  the  true  s|drltaf8Ulli 
Ascendency,  reprobiites  in  this  Letter. 

*''Les  Sunnitcs.  qui  etoicnt  commc  les  CatholkpNS  il 
Musulmanlxme."— /)*  Herbetot. 

*  "  In  contradistinction  to  the  Suunis,  wholn  their  pnyafl 
emu  their  hands  on  the  lower  fnrt  of  their  breast,  the  Mi* 
ahs  drop  their  anns  in  strMight  linos ;  and  as  the  8oBDil»it 
certain  periods  of  the  pmyer,  press  their  foreheads  on  Ibl 
ground  or  carpet,  the  Schiahs,**  ice.,  fcc— Artt»r*t  rsf^fl 

V  **  Les  Turcs  ne  detestcnt  pas  All  r^clproqoenMBt;  •■ 
contntlre.  Us  le  reconnolsscnt,**  tec,  fte.— OksHuu 

*  "The  Bhiites  wcnr  green  slippers,  which  the  jSuaalM 
consider  as  a  grent  abomlnirtlon.'*— .W«rt(i. 

*  For  these  points  of  diffisrence.  as  well  as  for  the 
of  the  Blanket,  I  must  refer  the  render  (not  having  Ibi 
by  me)  to  Plcart*s  Aceuunt  of  the  Mahometan 
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m  living  would  refusa 
re,  but  from  treasonous  views ; 
is  toes,  but  with  intent 
the  government,)^ 
mild  and  tolerant  way, 
rse  them  twice  a  day 
to  a  Form  that's  set,) 
m  torturing,  only  let 
belicvere  beat  *era, 
their  beards,  where'er  they  meet  *em. 

rest,  they're  free  to  do 
eir  fancy  prompts  them  to, 
'y  make  nothing  of  it 
k  or  honor,  power  or  profit ; 
rs,  we  nat'rally  expect, 
'8,  the  Elstablish'd  sect, 
;ve  (the  Lord  be  thanked !) 
d  Chapter  of  the  Blanket 
lild  views  of  Toleration 
id,  this  buttou'd  nation, 
sts  (fuU  as  given  to  rogue, 
innites  with  a  brogue) 
well,  with  all  their  fuss, 
inuites  do  with  us. 

*T  Gaze]  I  enclose 
ye,  my  Syrian  Rose^- 
•n  night  begins  to  fall, 
t  o'er  her  mother's  wall 

GAZEL. 

ST  thou  the  hour  we  pass'd, — 
tie  happiest  and  the  last? 
sweet  the  Si  ha  thorn 
bees,  at  break  of  mom, 
sweet,  through  dale  aud  dell, 
ears  the  tinkling  bell, 
)thing  memory 
precious  hour  to  me. 

e  live,  eo  far  apart  7 

ot  rather,  heart  to  heart, 

?d  live  and  die— 

weet  birds,  that  fly  together, 

r  always  touching  feather, 

'd  by  a  hook  and  eye  !* 


appear  itrani^  to  an  En|;1lsh  reader,  but  It  Is 
Inted  fmin  Abdnllnh*8  Persian,  and  the  curious 
be  alludes  Is  the  Jitftak,  of  which  I  find  the 
oant  In  Richardson  :— "  A  sort  of  bird,  thnt  is 
bat  one  wing;  on  the  opposite  side  to  which 
a  book  and  the  female  a  ring,  so  that,  when 
are  Autened  tofether.'* 
Ives  of  delicacy,  and,  indeed,  of  fetlow-fetlingt 


LETTER  VIL 


niOM  MKflBRfl. 


I/— CK — CT — ^K  AND   CO.  TO 

t 


Pee  Post,  Sir,  we  send  your  MS.— look'd  it  thro*— 
Very  sorry — but  can't  imdertake — 'twouldn't  da 
Clever  work,   Sir !  —  would   get  up  prodigiously 

weU— 
Its  only  defect  is — it  never  would  sell 
And  though  Stutemnen  may  glory  in  being  wi- 

bought, 
In  an  Author  'tis  not  so  desirable  thought 

.    Hard  times.  Sir, — most  books  aro  too  dear  to  be 

read — 
Though  the  gold  of  Good-sense  and  Wit's  mnaH' 

change  aro  fled, 
Yet  the  paper  we  PubUshers  pass,  in  their  stead, 
Rises  higher  each  day,  and  ('Us  (rightful  to  think 

it) 
Not  even  such  names  as  F — tzg — ^r— d's  can  sink 
it* 

However,  Sir — if  you're  for  trying  again. 
And  at  somewhat  that's  vendible  —  we  are  your 
men. 

Since  the   Chevalier  C — rr*   took   to   marrymg 
lately. 
The  Trade  is  in  want  of  a  Traveller  greatly — 
No    job,   Sir,    more    easy  —  yotur   Country  once 

plann'd, 
A  month  aboard  sliip  and  a  fortnight  on  land 
Puts  yotur  Quarto  of  Travels,  Sir,  clean  out  of  hand. 

An  East-India  pamphlet's   a  thing  that  would 

tell— 
And  a  lick  at  the  Papists  is  •tire  to  sell  well 
Or-— supposing  you've  nothing  original  in  you — 
Write  Parodies,  Sir,  and  such  fame  it  will  win  yon, 
You'll  get  to  the  Blue-stocking  Routs  of  Albiuia  !* 
(Miud — not  to  her  dinner e — a  second-hand  Mtise 
Mustn't  think  of  aspiring  to  mess  with  the  Blues,) 
Or — ^in  case  nothing  else  in  this  worid  you  can 

do— 
The  deuce  is  in't.  Sir,  if  you  cannot  review  ! 


I  suppress  the  name  of  the  Author  whose  rejected  roann- 
scrlpt  was  enclosed  in  this  letter.*— See  the  Appendix. 

*  Sir  John  Carr,  the  author  of  **  Tours  in  Ireland,  llollaad, 
Sweden,**  Itc.  Jte. 

«  This  alludes,  I  believe,  to  a  curious  correspondence 
which  Is  said  tu  have  passed  lately  between  Aib»n— a, 
Countess  of  B— ck-tlh— mt— e,  and  a  certain  Infenloos 
Parodist. 
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Should  you  feel  auy  touch  of  poetical  glow, 
We*Te  a  Scheme  to  BUggeit — Mr.  Sc — tt,  you  must 

know, 
(Who,  we're  lorry  to  my  it,  now  works  for  th^ 

Row,^) 
Having  quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  renown, 
Is  ooniing,  by  long  Quarto  stages,  to  Town ; 
And  beginning  with  Rokeby  (the  job^s  sure  to  pay) 
Means  to  <2o  all  the  Gentlemen's  Seats  on  the  way. 
Now,  the  Scheme  is  (though  none  of  our  hackneys 

can  beat  him) 
To  start  a  fresh  Poet  through  Highgate  to  meet  him ; 
Who,  by  means  of  quick  proofs — no  revises — long 

coaches — 
May  do  a  few  Villas,  before  Sc — tt  approaches. 
Indeed,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  cunt  sliabb)*, 
He*U  reach,  without  fouud'ring,  at  least  Wobum- 

Abbey. 
Such,  Sir,  is  our  plan — if  you're  up  to  tho  freak, 
'Tis  a  match !  and  we'll  put  you  in  training  next 

week. 
At  present,  no  more — in  reply  to  this  Letter,  a 
line  will  oblige  very  much 

Yours,  et  cetera. 
Tempi*  of  tJu  Muses, 


LETTER  VIIL 

rnOM  COLONEL   Til — U—9  TO 

SK — FF — NOT — ^N,  ESQ. 

Comb  to  our  F6te,*  and  bring  with  thee 
Thy  newest,  best  embroidery. 
Come  to  our  F6te,  and  show  again 
That  pea-green  coat,  thou  pink  of  men. 
Which  charm'd  all  eye»  *hat  last  survey'd  it ; 
When  Br — mm — I's  self  inquired  "  who  made  it  T — 
When  Cits  came  wond*ring,  from  tho  Etast, 
And  thought  thee  Poet  Pye  at  leaet  / 

Oh !  come,  (if  hnply  'tis  thy  week 
For  looking  pale,)  with  paly  cheek ; 

1  PaternoRter  How. 

>  This  Letter  enclosed  a  Card  for  the  Grand  F#te  on  the 
5th  of  Febrosry. 

*  Ad  ainatear  actor  of  moch  risible  renown. 

*  Quern  tn,  Mclpomenei  semel 

Nascentem  ptmeids  /mmi'im,  rlderls,  Ifce.       Uosat 

The  Man.  uimni  whom  thon  hnst  delgn*d  to  look  ftinoy« 
Oh  7>agedy*s  Muse !  at  the  hoar  of  his  Mrth— 

Let  them  say  what  they  will,  that*s  the  Man  fbr  aqr  money, 
GlTS  others  thy  tears,  bat  let  me  have  thy  mirth  I 

*  Tho  crest  of  Mr.  C — tes,  the  very  amusing  amateur  tn- 


Though  more  we  love  thy  roeeste  dayi» 
When  the  rich  rouge-pot  poun  its  blase 
Full  o*er  thy  (ace,  and,  amply  spraadt 
Tips  even  thy  wliisker-tops  with  re(^- 
Like  the  last  tints  of  dying  Day 
That  o*er  some  darkling  grove  delay. 

Bring  thy  best  lace,  thou  gay  Philander 
(That  lace,  like  II — ^ny  AI — x — ^nd — r. 
Too  precious  to  be  wash'd,) — thy  rings, 
Thy  seals — in  short,  thy  prettiest  things ! 
Put  all  thy  wardrobe's  glories  on,. 
And  yield  in  frogs  and  fringe,  to  none 
But  the  great  R — g — t's  self  alone ; 
Who — by  particular  desire — 
For  that  night  only,  means  to  hire 
A  dress  from  Romeo  C — tes,  Esquire.' 
Hail,  first  of  Actors!^  best  of  R— g—ts! 
Bom  for  each  other's  fond  allegiance ! 
Both  gay  Lothaxios — both  good  drutrrw— 
Of  serious  Farce  both  leam*d  Professow    ■ 
Both  circled  roimd,  for  use  or  show, 
With  cock's  combs,  wheicroe'er  they  go  !* 

Thou  know'st  the  time,  tea  man  cC  loce ! 
It  takes  to  chalk  a  ball-room  floor— 
Thou  know'st  the  time,  loo,  well-m-day  I 
It  takes  to  dance  that  chalk  away.* 
Tlie  Bull-room  opens — far  and  nigh 
Comets  and  suns  beneath  us  lie ; 
O'er  snow-white  moons  and  stars  we  walk. 
And  the  floor  soems  one  sky  of  chalk ! 
But  soon  shall  fade  that  bright  deceit, 
^Vhen  many  a  maid,  with  busy  feet 
That  sparkle  in  the  lustre's  ray. 
O'er  the  white  path  shall  bound  and  play 
Like  Nymphs  along  the  Milky  Way  :— 
With  every  step  a  star  hath  fled. 
And  suns  grow  dim  beneath  their  tread ! 
So  passetli  life — (thus  So — tt  would  write^ 
And  spinsters  read  liim  with  delight,)^- 
Ilours  are  not  feet,  yet  hours  trip  on, 
Time  is  not  chalk,  yet  time's  soon  gone  2* 

But,  hang  this  long  digreasive  flight  !— 
I  meant  to  say,  thon'lt  see,  that  night* 

peillan  here  allnded  to,  was  a  cock ;  and  OKist  pioftisely  woi 
his  liveries,  harness,  ite.  covered  with  this  •mament 

*  To  those,  who  neither  go  tn  balls  nor  rw»d  the  UanlH 
Post,  It  may  be  necessary  to  mention,  that  the  floors  of  iiil' 
rooms.  In  general,  arc  chalkud,  for  safety  and  fix 
with  varioas  (kneiiU  devices. 

V         Hearts  are  hot  flint,  yet  flints  are  ren^ 
Hearts  are  not  steel,  yet  steel  b  bent 
After  all,  however,  Mr.  8e— tt  may  well  say  to  tbs 
(and.  Indeed,  to  much  better  wagi  than  tbs  CoIodsI,)  ftet 
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deehood  rankles  in  their  hearts, 

y  the  Pr— e  neglects  Uie 

9  the  arts  ? — ^no,  Str — hi — g,*  no ; 

pids  answer  **  *tis  not  so  ;** 

'ry  floor,  that  night,  shall  tell 

ick  thou  daubest,  and  how  welL 

I  thou  may*8t  in  French  vermilion, 

best,  beneath  a  French  cotillion ; 

I  com*8t  off,  whatever  thy  faults, 

fing  colors  in  a  Waltz. 

d'st  thou  mourn  the  transient  date 

best  works  asngn*d  by  fate. 

ome  chef-d*(£nvres  live  to  weary  one, 

oust  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one ; 

)ur  of  glory  past  and  gone 

Molly  put  the  kettle  on  I*** 

>les8  my  soul !  Fve  scarce  a  leaf 
r  lefl — BO,  must  be  briefl 

festive  F^te,  in  fact,  will  be 
ner  Fate's  facsimile  ;* 
ne  long  Masquerade  of  Rooms, 
:*d  up  in  such  odd  costumes, 

P — rt — r,*  are  thy  glorious  works !) 
(rear  Egyptians,  Moors,  and  Turks, 
Good'Taste  some  deadly  malice, 
bb*d  to  raise  a  Pic-Nic  Palace ; 
;h  to  make  the  olio  pleasant 
it  a  State-Room  as  a  present 
le  fauteuiU  and  girandoles— 
'M  gold  AaseSf^  pretty  souls ! 

this  rich  and  classic  dome, 
so  perfectly  at  home. 
M  bright  river  *mong  the  dishes, 
— ah  I  not  the  same  dear  fishes — 
lire  and  claret  kilPd  the  old  ones — 
J  of  silver  and  of  gold  ones, 
r  rather  hard  to  raise 
that  specie  now-a-days,) 
>rats  have  been  by  Y — rm — th's  wish, 
■d  into  Silcer  Pinh, 
idgeons  (so  V — no — tt — t  told 
-g — t)  are  as  good  as  Gold  ! 

rithee,  come — our  Ffite  will  be 
r  a  F6te  if  wanting  thee. 


elfn  artht  mnch  pAtrnnirxKl  by  the  Prince  Regent 
innie  of  a  piipulnr  C(»untr)'-dnnce. 
rli — o  H        c  will  exhibit  a  complete /t(e-«tiafV«,  In 
>  InterUir  ornnment,  to  wrhnt  It  diii  nt  the  Inst  File, 
e  «|»iendi<l  dmpprie».**  k-c.  k.c. — JUtmimg  PotL 
VnUh  Pliftpr.  tu  whose  taste  was  left  the  ftirnUhlng 
MM  of  Curltun  House. 
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LETTER  IV.    PAGE  208. 


Among  the  papers  enclosed  in  Dr. 
Letter,  was  found  an  Heroic  Epistle  in  Latin  verM, 
from  Pope  Joan  to  her  Lover,  of  which,  as  U  is 
rather  a  curious  document,  I  shall  venture  to  give 
some  account  This  female  Pontiff  was  a  native  of 
England,  (or,  according  to  others,  of  Grermany,)  who, 
at  an  w«.j|y  age,  disguised  herself  in  ma!e  attire,  and 
followed  her  lover,  a  ;  -Hing  ecclesiastic,  to  Athens, 
where  she  studied  with  such  effect,  thai  upon  her 
arrival  at  Rome  u.«  was  thought  worth^f  »f  being 
raised  to  the  Pontificate.  This  Epistle  is  addressed 
to  her  Lover  (whom  she  had  elevated  to  the  dignity 
of  Cardinal)  soon  afler  the  fatal  accouchement,  by 
which  her  Fallibility  was  betrayed. 

She  begkub  ly  reminding  him  tenderly  of  the  time, 
when  they  were  together  at  Athens— when,  as  she 
says. 


by  Uiasus*  stream 
We  whisp*ring  walk*d  along,  and  learned  to  speak 
The  tenderest  feelings  in  the  purest  Greek ; — 
Ah,  then  how  little  did  we  think  or  hope, 
Dearest  of  men,  that  I  should  e*er  be  PopA  !* 
That  I,  the  humble  Joan,  whose  housewife  art 
SeemM  just  enough  to  keep  thy  house  and  heart, 
(And  those,  alas,  at  sixes  and  at  sevens,) 
Should  soon  keep  all  the  keys  of  all  the  heavens  !** 


Still  less  (she  continues  to  say)  could  they  have 
foreseen,  that  such  a  catastrophe  as  had  happened 
in  Council  would  befall  them — ^that  she 

"  Should   thus  surprise  the   Conclave's  grave  de- 
corum, 
"  And  let  a  little  Pope  pop  out  before  *em — 
'*  Pope  Innocent  !  alas,  the  only  one 
"  Tha.  name  could  e*er  be  justly  fix'd  upon.'* 

She  then  very  pathetically  laments  the  downfall  of 
her  greatness,  and  enumerates  the  various  treasures 
to  which  she  is  doomed  to  bid  farewell  forever : — 


•  The  Mlt-eellara  on  the  Pr- 


-e*s  own  table  were  In  the 


form  of  an  Ass  with  panniers. 

•  Spanhelin  attrlbotes  the  onanimlty,  with  which  Joaa 
was  elected,  tn  that  innate  and  Irresistible  cbarm  by  which 
her  sex,  thooph  latent,  operated  upon  the  Instinct  of  the 
Cardinals — *'  Non  vi  allqui,  aed  concorditer.  oninium  In  le 
converse  deslderlo,  que  sunt  blaadlentls  seztts  artes,  laiea 
tes  in  hie  qaanqtum  !** 
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"  But  oh,  more  dear,  more  precious  ten  times  over — 
«  Farewell  my  Lord,  my  Cardinal,  my  Lover  I 
"  I  made  thee  Cardinal — thou  mad'st  me — ah! 
«'  Thou  mad*st  Uie  Papa  of  the  world  Mamma !" 

I  have  not  time  at  present  to  translate  any  more 
of  this  Epistle ;  but  I  presume  the  argument  which 
the  Bight  Hon.  Doctor  and  his  friends  mean  to  de- 
duce from  it,  is  (in  their  usual  convincing  strain) 
that  Bomanists  must  be  unworthy  of  Emancipation 
now,  because  they  had  a  Petticoat  Pope  in  tlie 
Ninth  Century.  Nothing  can  be  more  logically 
dear,  and  I  find  that  Horace  had  exactly  the  same 
views  upon  tlie  subject 

Romanus  (ehen  posteri  nesabltls!) 

EmMmeipAtuM  FamiMM 
Fert  vaUnin  I 


LETTEB  VIL    page  SH. 

Tub  Manuscript  found  enclosed  in  the  Booksel- 
ler's Letter,  turns  out  to  be  a  Melo-Drama,  in  two 
Acts,  entitled  "  The  Book,***  of  which  the  Theatres, 
of  course,  had  had  the  refusal,  before  it  was  presented 
to  Messrs.  L — ck — ngt — n  and  Co.  This  rejected 
Drama,  however,  possesses  considerable  merit,  and 
I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  laying  a  sketch  of  it  before 
my  Beaders.  ^ 

The  first  Act  opens  in  a  very  awful  manner — 
Time,  three  o'clock  in  the  morning — Scene,  the 
Bourbon  Chamber*  in  C — ^rlt — n  House— Enter  the 
P— e  B — g — ^t  solus — After  a  few  broken  sen- 
tences, he  thus  exclaims : — 

Away — Away — 
Thou  haunt'st  my  ftincy  so,  thou  devilbh  Book, 
I  meet  thee — trace  thee,  whercsoe'er  I  look. 
I  see  thy  damned  ink  in  Eld — n's  brows — 
I  see  thy  foolscap  on  my  H — rtf— d*s  Spouse— 
V — ns — tt — t*s  head  recalls  thy  leathern  case. 
And  all  thy  black-leaves  stare  from  R — d — r's  face ! 

1  There  was,  in  like  manner,  a  myttteri«ias  Book,  in  the 
16th  Centuiy,  which  employed  nil  the  anxious  cariosity  of 
the  Learned  of  that  time.  Every  one  ppokc  of  it ;  many 
wrote  Bgainxt  It ;  though  It  does  not  appear  that  anybody 
bad  ever  seen  it ;  and  Grotias  Is  of  opinion  that  no  such 
Book  ever  existed.  It  was  entitled  "  Liber  de  tribus  impos- 
toribus.**  (See  Morhof,  Cap.  de  Libris  daoinntis.) — Oar 
mora  modem  mystery  of  "  the  Book**  resembles  this  in  many 
particulars ;  and,  if  the  number  of  Lawyers  employed  in 
d.'mwinif  it  up  be  stated  correctly,  a  slight  alteretlon  of  the 


While  turning  here,  (faying  hit  hand  on  hit  kmrtj 

I  find,  ah  wrel'*  -'  elf, 
Thy  List  of  dire  Errn         myself. 

(^Walks  the  stage  in  considerable  agitation.) 
Oh  Boman  Punch !  oh  potent  Cura9oa ! 
Oh  Mareschino !  Mareschino  oh ! 
Delicious  drams !  why  have  you  not  the  art 
To  kill  this  gnawing  Book-worm  in  my  heart  T 

• 

He  is  here  interrupted  in  his  Soliloquy  by  peroeiv* 
ing  on  the  groimd  some  scribbled  fragments  of  papef^ 
which  he  instantly  collects,  and  "  by  the  Ughl  «f 
two  magnificent  candelubras"  discovers  the  foIloiP» 
ing  unconnected  words,  "  Wife  neglected" — *•  tk§ 
Book*"—"  Wrong  Measures"—**  the  Queen"—^  Jfr 
Lambert"—**  the  B— g— t" 

Ha !    treason  in    my   house ! — Ciust  words,  thid 

wither 
My  princely  soul,  {shaking  the  papers  violentlyii 

what  Demon  brought  you  hither? 
"  My  Wife ;"— "  the  Book"  too !— stay— a  neax« 

look — 
(fiolding  the  fragments  closer  to  the  Candelabra^ 
Alas !  too  plain,  B,  double  O,  K,  Book — 
Death  and  destruction ! 

He  here  rings  all  the  bells,  and  a  whole  legion  of 
valets  enter.  A  scene  of  cursing  and  sweariiif 
(very  much  in  tlie  German  style)  ensues,  in  thft 
course  uf  which  messengers  arc  dispatched  in  difler- 
ent  directions,  for  the  L — rd  Ch — nc — II — ^r,  thft 
D— e  of  C — b— 1 — d,  &c  &c  The  intermediate- 
time  is  filled  up  by  another  Soliloquy,  at  the  condiK 
sion  of  which  tlie  aforesaid  Personages  rush  am. 
alarmed  ;  the  D — ke  vnih  his  stays  only  half-lace^ 
and  the  Ch — nc — 11 — r  with  his  wig  thrown  hastiljf 
over  an  old  red  night-cap,  **  to  maintain  the  beoooi* 
ing  splendor  of  his  oflSce."*  The  B — g — t  producM 
the  appalling  fragments,  upon  which  the  Ch — no— !• 
1 — r  breaks  out  into  exclamations  of  loyalty  ail 
tenderness,  and  relates  the  following  portentotf 
dream: 

'Tis  scarcely  two  hours  since 


I  had  a  fearful  dream  of  thee,  my  P  e ! — 

Methought  I  heard  thee,  midst  a  courtly  crowd, 
Say  from  thy  tlirone  of  gold,  in  mandate  loud, 

title  into  *'  i  tribus  impontoribus'*  would  produce  a  cobMl* 
dence  altogether  very  remarkable. 

*  The  same  Chnmber,  doubtless,  that  was  prepared  for  Ai 
reception  or  the  Bnnrbnns  at  the  fimt  Grind  F^ie,aBdwlikll 
was  ornamented  (all  **  for  the  Delivemnce  of  Europe**)  wMl 

s  **  To  enable  the  individual,  who  holds  the  office  of  Cbsa 
eellor,  to  maintain  it  in  becoming  yplendor.**    (jf  imud  'ugk^ 
— Lord  CASTLBRKAQH'i  Spttck  h^Mi  Uu  FU^CkmtMtm% 
BiU. 
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"  Wonhip  my  whiikeni  !** — (loeept)  not  a  knee  was 

there 
Bat  bent  and  worshipped  the  Illustrious  Pair, 
Which  curled  in  conscious  majesty !  {pulU  out  his 

handkerchief) — while  cries 
Of    "Whitken,   whisken!"    shook    the    echoing 


Just  in  Uiat  glorious  hour,  methought,  there  came, 

UTitli  looks  of  injured  Pride,  a  Princely  Dame, 

And  a  young  maiden,  clinging  by  her  side, 

Ab  if  she  fear'd  siHne  tyrant  would  divide 

Two  hearts  tliat  nature  and  affection  tied ! 

7*he  Matron  came — within  her  right  hand  gIow*d 

A  radiant  torch  ;  while  from  her  left  a  load 

Of  Papers  hung — {wipes  his  eyes)  collected  in  her 

veil — 
Phe  Tenal  evidence,  the  slanderous  tale, 
Fbe  wounding  hint,  the  current  lies  that  pass 
Prom  Past  to  Courier,  formed  the  motley  mass ; 
kVhinh,  with  disdain,  before  the  Throne  she  tlirows, 
\nd  Eghts  the  Pile  beneath  thy  princely  nose. 

( Weeps.) 
[Ieav*n9,  how  it  blazed ! — Pd  ask  no  livelier  fire 
[With  animation)  To  roast  a  Papist  by,  my  gra- 
cious Sire  I — 
But,  ah!  the  Evidence — (weeps  again)  I  moum*d 

tosee— 
Cast,  a 4  it  bum*d,  a  deadly  light  on  thee: 
And  Tales  and  Hints  their  random  sparkle  flung. 
And    liias*d     and    crackled,    like    an    old    maid's 

tongue ; 
While  Post  and  Courier,  faithful  to  their  fame, 
Made  uo  m  stink  for  what  they  lacked  in  flame. 
When,  lo,  ye  G  ^ds !  the  Are  ascending  brisker. 
Now  siu^es  one,  now  lights  the  other  whisker. 
Ah !  where  woj^  then  the  Syiphid,  that  unfurls 
Her  fairv  standard  in  defence  of  curls  ? 
I  Throne,  Whiskers,  Wig,  soon  vanished  into  smoke, 
,  The  watchman  cried  "  Pa.st  One,"  and — I  awoke. 


Here  his  Lordship  weeps  more  profusely  than 
erer,  and  the  R — g— .  (who  has  been  very  much 
agitated  during  the  reoital  of  the  Dream)  by  a 
movement  as  characteristic  as  that  of  Charles  XII. 
when  he  was  shot,  claps  his  hands  to  his  whiskers 
to  feel  if  all  be  really  safe.  A  Prix-y  Council  is 
held — all  the  Servants,  &c.,  are  examined,  and  it 
ippeaiB  that  a  Tailor,  who  had  come  to  measure 
the  R — g — t  for  a  Dress,  (which  takes  three  whole 
pages  of  the  b<^  superflne  clinquant  in  describing,) 
vu  the  cnly  person  who  had  been  in  the  Bourbon 
Chamber  during  the  day.  It  is,  accordingly, 
<iMemuned  to  seize  the  Tailor,  and  the  Council 
breaks  uo  with  a  unanimous  resolution  to  be  vig- 

OfWB. 

Tbs  conunencement  of  the   Second  Act  turns 


chiefly  upon  the  Tria.  and  Imprisonment  of  two 
Brothers* — but  as  this  forms  the  under  plot  of 
the  Drama,  I  shall  content  myself  with  extractmg 
from  it  the  following  speech,  which  is  addressed 
to  the  two  Brotliera,  as  they  "  exeunt  severally** 
to  Prison: — 

Go  to  your  prisons — though  the  air  of  Spring 

No  mountain  coolness  to  your  cheeks  shall  bring ; 

Though  Summer  flowers  shall  pass  unseen  away, 

And  all  your  portion  of  the  glorious  day 

May  be  some  solitary  be<an  that  falls, 

At  mom  or  eve,  upon  your  dreary  walls — 

Some  beam  that  enters,  trembling  as  if  awed. 

To  tell  how  gay  the  young  world  laughs  abroad ! 

Yet  go— for  thoughts  as  bletsed  as  the  air 

Of  Spring  or  Summer  flowers  await  you  there ; 

Thoughts,  sa.  h  as  He,  who  feasts  his  courtly  crew 

In  rich  conservatories,  never  knew  ; 

Pure  self-esteem — the  smiles  that  light  within — 

The  Zeal,  whose  circling  charities  begin 

With  the  few  loved  ones  Heaven  has  placed  it  near. 

And  spread,  till  all  Mankind  are  in  its  sphere ; 

The  Pride,  that  suffers  without  vaunt  or  plea, 

And  the  fresh  Spirit,  that  can  warble  free. 

Through  prison-bars,  its  hymn  to  Liberty  ! 

The  Scene  next  changes  to  a  Tailor's  Workshop, 
and  a  fancifully -arranged  group  of  these  Artists  is 
discovered  upon  the  Shopboard — Their  task  evi- 
dently of  a  royal  nature,  from  the  profusion  of  gold- 
lace,  frogs,  &c.,  that  lie  about — They  all  rise  aud 
come  forward,  while  one  of  them  sings  the  following 
Stanzas  to  the  tune  of  "  Derry  Down." 

My  brave  brother  Tailors,  come,  straighten  your 

knees, 
For  a  moment,  like  gentlemen,  stand  up  at  ease. 
While  I  sing  of  our  P o,  (and  a  fig  for  his  rail- 

ers,) 
The  Shopboard  B  delight !  the  Moecenas  of  Tailors! 
Derrj'  down,  down,  down  derry  down. 

Some  monarchs  take  roundabout  ways  into  note. 
While    His  short  cut  to  fame  is — the  cut  of  his 

coat; 
Philip's  Son  thought  the  World  was  too  small  for  his   j 

Soul, 
But  our  R — g — t's  finds  room  in  a  laced  button-hole, 

Derr>'  down,  &c 

Look  through  all  Europe's  Kings — those,  at  least, 

who  go  loose — 
Not  a  King  of  them  all's  such  a  friend  to  the  Gooee, 
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So,  God  keep  him  inoreasin^  in  size  and  renown, 
Still  the  fattefft  and  best  fitted  P        e  about  town ! 

Deny  down,  &c. 

During  the  "  Derry  down"  of  this  last  verse,  a 
meweuger  from  the  S— c — t — y  of  S  e*8  Office 
rushes  on,  and  the  singer  (who,  luckily  for  the 
effect  of  the  scene,  is  the  very  Tailor  suspected  of 
the  mysterious  fragments)  is  interrupted  in  the 
oiidst  of  hif  laudatory  exertions,  and  hurried  away, 
to  the  no  small  surprise  and  consternation  of  his 
comrade.  The  Plot  now  hastens  rapidly  in  its 
development — the  management  of  the  Tailor*s 
examination  is  highly  skilful,  and  the  alarm,  which 
he  is  made  to  betray,  is  natural  without  being 
ludicrous.  The  explanation,  too,  which  he  finally 
gives  is  not  more  simple  than  satisiactory.  It 
appears  that  the  said  fragments  formed  part  of  a 
self-exculpatory   note,   which    he  had  intended   to 

send  to  Colonel   M*M n  upon  subjects  purely 

professional,   and    the    correqwnding    bits    (which 


still  lie  luckily  m  his  pockol)  beiii^  pndnmdiiiiri 
skilfully  laid  beside  the  others,  the  feOowi^ 
billet-doux  is  the  satisfactoiy  tetnlt  3f  tb«r  jaxlfr 
position. 

Honored  Colonel — my  Wife,  who*s  tbe  Qneirii  of 

all  slatterns, 
Neglected  to  put  up  the  Book  of  new  Pattenm 
She  sent    the   wrong    Measures   loo— ahuMAdf 

wrong — 
They're  the  same  used  for  poor  Mr.  Lunbait,  wIm 

young ; 
Out,  bless  you !  they  wouldn't  go  htlf  nNmd  lb 

R-g— t— 
So,  hope  you*U  excuse  youn  till  death,  most  ob^ 

dieut 


This    fully  explains    the     whole    m} 
R — g — ^t  resumes  his  wonted  smiles,  and  the 
terminates  as  usual,  to  the  satisfaetwn  of  aO  pir* 

ties. 
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SXOAAZONTOi:  AIXOAIA 


THE  INSURRECTION  OF  THE  PAPERS. 

A    DRKAM. 

**  It  would  be  Impossible  for  his  Roynl  Highness  to  dlsen- 
gnge  his  pernon  fnim  ihe  acciiriiulntinf  pile  of  pRpers  thKt 
encoiiipnssctl  it.** — Ijord  CAtTLCRSAon't  Spteeh  upon  Col- 
•H«/  MJUahon*a  AppointmenU  JiprU  14,  1812. 

Last  night  I  toss'd  and  tum'd  in  b(^. 
But  could  not  sleep— at  length  I  said, 
"  I'll  think  of  Viscount  C— sti— r— gh, 
"  And  01  his  speeches — that's  the  way.** 
And  80  it  was,  for  instantly 
I  slept  as  sound  as  sound  could  be. 
And  then  I  dream'd — so  dread  a  dream ! 
Fuseli  has  no  such  theme  ; 
Le^vis  never  wrote  or  borrow'd 
Any  horror,  half  so  horrid ! 

Methought  the  P e,  in  whisker  d  state, 

Before  me  at  his  breakfast  sate ; 


On  one  side  lay  unread  Petitions, 
On  t*othcr,  Hints  from  five  Physicians ; 
Here  tradesmen's  bills, — oflicial  papers, 
Notes  from  my  Lady,  drarns  for  vapor*— 
There  plans  of  saddles,  tea  and  toast. 
Death-warrants  and  the  Morning  Float 

When  Ic' !  the  Papers,  one  and  all, 
As  if  at  some  magician's  call, 
B«*gan  to  flutter  of  themselves 
From  desk  and  table,  floor  and  shehrea. 
And,  cutting  each  some  different  capen. 
Advanced,  oh  Jacobinic  papers ! 
A*  *^'>uirh  they  said,  *<  Our  sole  desigii  b 
^  To  suflbcate  his  Royal  Highness  f' 
The  Leader  of  this  vile  sedition 
Was  a  huge  Catholic  Petition, 
With  grievances  so  full  and  heavy, 
It  threaten'd  worst  of  all  the  bevy. 
Then  Common- Hall  Addresses  came 
In  swaggering  sheets,  and  took  their  afan 
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I — g — 1*8  well-drMB'd  head, 

ted  to  be  read. 

ieD*B  Bills  began  to  fly, 

en*8  Billit,  we  know,  moant  high ; 

ath-warrantB  thought  they'd  best 

and  join  the  rest 

•  basest  of  defections ! 
lit  "  predilections," — 
Letter,  void  of  grace, 
in  its  parent's  face ! 
his  breach  of  filial  duty, 
murmur  **  et  Tu  Brute  .'** 
ibdued  upon  the  floor 
,  to  rise  no  more ! 

1  pray'd,  with  lifted  hand, 
it  may  this  Dream  prove  true ; 
•er  overwhelms  the  land, 
crush  the  Sovereign  too !" 


PARODY 

k    CELEBRATED   LETTER.' 

^st  Freddy,  the  moment  is  nigh, 
-re — V — I's  leave,  I  may  throw  my 

w  is  precious,  the  first  thing  I  do, 
id  write  a  wise  letter  to  you. 

» 

low  to  have  Rent  you  this  Letter, 
and  1  thought  perhaps  Hwould  be 

Irish  affaii^  v  ere  decided — 
h  Houses  had  prosed  and  divided, 
»earance  of  thought  and  digestion,)— 
-rtf — rd  House  had  long  settled  the 

decent,  between  me  and  you, 
her  Houses  sliould  settle  it  too. 

I  Roj-nl  Highness  the  Prince  Regent  to  the 
L  13.  1812. 

rdly  necessary  to  enll  ynar  recollection  to 
tnnceM  nnder  which  I  nsnumed  theautbor- 
i  by  Parlininent  **—Prine€'a  Letter. 
daiy  to  uur  R  lyM  father  solely  decided 
L 


I  need  not  remind  you  how  cursedly  bad 
Our  aflairs  were  all   looking,  when  Father  went 

mad;* 
A  straight  waistcoat  on  him  and  restrictions  on  ma^ 
A  more  limited  Monarchy  could  not  woU  be. 
I  was  called  npon  then,  in  that  moment  of  puzzle, 
To  choose  my  own  Minister — just  as  they  muzzto 
A  playful  young  bear,  and  then  mock  his  disaster, 
By  bidding    him    choose  out    his    own  dancing- 
master. 

I  thought  the  best  way,  as  a  dutiful  son. 
Was  to  do  as  Old  Royalty*8  self  would  have  done.' 
So  I  sent  word  to  say,   I  would  keep  the  whole 

batch  in, 
The  same    chest  of   tools,   without   cleansing  or 

patching ; 
For  tools  of  this  kind,  Lue  Martmns*s  sconce  f 
Would  lose  all  their  beauty,  if  pturibtAi  once ; 
And    tliiuk—- only    think — if    our    Father    should 

find. 
Upon  graciously  coming  again  to  his  mind,* 
That   improvement   had  spoil'd  any   favorite  ad- 
viser— 
That  R — se  was  grown  honest,  or  W— stm — ^rel — ^nd 

wiser— 
That    R— <1 — r    was,  ev*n    by   one  twinkle,  the 

brighter — 
Or  L — V — rp — I's  speeches  but  half  a  pound  liglit- 

er— 
What  a  shock  to  his  old  royal  heart  it  would  be ! 
No ! — far  were  such  dreams  of  improvement  from 

me: 
And  it  pleased  me  to  find,  at  the  House,  where,  you 

know,* 
There's    such    good    mutton    cutlets,   and   strong 

cura^oa,^ 
That  the  Marchioness  calPd  me  a  duteous  old  boy, 
And  my  Y — ^rm — th*s  red  whiskers  grew  redder 

for  joy. 

You  know,  my  dear  Freddy,  how  oft,  if  I  wouldt 
By  the  law  of  last  Seflsions  I  might  have  dune  good. 
I  might  have  withheld  these  politictd  noodles 
From   knocking   their   heads  against  hot  Yankee 

Doodles; 
I  might  have  told  Ireland  I  pitied  her  lot. 
Might  have  sooth*d  her  with  hope — but  you  know 

I  did  not 

«  The  antiqae  shield  ofMartinus  Scribtrras,  which,  npon 
scoarlng,  turned  out  to  be  only  an  old  ncoiice. 

*  ^  \  waived  any  |iersi>nal  in^tiftcation,  in  order  that  his 
Majei^ty  iniiiht  rbiiunie,  on  hin  restomtton  to  health,  every 
power  and  prenifHtive,'*fcc. — Prince* »  /.rtttr. 

•  "  And  I  have  thesNtiHfMCtion  of  knitwinfc  that  such  was 
the  opinion  of  persons  for  wh<i!«e  Juilsment,**  itc.  A«.— 16«4. 

f  The  letter-writer*s  favorite  loncheoD. 
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Vik:   -ii>   wbCi  ui«  in  truth,  that  the   best  of  old 

■S;iouiJ  -iot,  uu  recovering)  have  cause  to  be  jealous, 
Ikti  riud  ihoi,  while  he  has  been  laid  on  the  shelf, 
\\  o'\o  ixvu  ail  of  us  nearly  as  mad  as  himself. 
N  ou  Hiuile  at  uiy  hopes — but  the  Doctors  and  I, 
\r«>  ttk«  lu^  that  can  think  the  K — ng  ever  will  die.' 

A  new  era's  arrived,* — though  you'd  hardly  be- 
lieve it — 
And  ull  lhin<;H,  of  course,  must  be  new  to  receive  it 
Now  viliaa,  new  fdtes,  (which  ev'u  Waithman  at- 
tends,)— 
New   saddles,   new   helmets,   and — why  not  neto 

friends  ? 

•  •  •  . 

*  •  a  • 

I  rcjH'ut  it,  "  New  Friends" — for  I  cannot  describe 
The  delight  I  am  in  with  this  P — re — v — I  tribe. 
Such   ca|)ering  I — Such  vaporing  I — Such  rigor  I— 

Such  vigor! — 
North,  South,  East,  and  West,  they  have  cut  such 

a  figure, 
That  soon  they  will  bring  the  whole  world  round 

our  ears, 
Aud  leave  us  no  friends — but  Old  Nick  and  Algiers. 

When  I  think  of  the  glory  they've  beam'd  on  my 
chains, 
*Tm  enough  quite  to  timi  my  illustrious  brains. 

II  m  true  we  are  bankrupts  in  commerce  and  riches, 
Hut  think  how  we  find  our  Allies  in  new  breeches! 
W'o've  l(»Ht  the  warm  hearts  of  the  Irish,  *tis  granted, 
Hut  then  we've  got  Java,  an  island  much  wanted. 
To  put  the  lust  lingering  few  who  remain, 

*^rthe  Walcheren  warriors,  out  of  their  pain. 
*rhen   how  Wellington   fights!    and  how  squabbles 

his  brother ! 
fiW  Papists  the  one,  and  with  Papists  the  other ; 
(In#  crushing  Napoleon  by  taking  a  City, 
White  t'other  lays  waste  a  whole  Cath'liu  Com- 
mittee. 
( Ih  deeds  of  renown  ! — shall  I  boggle  or  flinch, 
With  such  prospects  before  me?  by  Jove,  not  an 

inch. 
^o^..|ot  /'Jw/^/fl/itTt  affairs  go  to  rack,  if  they  will, 
We'll  look  after  th'  affairs  of  the  Continent  still ; 
And»  with  nothing  at  home  but  starvation  and  riot, 
Paid  liisbon  in  bread,  and  keep  Sicily  quiet 


1  ••  I  certainly  nm  the  lit«t  person  in  ttie  kinfilnm  to  whom 
U  t^n  be  |N*rni'tUC(l  to  despair  of  oar  royal  fHther**  recovery." 

a  '•  A  now  em  Is  now  Arrived,  and  I  cannot  but  reflect 
irllh  MlHfftCtlon,*'  k-c.—fbid. 

a  •*  1  have  no  preditectiun*  to  Indulge, — no  resentment*  to 
|fatliy.**-/*»i. 


I  am  proud  to  declare  I  have  no  predilectioos,' 
My  heart  is  a  sieve,  where  some  scatter'd  aflectnoi 
Are  just  danced  about  for  a  moment  or  two, 
And  the  finer   they  are,   the  more  aura  to  cua 

through: 
Neither  feel  I  resentments,  nor  wish  there  sfaoold 

come  ill 
To    mortal  —  except    (now    I    think    on't)    Beaa 

Br — mm — ^1, 
Who  threaten'd  last  year,  in  a  superfine  passion. 
To  cut  me,  and  bring  the  old  K — ng  into  fashioo. 
This  is  all  I  can  lay  to  my  'vonscienc^  at  present ; 
When  such  is  my  temper,  4n  neutral,  so  pleasant. 
So  royally  free  from  all  tiuublesome  feelings. 
So  little  encumber*a  ^j  *\ith  'uk  my  dealing*, 
(And  that  I'm  co..9i8tent  tlie  worid  will  allow, 
What  I  was  at  Newmarket  the  same  I  am  now.) 
When  such  arc  my  merits,  (you  know  I  hate  crack- 

I  hope,  like  the  Vender  of  Best  Patent  backing, 
"  To  meet  with  the  gen'rous  and  kind  approbation 
"  Of  a  can«iJd,  enlighten'd,  and  Uberal  nation.'* 

By  the  by,  ere  I  close  this  magnificent  Letter, 
(No   man,   except   Pole,   could   have   writ  yon  a 

belter,) 
'Twould  please  me  if  those,  whom  I've  himibogg^d 

so  long* 
With   the  notion  (good  men !)    that  I  knew  right 

from  wrong. 
Would  a  few  of  them  join  me — mind,  only  a  few— 
To  let  too  much  light  in  on  me  never  would  do ; 
But  even  Grey's  brightness  slian't  make  me  afirak), 
While    Pve  C — md — n    and    Eld — n  to  fly  to  for 

shade  ; 
Nor  will  Holland's  clear  intellect  do  us  mnch  harm, 
While  there's  W — stm — rel — nd  near  him  to  weak- 
en the  charm. 
As  for  Moira's  high  spirit,  if  aught  can  subdue  it. 
Sure  joining  with  H-  -rtf— rd  and  Y— rm — th  wil 

doit! 
Between  R— d — r  and  Wh — ^rt — n  let  Sheridan  sit. 
And  the  fogs  will  soon  quench  even  Sheridan's  wit: 
And  against  all  the  pure  ptiUic  feeling  that  gl( 
Ev'n  in  Whitbread  himself  we've  a  Host  in 

R— ee! 
So,  in  short,   if  they  wish  to   hava  Places,  they 

may, 
And  I'll  thank  you  to  tell  al.  these  mattei*  to  Grey,' 


*  **l  cannot  conclude  without  expressing  the  gratlflestifla 
I  shonid  feel  if  some  of  those  pefMMis  with  whom  lite  eaiif 
hnblts  of  my  public  life  were  formed  wnald  atTBiif  ilwa  wi§ 
hands,  and  c(in!«tltnte  a  pnrt  of  my  Kovemment.**— IMii. 

*  **  Yoa  nre  nathonxed  to  cominunieate  these  •enlSi 
to  l^rd  Grey,  who.  I  hitve  Bodoul>t,  will  aiako  Ui 
to  Lord  Grenvilie.**~/»»tf. 
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ho,  I  donbi  not,  will  write  (tm  there's  no  time  to 

Books,  that,  far  from  every  eye. 

lose) 

In  **  swelter'd  venom  sleeping"  lie,) 

the  twopenny  poet  to  tell  Grenyille  the  news ; 

Stick  them  in  between  the  two. 

id  now,  deareel  Fred,  (though  I*ve  no  predilec- 

Prond  Pea-hen  and  old  Cuckoo. 

tion,) 

Now  you  have  the  triple  feather, 

lieve  me  ^-cnia  always  with  truest  affection. 

Bind  the  kindred  stems  together 

With  a  silken  tie,  whose  hue 

P.  S.  A  copy  of  this  is  X6  P — ro — 1  going :' 

Once  was  brilliant  Buff  and  Bine ; 

>od  Lord,  bow  St   Stephen^  will  ring  with  his 

Sullied  now — alas,  how  much  ! 

crowing ! 

Only  fit  for  Y — ^rm — th's  touch. 

There— enough — thy  task  is  done ; 
Present,  worthy  G ge*s  Son  ; 

Now,  beneath,  in  letters  neat. 

Write  **  I  SERVE,"  and  all*s  complete. 

ANACREONTIC 

'                        « 

TO  A  rLUMASBEK. 

Fen  and  feotliery  artisan. 

Beat  of  Piuxnists  (if  you  con 

With  your  art  so  far  presume) 

Make  for  me  a  Pr— oe*s  Plum»— 

Feathers  soft  and  feathers  rare, 

EXTRACTS 

Such  as  suits  a  Pr — ce  to  wear. 

FROM  TUB  DU  RY  OF  A  POUTICIAN. 

First,  thou  downiest  of  men. 

H'tdnesdajf. 

Seek  me  out  a  fine  Pea-hen ; 

TiiROuaii   M — nch — st — ^r  Square  took    a  canter 

Such  a  Hen,  so  tall  and  grand. 

just  now — 

As  by  Juno*s  side  might  stand, 

Met  the  old  yellow  chariot*  and  made  a  low  bow. 

If  there  were  no  cocks  at  hand. 

This  I  did,  of  course,  thinking  Hwas  loyal  and  civil. 

Seek  her  feathers,  soft  as  down. 

But  got  such  a  look— oh  *twas  black  as  tlie  devil ! 

Fit  to  sliine  on  Pr — ce*s  crown  ; 

How  imlucky ! — incog,  he  was  traveling  about, 

If  thou  canst  not  fiud  them,  stupid  ! 

And  I,  like  a  noodle,  must  go  find  him  out 

Ask  the  way  of  Prior's  Cupid.' 

Mem, — when  next  by  the  old  yellow  chariot  I  ride. 

Ranging  theise  in  order  due, 

To  remember  there  is  nothing  princely  inside. 

Pluck  me  next  an  old  Cuckoo ; 

Elmblem  of  the  happy  fates 

Thnraia^, 

Of  easy,  kind,  comuted  mates. 

At  Levee  to-day  made  another  sad  blunder — 

F  ock  him  well — be  siwe  you  do — 

What  can  be  come  over  nie  lately,  I  wonder  7 

Who  wouldnH  be  an  old  Cuckoo, 

The  Pr— ce  was  as  cheerful,  as  if,  all  his  life. 

Thus  to  have  his  plumage  blessed. 

He  had   never  been   troubled  witli   Friends  or  a 

Beaming  on  a  R — y — 1  crest  7 

Wife— 

«*  Fme  weather,"  says  he— to  which  I,  who  must 

Bravo,  Pluniist ! — now  what  bird 

prate, 

Shall  we  find  for  Plume  the  third  7 

AnsTU'er'd, "  Yes,  Sir,  but  changeable  ratlier,  of  late." 

Yon  must  get  a  learned  Owl, 

He  took  it,  I  fear,  for  he  looked  somewhat  gruff. 

Bleakest  of  black-letter  fowl, — 

And  handled  his  new  pair  of  whiskers  so  rough. 

Bigot  bird,  tliut  hates  the  light,* 

That  before  all  the  courtiers  I  fear*d  they*d  come 

Foe  to  all  that's  fair  and  bright 

off. 

Seize  his  quills,  (so  form'd  to  pen 

And  then.  Lord,  how  Gerainb*  would  triiunphantly 

Books,*  that  shun  the  search  of  men  ; 

scoff! 

**I  •hall  send  a  copy  of  this  letter  immedlntely  to  Mr. 

*  In  allasloo  to  **  the  Book**  which  created  such  a  sonsa- 

rttrmir— Prime** s  LrUer. 

tkm  at  that  period. 

a-e  Prlnr's  pnrm,  entitled  "The  Dotu.** 

*  The  ineog.  vehtcle  of  the  Pr— ce. 

r— to— T— t 

*  Baron  Geranih,  the  rival  of  his  R.  H.  in  wblskors. 
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Mem* — ^to  bay  for  son  Dicky  lome  nngnent  or  lotion 
To  nouriflh  hie  whisken— cure  road  to  promotion !' 

Saturdaf, 
Last  niglit  a  Concert — ^raatly  gay-^ 
Given  by  Lady  C — sti — ^r— gh. 
My  liord  lovea  music,  and,  we  know, 
Has  "  two  strings  always  to  his  bow."* 
In  choosing  songs,  the  R— g — t  named 
"  Had  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  fntmed,** 
While  gnntle  H — rtf— d  begg*d  and  pray'd 
For  "  YoMns;  I  ani,  and  mtre  afraid," 


EPIGRAM. 


What  news  to-day  7 — Oh !  worse  and  worse— 
"  Mac»  is  the  Pr— ce*s  Privy  Purse  !"— 
The  Pr— <!e*s  Purte  !  no,  no,  yon  fool. 
You  mean  the  Pr— ce's  Ridicule* 


KING  CRACK*  AND  HIS  IDOLS 
warrTEN  after  the  late  negotiation  foe  a  new 

M — N — STEY. 

King  Crack  was  the  best  of  all  possible  Kings, 
(At  least,  so  bis  Courtiers  would  swear  to  yon 

gladly,) 
But  Crack  now  and  then  would  do  het*rodoz  things, 
And,  at  last,  took  to  worshipping  Images  sadly. 

Some  broken-down  Idols,  that  long  had  been  placed 

In  his  father's  old  CahineU  pleased  him  so  Mauch, 

That  he  knelt  down  and  worshipp'd,  though— such 

was  his  tasto— - 

They  were  monstrous  to  look  at,  and  rotten  to 

touch. 

And    these    were    the    beautiful    Gods   of   King 
Crack!— 
But  his  People,  disdaining  to  worship  such  things, 

>  Englnnd  Is  not  the  only  country  whers  merit  of  this  kind 
U  noticed  and  rewarded  **  I  remember,**  says  Tavemler, 
'*  to  have  seen  one  of  the  King  of  Persia**  porters,  whose 
monstarhes  were  so  long  that  he  could  tie  them  behind  hit 
Deck,  for  which  reason  he  had  a  double  pension.** 

<  A  rheu)rical  ficure  used  by  t.ord  C— *tl  r  fh,  la  one 
ol  his  sfieeches. 

*  Cdooe!  11— cm— h— n. 


Cried  aloud,  one  and  all,  ^  Come,  ymr  Gi 
must  pack — 
«  You*ll  not  do  for  im,  though  yon  may 
Kings:' 

Then,  trampling  these  images  under  their  feti 

They  sent  Crack  a  petition,  beginning  " 

CflBsar! 

"  We're  wilUng  to  worship ;  but  only  entreat 

*'That  you'll  find  us  some  deeenter  Go 

than  these  are." 

"  1*11  try,**  says  King  Crack— so  they  fumirii 
models 
Of  better  shaped  Gods,  but  he  sent  tb 
back ; 
Some  were  chiseird  too  fine,  some  had  b*adi 
of  noddles, 
In  short,  they  were  all  muck  too  go^ 
Crack 

So  he  took  to  his  darling  old  Idols  again. 
And,  just  mending  their  legs  and  newli 
their  faces. 
In  opon  defiance  of  Gods  and  of  man. 
Set  the  monsters  up  grinning  once  mora  I 
places. 


WHATS  MY  THOUGHT  1 1KB' 

Quest,  Why  is  a  Pump  like  V— bc — ^nt  C 
r— gh? 

Anew,  Because  it  is  a  slender  thing  of  woo^ 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  am*  dodii 
And  coolly  spout  and  spout  and  spoi  t 

In  one  weak,  washy,  everiasting  flcKid ! 


L 


*  One  of  thoae  antedllavlan  Prlneei  wtib  wImmi  I 
and  Whlston  seem  so  Intimately  acquainted.  If 
the  Memoirs  of  Thoth,  firom  which  Manetho  eoaii 
History,  we  should  And,  I  dare  say,  that  Chmdt  fi 
a  Refrent,  and  that  he,  perhaps,  succeeded  TyfH 
(as  Whlston  says)  was  the  last  King  of  the  AaH 
Dynasty. 
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EPIGRAM. 

lALOGUB   BBTWBKN  A  CATHOUO   DELEOATB  AND  nil 
»— T — L  H— OHM — ■  THE  D — B  OF  O— B — h — D» 


AID  his  IlighnMS  to  Ned,'  with  that  grim  face  of 

his, 
**  Why  rofuse  oi  the  Veto,  dear  Catholic  Neddy  r* 
BecaiMe,  Sir,**  said  Ned,  looking  fall  in  hia  phiz, 
**  You're  forbidding  enough,  in  all  conscience, 

already!* 


WREATHS  FOR  THE  MINISTER& 

AN  ANACRBONTIC. 

HiTHBR,  Flora,  Queen  of  Flowers ! 
Haste  thee  from  Old  Bromptuu*s  bowers^ 
Or,  (if  sweeter  that  abode,) 
From  the  King's  well-odor*d  Road, 
Where  each  little  nursery  bud 
Breathes  the  dust  and  quaf&  the  mud. 
Hither  come  and  gayly  twine 
Brightest  herbs  and  flowers  of  thin« 
Into  wreaths  for  those  who  rule  us. 
Those,  who  rule  and  (some  say)  Ibol  uh* 
Flora,  sure,  will  love  to  please 
England's  Household  Deities!* 

First  you  must  then,  willy-nilly, 
Fetoh  me  many  an  orange  lily- 
Orange  of  the  darkest  dye 
Irish  G — ff— rd  can  supply ; — 
Choose  me  out  the  longest  sprig. 
And  stick  it  in  old  Eld— n's  wig. 

Fmd  me  next  a  Poppy  posy; 
Type  of  his  harangues  so  dozy, 
Garland  gaudy,  dull  and  cool. 
To  crown  the  head  of  L— v — rp— 1. 
'Twill  console  his  biiUiaut  brows 
For  that  loos  of  laurel  boughs. 
Which  they  snffer'd  (what  a  pity !) 
On  the  road  to  Paris  City. 

>  Edward  Byrne,  the  head  of  the  Delegate!  of  the  Irish 
Salbcllrs. 

*The  ancients.  In  like  manner,  crowned  their  Lares,  or 
ktmmhcM  Gods.  See  Jnyenal,  Sat  9.  iv.  138.~Platarch. 
UK  telb  OS  thai  lioosebold  Gods  were  then,  as  they  are  now, 
■acb  given  to  War  and  penal  Statutes.**-- c^vwcu^cis  rai 

•  Certain  tinsel  tmitatSons  of  the  Shamrock  which  are  dls- 
ftnsd  ky  fbe  Benranta  of  C  a  Hoass  every  fatilck*a 


Next,  OUT  C — stl — ^r — gh  to  crown. 
Bring  me  from  the  Coimty  Down, 
Withered  Shamrocks,  which  have  been 
Gilded  o'er*  to  hide  the  green— 
(Such  as  H — df— t  brought  away 
From  Pall-Mall  last  Patrick's  day)*— 
Stiteh  the  gariand  througrh  and  through 
With  shabby  threads  of  every  hue  ; — 
And  as,  Goddesi ! — emtre  lumo — 
His  lordship  lores  (though  best  of  men) 
A  little  torture,  now  and  then. 
Crimp  the  leaves,  thou  first  of  Syrens, 
Crimp  them  with  thy  curiing>iron«. 

That's  enough — away,  away- 
Had  I  leisure,  I  could  say 
How  the  oldeet  rose  that  grows 
Must  be  pluck*d  to  deck  Old  Rose- 
How  the  Doctu  s  brow  sliould  smile 
Crown'd  with  wreaths  of  chamomile. 
But  time  presMs — to  thy  taste 
^  leave  the  rest,  so,  pnth«e,  haste ! 


EPIGRAM. 


DULOOUB   BBTWftEN  A   DOWAGER  AND  HER  MAID  CH 
THE  NIGHT  Or  LORD  T — EM — Tu's  FETE. 

*'  I  WANT  the  Court  Guide,"  said  my  hidy,  **  to  look 

«*  If  the   House,   Seymour  Place,  be  at  30.  or 
20."— 

**  We've  lost  the  Court  Guide,  Ma'am,  but  here's 

tke  Red  Book, 

**  Where  you'll  find,  I  dare  say,  SeynAour  Plaeee 

in  plenty  V* 


HORACE,  ODE  XI.  LIB.  IL 

FREELY  TRANSLATED  BY  THE  PR— CE  R—- G- 


•  Come,  Y — rm — th,  my  boy,  never  trouble  your 
brains, 
About  what  your  old  crony. 
The  Emperor  Boney, 
Is  doing  or  brewing  on  Muscovy's  plains ; 

«  The  iobriqnel  given  to  Lord  SIdmonth. 

*  This  and  the  folluwiDf  are  extracted  ftom  a  Work  which 
may.  some  time  or  other,  meet  the  eye  of  the  Pjblic— «ii- 
fitled  "  Odes  of  Horace,  done  Into  English  by  sevenil  Persons 
of  Fashion.'* 

•  dnid  belllconas  Oantaber.  et  Scythes, 
Hirplne  Qulnctl,  cogttet  Iladria 

Divlsas  ol^eeto^  remltlas 
Qociere 
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'  Nor  tremble,  my  Ind,  at  the  state  of  our  granaries : 
Should  there  come  famtnei 
Still  plenty  to  cram  in 
You  always  shall  have,^my  dear  Lord  of  the  Stan- 
naries. 


Drisk  let  us  rvrn*  whiio  nwtk  wb  imy  s' 

For  tho  gay  bloom  of  fifty  soon  passes  away, 
And  then  people  get  fat, 
And  infirm,  and — all  that, 
'   And  a  wig  (I  confess  it)  so  clumsily  sits. 

That  it  frightens  the  little  Loves  out  of  their  wits ; 

*  Thy  whiskers,  too,  Y — ^rm — th  I — alas,  even  they, 
Though  so  rosy  they  bum, 
Too  quickly  must  turn 
(What  a  heart-breaking  change  for  thy  whiskers !) 
to  Grey. 

Tlicn  why,  my  Lord  Warden,  oh !  why  should 
you  fidget 
Your  mind  about  mattere  you  don't  understand  7 
Or  why  should  you  write  yourself  down  for  an 
idiot, 
Because  "  you,**  forsooth,  •*  have  the  pen   in 
your  hand  I" 

Think,  think  how  much  better 
Than  scribbling  a  letter, 
(Which  both  you  and  I 
Should  avoid,  by  the  by,) 
How  much  pleasanter  *tis  to  sit  under  the  bust 
Of  old  Charley,^  my  friend  here,  and  drink  like 
a  new  one ; 
While  Charley  looks  sulky  and  frowns  at  me,  just 
As  the  Ghost  in  the  Pantomime  frowns  at  Don 

Juan. 
•   To  crown  us,  Lord  Warden, 
In  C — mb — rl — nd*s  garden 
Grows  plenty  of  monk's  hood  in  venomous  sprigs : 


Nee  trepldes  in  nsum 
Poscentls  sevl  puaca. 

Fo^t  retro 
Levh  jnvcntos  et  decor. 
Pellente  liiscivoM  aiiioret 
Canitie. 

Neqne  nno  Lnna  rubeiu  nitet 
Vultu. 

Qtiid  eternis  minsrtm 
Consults  anlnuim  fatigat  T 
Cornon  ^ub  alta  vet  plaUuio,  vel  hae 
linu  Jiiconlet  sic  leinere. 
Charles  Fox. 

r-^\  us  odornti  CHplllos, 

Duin  licet,  As^yriaqcc  naido 
Potamos  ancti. 
•  Qois  pner  otlvs 


While  Otto  of  Roses  • 
Refreshing  all  noses 
Shall  sweetly  exhale  from  our  whisKen  and  « 

*  What  youth  of  the  Household  win  cool  oar  No* 
In  that  streamlet  delicious. 
That  down  'midst  the  dishes, 
AU  fufl  of  gold  fishes 
Romantic  doth  flow  7— 
*   Or  who  will  repair 

Unto  M        ch r  Sq^— e. 

And  see  if  the  gentle  Marchesa  be  there? 
Go^bid  her  haste  hither, 
"   And  let  her  bring  with  her 
The  newest  No-Popery  Sermon  that's  goin^ 
^  Oh  !  let  her  come,  with  her  dark  tresses  flowi 
All  gentle  and  juvenile,  curly  and  gay. 
In   the  manner    of — Ackermann's    Dressei 
May! 


HORACE,  ODE  XXIL  LIR  L 

FREELY   TRANSLATED    BY    XX>RD   ELI>— X. 

^  The  man  who  keeps  a  conscience  pure, 
(If  not  his  own,  at  least  his  Prince's,) 
Through  toil  and  danger  walks  secure. 
Looks  big  and  black,  and  never  winces. 

•*  No  want  has  he  of  sword  or  dagger, 
Cock*d  hat  or  ringlets  of  Geramb  ; 
Though  Peers  may  laugh,  aod  Papists  swagj 
He  doesn't  care  one  single  d-mn. 

"  Whether  midst  Irish  chairmen  going. 
Or  through  St  Gileses  alleys  dim, 
'Mid  drunken  Sheelahs,  blasting,  blowing, 
No  matter,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 


Restlnfnet  ardentis  T^nleml 
PucuIh  pratereunte  Ifwpka  t 

Quis eliciet  doiiio 

Lydcn  7 

Ehurna,  die  age,  cam  lyra  (qa.  /t«r-a) 
MatareL 

Incomtnm  T^ccnie 
More  c<^ninm  reliisnta  nndo. 
Intefrer  viup  scelerlsque  pnras. 
Nun  eget  Mnurl  jacalis,  neqne  area, 
Nee  veneaalis  gravldn  stipitils, 

Fa«ce,  phiiretra. 
>*  8ive  per  Syrtes  iter  awiuosas, 

8ive  fiieturas  per  inhonpltMlem 
Caucasam,  vel  qns?  I«ich  fahulosos 
Lnmbit  Hyda8|ies. 
The  Noble  Translator  knd,  at  flrat.  laid  the  scene  of 
imagined  dangers  of  his  Uan  of  Conscience  among  ti 
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'  For  iii8kuiee»  I,  one  orening  late, 
Upon  e  gay  vacation  sally, 
Sbigingr  the  prajae  of  Chuich  and  State, 
Got  (God  knowa  how)  to  Cranbourne  Alley. 

When  to !  an  Irish  Papist  darted 
AcitMB  my  path,  gaont,  grim,  and  big — 

I  did  but  frown,  and  off  he  started. 
Scared  at  me,  even  without  my  wig. 

'  Yet  a  more  fierce  and  raw-boned  dog 
Goes  not  to  mass  in  Dublin  City, 
Nor  shakes  his  brogue  a*er  Allen's  Bog, 
Nor  spouts  in  Catholic  Committee. 

*  Oh !  place  me  midst  O'Rouriies,  OTooles, 

The  ragged  royal-blood  of  Tara ; 
Or  place  me  where  Dick  M — rt — n  rules 
Tha  houseless  wilds  of  Connemara ; 

*  Of  Chuich  and  State  1*11  warble  still 

Though    ev*B   Dick   M — rt — ^n's    self  should 
grumble ; 
Sweet  Church  and  State,  like  Jack  and  Jill, 

*  So  lovingly  upon  a  hill — 

Ah !  De*er  like  Jack  and  Jill  to  tumble ! 


fkt»  nf  Spain,  and  had  translated  the  words  "  qnaeloca/aiti- 
UntlnMt  liyda«pe«**  ihas— '*The  fabling  Spaniard  litlu 
the  French  ;**  bot,  recollecting  that  it  Is  nnr  interest  Just  now 
to  be  lespectfVil  to  SfanUh  Catholics,  (though  there  Is  cer- 
tilnty  M>  enrthly  reason  for  our  being  even  commonly  civil  to 
biMk  ones,)  he  altered  the  passage  as  it  stands  at  present 

>        Namqne  me  sllv4  Inpus  In  Sabinl, 
Dddi  meam  canto  Lalagen,  et  alira 
Terminam  carls  vagor  eipedills, 
Fngit  Inermem. 

I  caaaoc  help  calling  the  reader's  attention  to  the  pecalinr 
iafeasity  with  which  these  Unes  are  paraphrased.  Not  to 
■entioo  the  happy  conversion  of  the  Woir  into  a  Papist, 
(seeinf  that  Rfimolos  was  stickled  by  a  wolf,  that  Rome  was 
fcanded  by  Roroatos,  and  that  the  Pope  has  always  reigned 
at  Kmne,)  there  Is  something  particalnrly  neat  in  supposing 
*«ftra  Ccrmlnoro**  to  mean  vacation-time:  and  then  the 
mndest  ennscimaKness  with  which  the  Noble  and  Learned 
Truslator  has  avoided  touching  upon  the  words  "  cnris  ez- 
pediii*.**  (or.  aa  it  has  been  otherwise  read,  **  eoufi*  espedi- 
tts.")  and  the  felicltoas  Idea  of  his  being  "  inemils**  when 
*'witbnot  hij  wig.**  are  altogether  the  most  delectable  sped- 
iieas  of  paraphrase  in  our  language. 

s         Qanle  portentum  neque  mllltaris 
Daanlas  lads  allt  aeseuletis. 
Nee  Jubc  lellns  generat  loonnm 
Arlda  notiii. 


THB 

NEW  COSTUME  OF  THE  MINISTERS. 

Nova  monstra  creavlt. 

Ovid.  Mgtamorph.  1.  U  v.  437. 

Ha  VINO  sent  off  the  troops  of  brave  Major  Camae, 
With  a  swinging  horse-tail  at  each  valorous  back, 
And  such  helmets,  God  bless  vm  I  as  never  decked 

any 
Male  creature  before,  except  Signer  Giovanni — 
**  Let's  see,"  said  the  R— g— t,  (like  Titus,  perplez*d 
With  tlie  duties  of  empire,)  **  whom  thall  1  dress 

next?'' 

He  looks  in  the  glass — ^but  perfection  is  thei«. 
Wig,  whiskers,  and  chin-tufts  all  right  to  a  hair  ;* 
Not  a  single  ex-curl  on  his  forehead  he  .  jsces— 
For  curte  are  like  Ministers,  strange  as  the  case  is. 
The  falser  they  are,  the  more  firm  in  their  places. 
His  coat  he  next  views — but  the  coat  who  coidd 

doubt  7 
For  his  Y — rm — th*s  own  Frenchified  hand  cut  it  out ; 
Every  pucker  and  seam  wore  made  matters  of  state, 
And  a  Grand  Household  Coimcil  was  held  on  each 

plait 

Then  whom  shall  he  dress  7  shall  he  new-rig  his 
brother. 
Great  C — mh— rl— d*s  Duke,  with  some  kickshaw 
or  other  7 

*  Pone  me  ptgris  ubi  nulla  campis 
Arbor  estiva  recreatur  aura: 

Quod  latus  mundi,  nebuis,  malnsqne 
Jupiter  urget. 

I  must  here  remark,  that  the  said  Diclc  &I— rt— n  being  a 
very  good  fellow,  it  was  not  at  all  fair  to  make  a  **  malus 
Jupiter**  of  him. 

*  Dulce  ridentem  Lalngen  amabo, 

Dulce  loquentcm. 

*  There  cannot  be  imagined  a  more  happy  lllastration  of 
the  Inseparability  of  Church  and  State,  and  their  (what  Is 
called)  *«  standing  and  falling  together.**  than  this  ancient 
apologue  of  Jack  and  Jill.  Jack,  of  course,  represents  the 
State  in  this  ingenious  little  Allegory. 

Jack  fell  down. 
And  broke  his  Cretra, 
And  Jill  came  tumbling  aAcr. 

*  That  model  of  Princes,  the  Emperor  CommouHis,  was 
particularly  luxurious  In  the  dressing  and  ornamenting  of 
his  hair.  His  conscience,  however,  woald  not  sutTer  him  to 
trust  himself  with  a  barber,  and  he  used,  accordingly,  to 
burn  off  his  beard—"  timore  tonsoris,"  says  Lampridius. 
{Hitt.  JtuffuMt.  Scriptor.)  The  dissolute  iGlius  Vcrus,  too, 
was  equally  attentive  to  the  decoration  of  his  wig.  (See 
Jul.  Capltolin.)— Indeed,  this  was  not  the  ea/y  princely  trxit 
in  the  cliaracter  of  Verus,  as  he  had  likewise  a  most  hearty 
and  dignified  contempt  for  his  Wife. — See  his  Insulting 
answer  to  her  In  Spartianus. 
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And  kindly  invent  him  more  Christian-like  shapes 
For  his  feather-bed  neckcloths  and  pillory  capes. 
Ah  !  no — here  his  ardor  would  meet  with  delays, 
For  the  Duke  had  been  lately  pack*d  up  in  new  Stays, 
So  complete  for  ttie  winter,  he  saw  very  plain 
'Twould  bo  devilish  hard  work  to  unpack  him  again. 

So,  what*s  to  be  done  7 — there's  the  Ministers,  bless 
'em!— 

As  he  made  the  puppets,  why  sIiouldn*t  he  dre9t  'em  7 

**  An  excellent  thought !— call  the  tailors— be  nim- 
ble— 

*'  Let  Cum  bring  his  spy-glass,  and  H — rtf — d  her 
thimble ; 

"  While  Y — rm — th  shall  give  us,  m  spite  of  all 
quizzers, 

*'  The  last  Paris  cut  with  his  true  Gallic  sciasorSi'* 

So  saying,  he  calls  C— sti — ^r^-gh,  and  the  rest 
Of  his  heaven-bom  statesmen,  to  come  and  be  dress'd. 
While  Y — ^rm — th,  with  snip-like  and  brisk  expedi- 
tion. 
Cuts  up,  all  at  once,  a  large  CathMic  Petition 
In  long  tailors'  measures,  (the  P— ^  crymg  "  Well- 
done  !") 

And  first  put9  in  hand  my  Lord  Chancellor  Eld — ^d. 

•  •  •  • 


CORRESPONDENCE 

BETWEEN  A  LADY  AND  GENTLEMAN, 
THE  ADVANTAQE  OP  (WHAT  IS  CALLED)  "  lUVINQ 

law'  O.N  one's  side.'* 


The  Gentleman*8  Proposal. 

*^  Leggeaurca, 
8'et  place,  ei  lice.'* 

Comb,  fly  to  these  arms,  nor  let  beauties  so  bloomy 

To  one  frigid  owner  be  tied ; 
Your  prudes  may  revile,  and  your  o*?  ones  look 
gloomy. 

But,  dearest,  we've  Law  on  our  side. 

Oh !  think  the  dcligni  of  two  lovers  congenial, 

Whom  no  dull  decorums  divide  ; 
Their  error  how  sweet,  and  their  raptures  how  tenial^ 

When  once  they've  got  Law  on  their  side, 

>  In  allaslon  to  Lord  Ell— nb— gh. 


'■  leifB  baa  hm 


'Tis  a  thing,  that  in  eveiy 
done,  too ; 

Then  why  should  it  now  be 
If  the  Father  has  done  it,  why  shouldn't  the  Sop^lotr 

For  so  argues  Law  on  our  side 

And,  ev'n  should  our  sweet  violation  of  dotj 

By  cold-blooded  jorors  be  tried, 
They  can  but  bring  it  in  *'  a  misfivtaney''  my  btsotf, 

As  long  as  we've  Law  on  our  side. 


The  Lad^e  Amtmer, 

Hold,  hold,  my  good  sir,  go  a  little  more  slowly ; 

For,  grant  me  so  faithless  a  bride, 
Such  sinners  as  we,  are  a  little  too  tovZy, 

To  hope  to  have  Law  on  our  side. 

Had  you  been  a  great  Prince,  to  whose  star  ihiiiag 
o'er  'em 
The  people  should  look  for  their  guide. 
Then  your  Highness  (and  welcome!)  might 
down  decorum — 
You'd  always  have  Law  on  your  si 


Were  you  ev'n  an  old  Marquis,  in  mischief  growl 
hoary. 

Whose  heart,  though  it  long  ago  died 
To  the  pleasures  of  vice,  is  alive  to  its  glory — 

You  still  would  have  Law  on  your  side. 

But  for  yout  Sir,  Crim.  Con.  is  a  path  full  of  trooblcii 

By  my  advice  therefore  abide, 
And  leave  the  pursuit  to  those  Princes  and  Noblei 

Who  have  each  a  Law  on  their  side 


OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  OPENING  OP  T1IE  NEW  THEATRB  » 

ST.  ST— PH— N, 


INTENDED  TO  HWE  BEEN   SPOKEN  BY  TIIB 

IN    FULL    COSTUME,    ON    THE    24tU    OF    NOVBMIBt 
1813. 

This  day  a  New  House,  for  your  edification, 
We  open,  nuist  thinking  and  right-headed  natkn ! 
Excuse  the  materials — though  rotten  and  bad, 
They're  the  best  tliat  for  money  just  now  could  bt 

had; 
And,  if  echo  the  charm  of  such  houses  should  b* 
You  will  find  it  shall  echo  my  speech  to  a  T. 
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cton,  weVe  got  the  old  Company  yet, 
motley,  <fddf  tragi-oomical  let ; 
rring  they  all  were  bat  cleiki  t*other  day, 
■urprising  how  well  they  can  play, 
j^r,*  (he,  who  m  Ulster  was  naned, 
Erin  go  Brsh  for  the  galleries  fint, 
iding  Pi/1-interett  a  much  better  thing, 
is  note  of  a  sudden,  to  Ood  §av€  the  King,) 
IS  he*s  blooming,  and  fat  as  he*8  clever, 
id  his  speeches  as  lengthy  as  eyer, 
I  you  still  the  full  use  of  his  breath, 
ted  and  long-winded  proser  till  death. 

nember  last  season,  when  things  went 
vmse  on, 

>  engage  (as  a  block  to  rehearse  on) 
' — ns — tt — t,  a  good  sort  of  peison, 
•  employ*d  for  this  season  to  play, 
ig  the  Wind,"  and  the  •*  Devil's  to  Pay."* 
t  too— at  least  we*ve  been  plotting  and 
nning—  • 

1  great  actor  from  Liverpool,  C — nn — g ; 
the  Circus  there's  nothing  attracts 
d  single  combat  brought  in  'twixt  the  acts, 
lanager   should,  with  the  help   of   Sir 
-ph— m, 
ew  diversiont,  and  C — nn — g  should  stop 

If 

ws  but  we*ll  have  to  announce  in  the 

len, 

ight — second   time — with   additional  ca- 


'  taste  for  the  ludicrous,  humdrum,  or  sad, 
lenty  of  each  in  this  House  to  be  had. 
r  Manager  ruleth,  there  weeping  will  be, 
i  hand  at  tragedy  always  was  he  ; 
never  was  dealer  in  dagger  and  cup, 
luUngly  got  all  his  tragedies  up. 
s  poor  Ireland  will  never  forget, 
ridows  of  Walcheren  weep  o'er  them  yet 

h  for  the  actors ; — ^for  secret  machinery, 
1  deceptions,  and  shifting  of  scenery, 
h  and  Cum  are  the  best  we  can  find, 
ist  all  that  trickery  busineas  Jiehind. 
ir*s  employed  to  teach  us  French  jigs, 
whiskers  in  curl,  and  look  after  the  wi^ 

Ig  my  leave  now,  I've  only  to  say, 
atM  in  the  House,  not  as  yet  sold  away, 
sd  of  the  Manager,  Pat  C — stl — r— gh. 


-•ti— r— fh. 

I  recently  been  appointed  Chaneellor  of  the  Ex- 


li 


THE  SALE  OF  THE  TOOL& 

Instnunenta  regnL— Tacttus. 

Herb's  a  choice  set  of  Tools  for  yon,  Oe'miim 

and  Ladies, 
Theyll  fit  3rou  quite  handy,  whatever  yom  trade  is; 
(Except  it  be  Cahinet'tnaking  ; — no  doubt, 
In  that  delicate  service  they're  rather  worn  out ; 
Though  their  owner,  bright  yonth !  if  he'd  had  his 

own  will. 
Would  have   bungled  away  with  them  joyously 

still.) 
You  can  see  they've  been  pretty  well  hacVd — and 

alack! 
What  tool  is  there  job  after  job  will  not  hack  7 
Their  edge  is  but  dullish,  it  must  be  confess'd. 
And  their  temper,  like  E        nb'r ^h's,  none  of 

the  best; 
But  you'll  find  them  good  hard-woiking   Tool% 

upon  trying, 
Wer't  but  for  their  hrass,  they  are  well  worth  the 

buying; 

They're   famous  for  making  blinds,  sliders,  and 
screens. 

And  are,  some  of  them,  excellent  turning  machines. 

The  first  Tool  I'll  put  up  (they  call  it  a  Chan* 

eellor) 
Heavy  concern  to  both  purchaser  and  seller. 
Though  made  of  pig  iron,  yet  worthy  of  note  'tis, 
'Tis  ready  to  melt  at  a  half  minute's  notice.* 
Who   bids?    Gentle   buyer!  'twill    turn    as    thoa 

shapest ; 
'Twill  make  a  good  thumb-screw  to  torture  a  Papist ; 
Or  else  a  cramp-iron,  to  stick  in  the  wall 
Of  some  church  that  old  women  are  fearful  will 

faU; 
Or  better,  perhaps,  (for  I'm  guessing  at  random,) 
A  heavy  drag'Chain  for  some  Lawyer's  old  Tatv- 

denu 
Will  nobody  bid  7  It  is  cheap,  I  am  sure,  Siiv^ 
Once,  twice, — going,  going, — thrice,  gone  ! — it  is 

yours,  Sir. 
To  pay  ready  money  you  shan't  be  distress'd. 
As  a  bill  at  long  date  suits  tho  Chancellor  best 

Come^  Where's  the  next  Tool?— Oh!  'tis  here 
in  a  trice-^ 
This  implement,  Ge'mmen,  at  first  was  a  Vice  ; 
(A  tenacious  and  close  sort  of  tool,  that  will  let 
Nothing  out  of  its  grasp  it  once  happens  to  get ;) 
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But  it  since  has  receiyed  a  new  coating  of  Tin, 
Bright  enough  for  a  Prince  to  beholo  hinnelf  in. 
Come,  what  shall  we  lay  for  it  7  briskly !  bid  on, 
We*ll  the  sooner  get  rid  of  it — going— quite  gone. 
God  be  with  it,  such  tools,  if  not  quickly  knock*d 

down, 
Might  at  last  cost  their  owner — how  much  7  why, 

a  Crown  ! 

The  next  Tool  I*U  set  up  has  hardly  had  handsel  or 
Trial  as  yet,  and  is  aUo  a  Chancellor-^ 
Such  dull  things  as  these  should  be  sold  by  the 

gross; 
Yet,  dull  as  it  is,  'twill  be  found  to  ehate  close, 
And   like  other  close  shavers,  some    courage  to 

gather. 
This  blade  first  began  by  a  flourish  on  leather.^ 
You  sliall  have  it  for  nothing — then,  marvel  with 

me 
At  the  terrible  tinkering  work  there  must  be, 
Where  a  Tool  such  as  this  is  (I'll  leave  you  to  judge 

it) 
Is  placed  by  ill  luck  at  the  top  of  the  Budget ! 


LITTLE  MAN  AND  UTTLE  SOUL. 

A  BALLAD. 

To  the  tune  of  "  There  was  a  little  man,  and  he  wo*d  a  iiul* 

maid."* 


DIDICATED  TO  THB  RT.  HOlf.  CH— Ur— ■ 

Arcadei  ambo 
Et  cane-are  pares. 


1813. 
Thire  was  a  little  Man,  and  he  had  a  little  Soul, 
Aud  he  raid,  **  Lrittle  Soul,  let  us  try,  try,  try, 
"  Whether  it's  within  our  reach 
**  To  make  up  a  little  Speech, 
**  Just  between  little  you  and  little  I,  I,  I, 
*<  Just  between  little  you  and  little  I !"— * 

Then  said  his  little  Soul, 

Peeping  from  her  little  hole, 
**  I  protest,  little  Man,  you  are  stout,  stout,  stout, 

**  But,  if  it's  not  uncivil, 

"  Pray  tell  me  what  the  devil 
<*  Must  our  little,  little  speech  be  about,  bont,  bout, 
'*  Must  our  little,  little  speech  be  about  7" 

>  **  Of  the  taxes  proposed  by  Btr.  Vanttttart,  that  princi- 
pally opposed  in  PnrllHmont  was  the  additional  daty  oa 
leMlber.**-v9n«.  RegitUr, 


The  Uttle  Man  look'd  big 
With  th'  assistance  of  his  wig. 
And  he  call'd  his  Uttle  Soul  to  older,  oider,  mm, 
Till  she  fear'd  he'd  make  her  yig  m 
To  jail,  like  Thomas  Croggan* 
(As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  l^eA)  to   rawaid  1m^ 
ward  her,  ward  her. 
As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Eari,  to  reward  hsL 

The  little  Man  then  spoko» 
**  Little  Soul,  it  is  no  joke, 
«  For  as  sure  as  J — cky  F— U — r  kwea  a sap^Hp^ 
sup, 
« I  will  tell  the  Prince  and  People 
"  What  I  think  of  Church  aud  Steeply 
"  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  iip,yp^ifk 
'*  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  apk" 

Away  then,  cheek  by  jowl. 
Little  Man  and  little  Soul 
Went  and  spoke  their  little  speech  to  a  tittle,  titflB, 
tittle. 
And  the  worid  all  declare 
That  this  priggish  little  pair 
Never  yet  in  aU  their  Uvea  kwk'd  so  little,  Uttkb 
little. 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little ! 


REINFORCEMENTS 
FOR  LORD  WELLINGTON. 

Buosqae  tibi  commendal  Tro^  Penates 
IIos  cape  ftttonun  cuiiiites.  Viaeu. 

As  recruits  in  these  times  are  not  easily  got. 

And   the   Marshal   muet  have  them — ^pray,  mky 

should  we  not,  * 

As  the  last  and,  I  grant  it,  the  wont  of  onr 

to  him. 
Ship  off  the  Ministry,  body  and  bones  to  hira  T 
There's  not  in  all  England,  I'd  venture  to 
Any  men  we  could  half  so  conveniently 
And,  though  tliey've  been  belpmg  the  Freaeb  fei 

years  past, 
We  may  thus  make  them  useful  to  England  al  hA 
C — stl — r — gh  in  our  neges  might  sava  momimti^ 

graces. 
Being  used  to  the  talcing  and  keeping  of  pHetems 
And  Volunteer  C — nn — g,  still  ready  for  joiniB|^ 
Might  show  off  his  talent  for  sly  undermimmg. 
Could  the  Household  but  spare  us  its  glory  and  pit 
Old  H— df— t  at  hom-worke  again  might  be  ttW 
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-f  J— 6t— «  make  a  bold  charge  at  his 

—It — t  could  Tictnal  the  troops  upon 

or  look  aAer  the  baggage  and  sick. 

lot  see  why  the  great  R— g" — t  himself 
es  such  as  these,  stay  at  home  on  the 

^h  narrow  defiles  he*s  not  fitted  to  pass, 
i  resist,  if  he  bore  down  en  nuuse  ? 
>fl,  of  an  evening,  perhaps  he  might 

lish  confederates,  '*  onable  to  move,"' 
>  thing  in  war  of  advantage  unbounded, 
;  he  could  not  with  ease  be  surrounded. 

I  shall  sing  of  their  arms  and  equip- 
more,  boi— good  luck  to  the  shipment ! 


EL\CE,  ODE  L  LIB.  IIL 

A   FRAQMENT. 

rofimom  mlgas  et  uceo: 
«  llofmis:  eannina  non  print 
dita  MasMrnm  Mcerdos 
'irfflnlbai  puertsque  canto, 
n  ttmeodorum  in  pmprios  greges, 
<  In  ipsoi  Imperium  est  Jovis. 

1813. 
>h,  Mob,  as  my  Lady  hates  delf ; 
mcis  I'll  give  up  thy  claps  and  thy 

«. 

gna  Charta  to  shift  for  itself, 

r — dw — n,  write  books  for  young  mas- 
and  misses, 
high  rank  that  can  make  the  heart 

7. 

rchs  themselves  are  not  free  from  mis- 

x>rds  of  Westphalia  must  quake  before 

Y* 

himself  has  to  quake  before  Nap. 

•  •  •  • 

er  frlven  to  the  8panbh  soldier,  in  Sir  John 
rable  dispatch. 

:lmcness  of  the  version  here  cannot  bat  be 

Translator  has  added  a  long,  erudite,  and 

Ml  Rosea,  of  which  I  can  merely  give  a  speci- 

In  iho  first  place,  he  ransacks  the  Rosarium 

P«rrsian  poet  Sndi,  with  the  hope  of  finding 

loses,  to  match  the  penilentan  in  the  text — 

then  tells  ns  that  Clcem  accused  Verres  of 

I  cnshioB  **  MeiitensI  roai  /artam,'*  which, 

ixtnie  of  witrds,  be  supposes  to  be  a  kind  of 

oaes,  like  Lord  Castlereagh's.    The  learned 


HORACE,  ODE  XXXVIIL  UB  L 

A  FRAOMKNT. 

Perslcos  odl,  paer,  adparatoa ; 
Displlcent  nexc  philyra  corone ; 
Mkte  seetari,  Rosa  qua  ^aeantas. 

Sera  moretur. 

TRANSLATED   BT  A  TREASURY   CLERK,  WHILE   WAFFDCO 
DINNER  FOR  THE  RIGHT  HON.  G — RGE  R — SE 

BoT,  tell  the  Cook  that  I  hate  all  nick-nackeries. 
Fricassees,  vol-au-vents,  puffi,  and  gim-crackeriee— 
Six  by  the  Hoiw  -Guards ! — old  Georgy  is  late — 
But  come— lay  the  table-cloth — zounds !  do  not  wait. 
Nor  stop  to  inquire,  white  the  dinner  is  staymg, 
At  which  of  his  places  Old  R — e  is  delaying  !* 


IMPROMPTU. 

UrON  BEING  OBUGED  TO  LEAVE  A  njUtANT  PARTT, 
FROM  THE  WANT  OF  A  I^AIR  OF  BRBECUEI  TO  DRK« 
FOR  DINNER  IIC 

Between  Adam  and  me  the  great  difference  is. 
Though  a  paradise  each  has  been  forced  to  resign, 

That  he  never  wore  breeches  till  tum*d  out  of  his, 
While,  for  want  of  my  breeches,  I*m  banish'd  from 
mine. 


LORD  WELLINGTON  AND  THE 
MINISTERa 

1813. 
So  gently  in  peace  Alcibiades  smiled, 

While  in  battle  he  shone  forth  so  terribly  grand. 
That  the  emblem  they  graved  on  his  ^eal,  was  a  child 

With  a  thimderbolt  placed  in  its  innocent  hand. 

Oh  Wellington,  long  as  such  Ministers  wield 

Your  magnificent  arm,  the  same  emblem  will  do ; 

For  while  they're  in  the  Coimeil  and  yotr  in  the  Field, 
We've  the  habite  in  tkem  and  the  thunder  in  you  ! 

Clerk  next  favors  as  with  sonte  remarks  upon  a  well-kaowa 
punning  epitaph  on  fair  Rosamond,  and  expresses  a  moat 
loyal  hope,  that,  if  "  Rosa  munda**  mean  "  a  Rose  with  clean 
hands,*'  it  may  be  fonnd  applicable  to  the  Right  Honorable 
Rose  In  question,  lie  then  dwells  at  some  length  apon  the 
'*  Bosa  uurem,**  which,  though  descriptive.  In  one  seoae,  of 
the  old  Treasury  Statesman,  yet,  aa  being  consecrated  and 
worn  by  the  Pope,  mast,  of  course,  not  be  brought  Into  the 
same  atmosphere  with  him.  Lastly,  lo  reference  to  the 
words  **«/tf  Rose,**  he  winds  up  w1*h  the  patheUc  lameotsr 
tion  of  the  Poet  **  consenulsse  Ruws.**  The  whole  nds^ 
indeed,  shows  a  knowledge  of  Roeea,  that  Is  quits  edU^rta^ 
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IRISH    MELODIES 


TO 

THE  MARCHIONESS  DOWAGER  OF 
DONEGAL. 

It  is  now  many  yean  since,  in  a  Letter  prefixed 
to  the  Third  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  inscribing  the  Poems  of  that  work  to 
your  Ladyship,  as  to  one  whose  character  reflected 
honor  on  the  country  to  which  they  relate,  and 
whose  friendship  had  long  been  the  pride  and  happi- 
ness of  their  Author.  With  the  same  feelings  of 
affection  and  respect,  confirmed  if  not  increased  by 
the  experience  of  every  succeeding  year,  I  now 
place  those  Poems  in  their  present  new  form  under 
vour  protection,  and  am, 

With  perfect  sincerity. 
Your  Ladyship's  ever  attached  Friend, 

THOMAS  MOORR 


PREFACE. 

Tiiouon  an  edition  of  the  Poetry  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  separate  from  the  Music,  has  long  been 
called  for,  yet,  having,  for  many  reasons,  a  strong 
objection  to  this  sort  of  divorce,  I  should  with  difii> 
culty  have  consented  to  a  disunion  of  the  words 
from  the  airs,  had  it  depended  solely  upon  me  to 
keep  them  quietly  and  indisnlubly  together.  But, 
besides  the  various  shapes  in  which  these,  as  well 
as  my  other  lyrical  writings,  have  been  published 
throughout  America,  they  are  included,  of  course, 
in  all  the  editions  of  my  works  printed  on  the 
Continent,  and  have  also  appeared,  in  a  volume  full 
of  typographical  errors,  in  Dublin.  I  have  there- 
fore readily  acceded  to  the  wish  expressed  by  the 
Proprietor  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  for  a  revised  and 
complete  edition  of  the  poetry  of  the  Work,  though 
well  aware  Uiat  my  verses  must  lose  even  more  tlian 
the  **  aninuB  dimidium"  in  being  detached  from  the 
beautiful  airs  to  which  it  was  their  good  fortune  to  be 
isMciated. 


The  Advertisements  whkh  were  prefurad 
diHerent  numbers,  the  Prefatory  I.sUer  apoa 
&c.,  win  be  found  in  an  Appendix  at  the  em 
Melodies. 
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GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  TBI 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee. 
But,  while  fame  elates  thee. 

Oh !  still  remember  me. 
When  the  praise  thou  meetest 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest^ 

Oh  !  then  remember  me. 
Other  arms  may  press  tbeet 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee. 
All  the  jo}'8  that  bless  thee. 

Sweeter  far  may  be ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest* 
And  when  joys  are  dearest. 

Oh !  then  remember  om  \ 

When,  at  eve,  thoo  rovesl 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

Oh !  then  remember  me 
Think,  when  home  returning* 
Bright  we've  seen  it  burning* 

Oh !  thus  remember  me. 
Oft  as  summer  closes. 
When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  ling*ring  roses. 

Once  so  loved  by  thee* 
Tliink  of  her  who  wove  them* 
Her  who  made  thee  love  tbam* 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 

When,  around  thee  dying* 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying* 
Oh !  then  remember  me. 
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And,  at  night«  when  gazinff 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing, 

Oh !  still  remember  me. 
Then  should  musici  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeling. 
To  thy  heart  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strains  I  used  to  sing  theer^ 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 


WAR    SONG. 

CBER    THE    GLORIES   OF    BRIEN 
THE  BRAVE.> 

sa  the  glories  of  Brien  the  brave, 
he  days  of  Uie  hero  are  o'er ; 
to  Mononia,'  and  cold  in  the  grave, 
urns  to  Kinkora'  no  more, 
r  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  ponr*d 
im  on  the  battle,  is  set ; 
t{rh  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword, 
tit  us  to  victory  yet 

!  when  Nature  embellish'd  the  tint 
fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair, 

•ver  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 

totstep  of  slavery  there  ? 

edom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

U  our  invadere,  the  Danes, 
sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  shrine, 

to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

ot  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood* 
day  of  distress  by  our  side ; 
le  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their 
!ood, 

iCirr'd  not,  but  conquered  and  died. 
1  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  his  light, 
hem  fall  upon  Ossory's  plain ; — 
him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 
d  that  they  fell  there  in  vain. 

Bfiromhe,  the  grent  monarch  of  Ireland,  who  was 

he  bsttle  of  Clontnrf,  in  the  beginning  of  (he  11th 

iler  having  defeated  the  Danes  in  twenty-five  en- 

%. 

er. 

alace  of  Brien. 

Hades  u>  an  interesting  clrcnmstance  related  of  the 

he  faTfjfite  troops  of  Brien,  when  they  were  tnter- 

tbeir  retain  fhun  the  battle  of  Ciontarf,  by  Fitzpat- 


ERIN !    THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN 

THINE  EYEa 

Erin,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes, 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  duM! 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream. 
Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 
Thy  Sims  with  doubtful  gleam, 
Weep  while  they  rise. 

Erin,  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 
Erin,  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase, 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  jghU 

Thy  various  tintb  *iuta, 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace ! 


OH !   BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Oh  !  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade, 
Where  cold  and  unhonor'd  his  relics  are  laid : 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  though  in  silence  it 

weeps. 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  wheid  he 

sleeps; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

When  ho,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind. 
Oh !  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resign*d  7 
Yc«,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn. 

Thy  tears  shall  eflTace  their  decree  { 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 

ricic,  prinee  of  Osfory.  The  wounded  men  entreated  that 
they  might  be  allowed  to  fight  with  the  rest—**  IM  wtaJua 
(they  said)  be  stuck  in  tMt  /er^unS*  mmd  sufftr  mcA  of  mt,  tied 
to  and  ampported  bf  one  of  these  stakes,  to  be  placed  in  his  rank 
by  the  side  of  a  sound  num.**  **  Between  seven  sod  eight 
hundred  wounded  men,  (adds  0*Hiiiloran,)  pale,  emaciated, 
and  supptHied  in  this  manner,  appeared  mixed  with  the  fore- 
most of  the  tnmps ;— never  was  such  another  sight  ezhiMI- 
ed.**— ^wteTf  •/  heUmd,  book  ill.  chap.  L 
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With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  lore ; 

Every  thouglit  of  my  reason  was  thine  ; 
In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  abore, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 
Oh !  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see ; 
But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH 
TARA'S  HALLS. 

The  harp  that  once  through  Tara*s  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed. 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara*s  walls, 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. — 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days. 

So  glory*8  thrill  is  o*er. 
And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  praise, 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night. 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

The  only  throb  she  gives. 
Is  wiven  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


FLY  NOT  YET 

Fly  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour. 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light. 
Begins  to  Uoom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
'Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made; 
'Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh !  stayr-Oh !  stay,— 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
Like  this  to-nigrht,  that  oh !  'tis  paiB 

To  break  its  links  so  soon. 


^  SolUi  FoBi,  nsir  the  Temple  of  Ami 


Fly  not  3ret,  the  fount  that  play*d 
In  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  shad 
Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran. 
Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirtli,  began 

To  bum  when  night  was  near. 
And  thus,  should  woman's  heart  and  lo 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks. 
Nor  kmdle  till  the  night,  returning. 
Brings  their  geni  il  hour  for  burning. 

Oh!  stay,— Oh!  stayr- 
When  did  morning  ever  break. 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here  7 


on !   THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS  . 
ALWAYS  AS  LIGHT. 

On !  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  ]ig|i 

And  as  free  from  a  pang  as  they  seen 
now; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart-beaming  smile  of 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  a 
No : — ^life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adoK 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  1 

Is  always  tlie  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  th 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awk 

May  we  never  meet  worao,  in  our  pilgriaui 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  may  gild  with 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  turn  ti 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be   dark, 
knows ! 
If  it  were  not  with  friendship   and  lovi 
twined ; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  wpt 
When  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  d^ 
mind. 
But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest,  the  fa 
Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  b 
Aud  the   heart  that  has  slumber'd  in  ftj 
securest. 
Is  happy  indeed  if  'twas  never  deceived. 
But  send  round  the  bowl ;  while  a  relic  of  tn 
Is  in   man  or  in  woman,  this  prayer  a 
mine, — 
That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  ear  ^ 
And  the  moonlight  af  friendship  oonaoto. 
dine. 


MM 
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THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SORROW  I  SEE. 

he  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see, 
'lerever  thou  art  shall  peem  Erin  tu  me  } 
e  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home, 
line  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam. 

I  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore, 
the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 
Hy  with  my  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
ide  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind 

!'I1    gaze   on   thy   gold   hair  as  graceful   it 

wreaths, 

ing  o*er  thy  soft  harp,  a&  wildly  it  breathes ; 

ead  that  the  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 

bord  (rom  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that 

hair.» 


AXD  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WORE." 

md  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 
bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore  ; 
1 1  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
arkling  gems,  or  snow-wliite  wand. 

r !  doet  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

>ne  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way  7 

Erin*s  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

ot  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  V* 

Cnight !  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm, 
ton  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm : —  * 

though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 
Cnight !  they  love  honor  and  virtue  more  !" 

I  tbe  twenty-eighth  year  of  tho  rcifcn  of  fl«nry  VIII., 
w%B  made  respecting  the  hHliits,  nnd  dresi  in  general, 
[fWh,  whereby  nil  persons  were  resiniined  frnm  tx^inf; 
w  thaven  abore  the  ear^,  or  fntm  wenring  Glibhet,  or 
r,  (\fmg  lock«,)  on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper 
led  CVmnmeal.  On  this  occasion  n  aong  was  written 
of  oar  bards,  in  which  an  Irish  virgin  Is  niade  to  give 
rference  to  her  dear  Coulin  (or  tho  youth  with  the 
;  locks)  to  all  strangers,  (by  which  the  Englhh  were 
)  or  Chose  who  wore  their  hahiLf.  Of  this  nong.  the 
ne  has  reached  as,  and  Is  aniversally  admired.**  — 
'*«  Histaricat  Memoirt  •/  Irish  Bards,  p.  134.  Mr 
r  inrorifis  us  ai«c  that,  aliout  the  same  period,  there 
ooM  harsh  measures  taken  against  the  IrisK  Min- 
is kallad  b  (banded  upon  the  toUowing  anecdote  :— 


On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  Green  Ide ; 
And  blest  forever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  £riu*s  honor  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  THE 
WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o*er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  tinged  with  a  warm  sunny  smile, 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrrw  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o*er  our  joys  a^d  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring, 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting — 

Oh !   this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will 

stay. 
Like  a  dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  siunmer's  bright 

ray; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain, 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS.* 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale   in  whose   boeom  the   bright  waters 

meet  ;* 
Oh  !  the  last  rays  of  feeling  snd  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my 

heart 

Yet  it  teas  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green  ; 

"The  people  were  Inspired  with  such  a  spirit  of  honor,  vir 
tue.  and  religion,  by  the  great  example  of  Brien.  nnd  by  his 
excellent  administrttion,  that,  as  a  proof  of  It.  we  are  Informed 
that  a  yonng  lady  of  great  beanty,  adorned  with  jewels  nnd 
a  costly  dress,  nnderto<ik  a  journey  nione.  from  one  end  of  the 
kingdom  to  the  other,  with  a  wand  only  In  her  hand,  at  the 
top  of  which  was  a  ring  of  exceeding  great  value ;  snd  such 
an  impression  had  the  laws  and  government  of  thl<  Monarch 
made  on  the  minds  of  all  the  people,  that  no  attempt  was 
made  upon  her  honor,  nor  was  she  n>bbed  of  her  clothes  or 
jewels.**— ffamw'**  Hiatary  •/  Irdamd,  vol.  I.,  book  x. 

s  **  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters**  forms  a  part  of  that  beau- 
tiAiI  scenery  which  lies  between  Rathdrum  and  Arklow,  in 
the  county  of  Wicklow,  and  these  lines  were  suggestetl  by  a 
visit  u>  this  ntniantie  sm  L  in  thj  ramu.^  of  tLe  rear  \Wl' 

*  The  rivers  Avoa  and  ^vuoa 


-•    »  ■  I  r 
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Twas  not  her  soft  magic  of  Btreamlet  or  hiU, 
Oh !  no, — it  was  something  more  exquisite  stilL 

Twas  that  friends,  the  beloved  of  my  bosom,  were 
near, 

Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more 
dear, 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  im- 
prove, 

When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could  I  rest 
In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best. 
Where  the  storms  tliat  we  feel  in  this  cold  world 

should  cease, 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 


'  HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

IIow  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea  ; 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise. 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  toward  the  burning  west, 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays. 

And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest 


TAKE   BACK   THE  VIRGIN   PAGE. 

WRITTEN  ON  RETURNING  A  BXJkNK  BOOK. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page, 

White  and  unwritten  still ; 
Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage, 

The  leaf  must  fill. 
Thoughts  come,  as  pure  as  light. 

Pure  as  even  you  require : 
But,  oh  !  each  word  I  write 

Love  turns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  ke<»p  the  book : 

on  shall  my  heart  renew. 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look, 

bear  thoughts  of  you. 
Like  you,  'tis  fair  and  bright ; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  there. 


Haply,  when  from  thoee  eyes 

Far,  far  away  I  roam,'^ 
Should  calmer  thoughts  aiise 

Towards  you  and  home ; 
Fancy  ma)  trace  some  line, 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet, 
Thoughts  that  not  bum,  but  riiioe, 

Pure,  calm,  and  sweet 

And  as,  oVr  ocean  far, 

Seamen  their  records  keep, 
Led  ly  some  hidden  star 

Through  the  cold  deep ; 
So  may  the  words  I  write 

Tell  thro'  what  stonns  I  stray — 
You  still  the  unseeu  i^t. 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE  LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I  shall  calmly  recline, 

O  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear ; 
Tell  her  it  lived  upon  smiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  here. 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 

To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light ; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  mom  till  uigfat. 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er, 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall ; 
Hang  it  up  at  that* friendly  door. 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call.' 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  foraaken, 

Revive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along, 
Oh  !  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 

Your  wamiest  smile  for  the  child  of  song. 

Keep  this  cup,  which  b  now  o'erflowing, 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  I'm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh  !  never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  bleas'd. 
But  when  sc»ne  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  hnm. 
Then,  theu  my  spirit  around  shall  hover, 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  liim. 


>  ^  In  every  house  was  one  or  two  harps,  Aee  to  an 
ellers.  who  were  the  more  saressed,  the  mure  they  e 
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)W  OFT  HAS  THE  BENSHEE  CRIED. 

How  oil  has  the  BeoshM  cried. 

How  oft  has  death  untied 

Bright  links  that  Glory  wove, 

Sweet  bonds  entwined  by  Love ! 
'eace  to  each  manly  sool  that  sleepeth ; 
lest  to  each  faithful  eye  that  weepeth ; 

Long  may  the  fair  and  brave 

Sigh  o*er  the  hero*s  grave. 

We*re  fall'n  upon  gloomy  days !' 

Star  after  star  decays. 

Every  bright  name,  that  shed 

Light  o*er  the  land,  is  fled, 
hrk  falls  the  tear  of  him  who  moumeth 
djA  joy,  or  hope  that  ne*er  retumeth ; 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear. 

Wept  o*er  a  hero*s  bier. 

Quench*d  are  our  beacon  lights — 
Thou,  of  the  Hundred  Fights  !* 
Thou,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truth,  peace,  and  freedom  hung !' 

kith  mute, — but  long  as  valor  shineth, 

h  mercy's  soul  at  war  repineth, 
So  long  shall  Grin's  pride 
Tell  how  they  lived  and  died. 


WE  MAY  ROAM  THROUGH  THIS 
WORLD. 

h  may  roam  through  this  worid,  like  a  child  at  a 

feast. 
Who  but  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 

rest; 
^  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east, 
^'e  may  wder  our  wings,  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
^  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile. 
An  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  supplies, 
^^  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle. 
For  lensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
^  mnember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 
Tbio*  thb  worid,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam, 

'  f  k»v8  eodMivored  here,  without  lostnfr  th«t  Irish  chiu  • 
Mr  irliirb  It  It  my  olijeet  tn  preiierye  thrf>UKhoat  thU 
rt.  toallnde  to  the  md  and  mninous  fhbility,  by  which 
^m4  Ims  been  deprived  of  no  mnny  frent  and  food  men, 
I  — wn  wbea  she  bmwI  requires  ail  the  aids  of  talent 


Tkls  dsaifaalkm,  whkh  has  been  befbes  applied  to  Load 


When  a  cnp  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  roond. 
Oh!  remember  the  smile  which  adorns  her  at 
home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beauty  is  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery  placed  within  call ; 
But  so  oft  this  tmamiable  dragon  has  slept. 

That  the  garden's  but  carelessly  watch'd  after  all 
Oh !  they  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence, 

Which  rotmd  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwelb ; 
Which  wai^ji  *he  touch,  while  winning  the  sense. 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  most  repels. 
Then  remembct,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
y;u  roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  rotmd. 

Oh !  icmember  the  smile  that  adonis  her  at  homo 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  «je;c  sail, 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortune  to  try. 
Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  veswi  so  frail, 

But  just  pilots  herofT,  and  then  bids  her  good-by 
While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy. 

Ever  smiling  beside  his  faithful  oar. 
Through  billows  of  wo,  and  beams  of  joy, 

The  sfune  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam, 
AVhen  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


EVELEEN'S  BOWER. 

Oh  !  weep  for  the  hour. 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vows  came ; 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

From  the  heavens  that  night. 
And  wept  behind  her  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame 

The  clouds  poss'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon, 
And  heaven  smiled  again  with  her  vestal  flame ; 

But  none  will  see  the  day. 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away. 
Which  tiiat  dark  hour  left  upon  Eveleen's  fame. 

Nelson,  Is  the  title  given  to  a  celebrated  Irish  Hero,  la  a 
Poem  by  0*Guive,  the  bard  of  0*Niel,  which  Is  quoted  la  the 
**  Philosophical  Survey  of  the  8«mth  of  Ireland,**  paf  e  433. 
"  Con.  uf  the  Hundred  Plfrhts,  sleep  In  thy ffrasa-frowa 
and  upbraid  not  our  defeau  with  thy  vlctoties.'* 
•  Fox,  **  Roroanonun  oltlmas.*' 
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The  white  snow  lay 

On  the  narrow  path-way, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  cronM  OTer  the  moor ; 

And  many  a  deep  print 

On  the  white  miow's  tint 
6how*d  the  track  of  liis  fooistep  to  Eveleen*i  door. 

The  next  aun'a  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
I'  fin*  trace  on  the  path  where  the  false  Lord  came ; 

But  there's  a  light  above 

Which  alone  can  remove 
That  stain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Eveleen*s  fame. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE  DAYS  OF 

OLD. 

• 

Let  Erin  remember  Uie  da}'s  of  old, 

Ere  her  fuithleiw  ftons  betrayed  her ; 
When  Mulachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold,* 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader, 
When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  green  unfurled. 

Led  the  Red-Branch  Knights  to  danger;* — 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  worid 

Was  set  in  the  crowii  of  a  stranger. 

On  Lough  Neagirs  bank,  as  tlic  fislierman  stra}*s. 

When  the  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining ; 
Thus  shall  memor>'  often,  in  dreams  sublime. 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  Uie  days  that  are  over ; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long  faded  glories  they  cover  • 

»  "This  brought  on  nn  encounter  between  Mnlnchi  (the 
Monarch  of  Ireland  In  the  tenth  centur>-)  and  tlic  Danes,  in 
which  Malachl  defented  two  of  their  champions,  whi»m  he 
encountered  surceuivcly,  hand  to  hand,  lakinx  a  collar  of 
gold  from  the  neck  of  one,  and  CHrr)inf  off  the  sword  uf 
the  other,  as  trophies  of  bis  victory."—  It'nnur*$  History  of 
Ireland,  vol.  I.  tMXik  Ix. 

«  "  Military  onlcrs  of  knlphti  were  very  early  established 
In  Ireland :  lonn  twfitre  the  birth  uf  Christ  we  And  an  hered- 
itary order  of  Chivalry  In  Ulster,  ctillcd  CuraidAi  na  Crai- 
obke  rmoM,  or  the  Knights  of  the  Red  Branch,  from  their 
chief  seat  In  Euinnia.  ad>»lninu  to  the  psilace  of  the  Ul.<tcr 
klnfT*.  called  Teagk  us  Crciobke  ruadt,  or  the  Academy  of 
the  Red  Branch;  and  contlimoas  to  which  wasa  larfe  hm- 
pltnl.  founded  for  the  sick  knlichl^  and  suldiert,  called  Bron- 
hhoarf,  or  the  HiMise  of  the  ftirmwful  Soidler.'*— 0'i/a«»- 
m'$  Mrodmetion,  <-e.,  part  I.  chap.  5. 

1  Ii  wriB  an  old  tnditlon.  In  the  tinie  of  Olraldoa,  that 
LouRh  NeHgh  had  been  orlKlaally  a  fonntaln,  by  wboM  sad- 
den overflowing  the  country  was  inundated,  and  a  whole 


THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALA.* 

Silent,  oh  Moyle,  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Brea>.  not,  ye  breezes,  your  chain  of  repose. 
While,  munniuing  mouriifully,  Lir*s  lonely  <Usg)h 
ler 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep  wiin  vings  in  darkness  furi'd? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Coll  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle  »;  Jiy  winter-wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  laiv^uish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping, 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day -star,  mildly  springuig, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  7 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  r..  ^ng. 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above? 


COME,  SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE. 

Come,  send  roimd  the  wine,  and  leave  points  d 
belief 
To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fools ; 
This  monient*s  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief. 

To  be  withered  and  stain'd  by  tlio  dust  of  tbi 
schools. 
Your  ghiss  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be  bloe. 
But  while  they  are  fill'd  from  the  same  bcigbt 
bowl, 
TIio  fool  who  would  quarrel  for  diff**renoe  ot  hoe, 
Deserves  not  the  comfort  tliey  sliedo*cr  the  anil 


region,  like  the  AUuntH  of  Plato,  overwhelmed.  Hs  a|f 
that  the  fi«hernien.  In  clear  weather,  used  to  pntot  oalli 
stningers  the  tall  eccloHlastlcd  towers  under  lbs 
Piscatores  afti«  iUiu*  turret  eeciesinstiem^.  fnm 
arcta  sunt  tt  altm.  neemon  et  rotmmdm,  guk  mwdig 
srreno  tempore  eonapiciunt,  et  ettraneiM  tran*emmtibma, i rifi 
eaittat  aJmirantibus,  frequenter  ottendunt. — ^Topogr.  HIk 
dlst.  2,  c.  0. 

«  To  make  this  stor)*  Intelllclble  In  a  song  wnald  reqlkta 
much  greater  numlM.>r  of  verses  than  any  one  Uaatboriaidia 
Inflict  upon  an  audience  at  once ;  the  reader  nmst  tbtwfcw 
lie  content  to  learn,  in  a  note,  that  Flonnualu,  the  daiykli' 
of  Llr,  was.  by  some  supernatural  power,  transformed  lakift 
rtran,  and  condemned  to  wander,  for  many  hundred  yMis* 
o/er  certain  lakes  and  rivers  In  Ireland,  till  the 
Christianity,  when  the  first  sound  of  the  nMas.bcU 
be  the  signal  of  her  release.— I  found  this  fanclfal 
SHHtng  some  mannncrlpt  translntions  0«>ni  the  IrUb.  «lM 
were  befun  under  the  direction  of  that  eniigbttwad  llta^# 
lielaad,  the  Uta  Coanteas  of  Molia. 
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I  the  bniTe  sokUer,  who  fighti  by  my  side 
ause  of  mankind,  if  our  creedfl  agree  7 
e  up  the  friend  I  have  valued  aud  tried, 
leel  not  before  the  mme  altar  with  me  7 
tieretic  girl  of  my  soul  should  I  fly, 
somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss  7 
1  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 
'alor,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this ! 


LIME  WAS  THE  WARNING. 

'as  the  warning  that  liberty  spoke, 
was  the  moment  when  Spaniards  awoke 
and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chain. 

y  !  let  not  this  spirit  have  rest, 

ve,  like  a  breeze,  o*er  the  waves  of  the 

rt — 

ght  of  your  look  to  each  sorrowing  spot, 

9  the  shamrock  of  Erin  forgot 

fou   add  to   your  garland  the  Olive  of 

un  ! 

ie  of  our  fathers,  bequeathed  with  their 
Its, 

jntry  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  delights, 
.  be  a  wound,  and  suspiciou  a  stain, 
nen  of  Iberia,  our  cause  is  the  same ! 
nay  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name, 
J  ask  for  a  uohler,  a  holier  death, 
im  his  last  sij^h  into  victor)'*8  breath. 
Shamrock  of  Erin  aud  Olive  of  Spain  ! 

and  O'Donncls,  whose  fathers  rcsign'd 
hills  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to 
I 

3oee  which,  at  home,  they  had  sigh'd  for 
rain, 

in  our  hope  that  the  flame,  which  you 
It, 

It  yet  in  Erin,  as  calm,  aud  as  bright, 
e  even  Albion  while  blushing  she  draws, 
ant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-cilighted  cause 
»Jiamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain  ! 

?r  the  cause  ! — oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive, 
pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 
iioo  to  feel,  and  its  rights  to  maintain  ; 
7  sainted  by  sorrow,  its  martyrs  will  die  ! 
r  of  glory  shall  point  where  they  lie  ; 

>stSa^l«hable  fire  of  8t.  Bridget,  at  Kildara, 
liJos  meationt: — "  Apad  Kitdxriamnccurrit  i^nU 
Idv,  queai  inextin(ruibik>ni  vocnnt ;  mm  quod  ex- 
wMit,  aed  qoud  lam  aollcUe  nionlales  et  aancUe 


While,  far  from  the  footstep  of  coward  or  davo, 
The  yoQDg  spirit  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  theL 
grave 
Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Erin  and  Olives  of  Spain ! 


BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEAR- 
ING  YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Beliea'E  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms, 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 

Like  fairy -gifts  fading  away, 
Thou  wouldst  still  be  adored,^  as  tliis  moment  thou 
art. 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  stilL 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own, 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear 
That  the  fervor  aud  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known, 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear ; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close. 
As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets. 

The  same  look  which  she  turu'd  when  he  rose. 


ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 

Like  the  bright  lamp,  that  shone  in  Kildare*s  holy 
fane,* 

And  buni*d  thro*  long  ages  of  darkness  and  stonn. 
Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown*d  on  in  vain. 

Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  warm. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro*  the  tears 
Of  a  long  night  of  bondage,  thy  spirit  a^'pears. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young. 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  set ; 

And  tho*  slavery's  cloud  o*er  thy  niuming  hath  hung. 
The  full  noon  of  freedom  sliall  beam  round  thoe 
yet 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho*  long  in  the  sliade, 

Tliy  star  shall  shine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fade^ 

malierea  ignem,  anppetonle  materiit,  fnvent  et  nntriunt,  nl  a 
tenipiife  virflnis  per  b>i  anmiruiu  curricaln  seiuiwr  miasit  lo- 
exUnctui.**— Oiro/d.  OsaiA.  de  MiraM.  Hihem,  dlsu  3,  c  SI. 
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Unchilfd  by  thf)  rain,  and  unwaked  by  the  wind, 
The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro*  winter's  cold  hour. 

Tin  Spring's  light  touch  het  fetters  unbind, 
And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower.* 

rhus  Erin,  oh  Erin,  thy  winter  is  past, 

And  the  hope  that  lived  thro'  it  shaQ  blossom  at  last 


DRINK  TO  HER 

Drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh  !  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone  ; 
By  other  fingers  play'd, 

It  }ields  not  half  the  tone, 
rhen  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  st^i*, 
Tlie  giri,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 


At  Beauty's  door  of  gh 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood. 
They  ask*d  her, "  which  might  pass  V* 

She  answer'd,  "  he,  who  could." 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass — but  'twould  not  do : 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought, 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through 
So  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  giri,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  or  grandeut  shines, 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome. 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh  !  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brigfiter  sphere  ; 
Its  native  home's  above, 

Tho'  womau  keeps  it  here. 

1  Mn.  ff.  Tlirhe.  In  her  exqulittte  lines  on  the  Lily,  bai 
applied  thh  iinai;e  to  a  still  more  Important  object. 

s  We  may  sappctse  this  npolofry  to  have  been  uttered  by 
one  of  those  wandering  tiards,  whom  Spenser  so  severely, 
and,  perhaps,  truly,  dcitcribes  In  his  Stale  of  Ireland,  and 
whose  piiems.  he  tells  us,  **  were  sprinkled  with  some  pretty 
flowers  of  their  natural  device,  whleh  have  good  srnce  and 
Cfinicliness  unto  them,  the  which  It  Is  great  pity  to  8«e 
nbused  lo  the  gmeing  of  wickedness  and  vlee,  whleh,  with 
food  usage,  would  serve  to  adorn  and  beautify  virtue.* 


Then  drink  to  her,  who  long 
Hath  waked  the  poet's  ftigh. 

The  giri,  who  gave  to  song 
What  gold  could  never  buy. 


OH !  BLAME  NOT  THE  BARB 

C  H I  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bo 

Where  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiling  al 
He  was  bom  for  much  more,  and  in  happiei 

His  soul  might  have  bum'd  with  a  holier  i 
The  string,  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  tl 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  ^ 
dart;* 
And  the  lip,  which  now  breathes  but  tiie 
desire. 

Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a  patiiol 

But  alas  for  his  country ! — her  pride  b  gone 
And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which  nevf 
bond; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  ^ 
For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  t 
Unprized  are  her  sons,  till  they've  leam'd  te 
Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  shame  i 
nres; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thio*  < 
way. 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  where  their 
expires. 

Then  blame   not  the  bard,  if   in  pl< 

dream. 

He  should  try  to  forget  what  he  never 

Oh  !  give  but  a  hope— let  a  vista  but  gl< 

Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  m 

he'll  feel ! 

That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would  I 

Every  passion  it  nursed,  every  bliss  it  ado 

While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwined  with  hi 

Like  the  wreath  of  Harmoditis,  should  c 

sword.* 

*  Tt  Is  conjectured  by  Wnrmlns,  that  the  name  • 
Is  derived  from  fr,  the  Runic  for  a  horn.  In  the  ass 
weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  expert.  Thlsdsr 
certainly  more  creditable  to  us  than  the  fnlluwinf ; 
Ireland,  called  the  land  of  Ire,  fWim  the  ciiasli 
therein  for  400  years,  was  now  become  the  huM 
tor6.**—fJ<n/tCs  Stntt  tVtrtkiM,  art.  The  ljtr4.  €if^ 

«  See  the  Hy'oin,  attributed  to  Alesvs  fif  ^afvss 
fi0o(  ^"pi|<r<t>— "  I  will  carry  my  swmd,  hiddaa  In 
like  Hamiodlas,  aad  Artstofiioa,* 
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-lory  be  gone,  and  tlio'  hope  fade  away, 
me,  loTed  Erin,  shall  Ihre  in  his  songs ; 
n  the  hour,  when  his  heart  is  most  gay, 
lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy 
ongs. 

ger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains ; 
h  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o*er  the  deep, 
tasters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 
iuse  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and  weep. 


GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  UGHT. 

:  gazing  on  the  moon*s  light, 
loment  from  her  smile  I  tuni*d, 
k  at  orbs,  that,  more  bright, 
one  and  distant  glory  btim'd. 

But  too  far 

Each  proud  star, 
me  to  feel  its  warming  flame ; 

Much  more  dear 

That  mild  sphere, 
ich  near  our  planet  smiling  came  ;*— 
Mary,  be  but  thou  my  own ; 
ile  brighter  eyes  unheeded  play, 
e  those  moonlight  looks  alone, 
t  bless  my  home  aud  guide  my  way 


ly  had  sunk  in  dim  showers, 
midnight  now,  with  lustre  meet, 
led  all  the  pale  flowers, 
;  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 

I  said  (while 

Tiie  moon's  smile 
r*d  o'er  a  stream,  in  dimpling  bliss,) 

"  The  moon  looks 

•*  On  many  brooks 
fie  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this  ;'** 
1US,  I  Uiought,  our  fortunes  run, 
many  a  lover  looks  to  thee, 
oh  !  I  feel  there  is  but  one, 
Mary  in  the  world  for  me. 


ILL  OMENS. 

flight  was  yet  sleeping  under  the  billow,    , 
in  in  the  heavens  still  ILngeriug  shone, 

h  celestial  bodies  as  nre  visible,  the  sun  excepted, 
VMM,  as  despicable  as  it  is  in  comparison  tu  must 
9,  is  much  oMire  beneficial  than  they  alt  put  to- 
f'kisUm^s  TTkecrf^  Ax. 
mtrttitn*  i'jSrisU,  among  other  Ingenlotu  em- 


Young  Kitty,  all  blushing,  rose  up  from  her  pinowy 

The  last  time  she  e*er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  she  treasured  her  heart  and  her 
soul  in, 
Had  promised  to  link  the  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And,  when  once  the  yoimg  heart  of  a  maiden  is 
stolen, 
The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 

As  she  look'd  in    be  glass,  which  a  woman  ne*er 
misses. 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two, 
A  butterfly,*  fresh  from  the  night-flower's  kisses, 

Flew  over  tlie  mirror,  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enraged  with  the  insect  for  hidhig  her  graces, 

She  brush'd  him — he  fell,  al&s!  never  to  rise: 
-'  Ah .  such,"  said  tlie  girl,  "  is  the  pride  of  cor 
faces, 

"  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 

While  she  stole  thro'  the  garden,  where  heart's-ease 
was  growing. 
She  cull'd  some,  and  kiss'd  off*its  ught-fall'n  dew: 
And  a  rose,  farther  en,  look'd  so  tempting  and 
glowing. 
That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too : 
But  while  o'er  the  roses  too  carelessly  leaning. 
Her  zone  flew  in  two,  and  the  beart's-ease  was 
lost: 
"  Ah  !  this  means,"  said  the  girl,  (and  she  sigb'd  at 
its  meaning,) 
**  That  love  ts  scarce  worth  the  repose  i  -ivill  cost !" 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE 

Br  the  hope  within  us  springing. 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  st*ife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  rringing 

Chams  or  freedom,  death  or  life— 
Oh  I  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him,  who  lives  not  free ! 

Like  the  daynstar  in  the  wave. 

Sinks  a  hero  in  bis  grave. 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  dedme 
The  smiles  of  home  may  soothing  shine. 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years  >^ 

bleros,  we  find  a  starry  sky  withont  a  mociu,  with  these 
words,  A«»  miUe,  qnod  ab$tna. 

SThls  Image  was  sugxested  by  the  following  thoofht, 
which  occurs  somewhere  in  Sir  William  Jones's  works: 
"The  moon  looks  upon  many  night-flowers  the  nlght-fk>wsr 
sees  but  one  moon.*'  *  An  emblem  of  tbs  soil. 
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But  oh,  how  blest  they  sink  to  rest. 
Who  close  their  eyee  on  Victory's  breast . 

O'er  his  watch-fire's  fading  embers 

Now  the  foeraan's  cheek  turns  white, 
When  his  heart  that  field  remembers, 

Where  we  tamed  his  tyrant  might 
Never  let  him  bind  again 
A  chain,  like  that  we  broke  from  then. 

Hark !  the  honi  of  combat  calb— 

Ere  Uio  golden  evening  falls, 
May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round !' 

Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high, 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie, 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory's  sound : — 
But  oh,  how  blest  that  hero's  sleep. 
O'er  whom  a  wondering  world  sliail  weep . 


AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

Night  closed  around  the  conqueroi;^s  way, 

And  lightnings  show'd  tlie  distant  hill, 
Where  those  who  lost  that  dreadful  day, 

Stood  few  and  faint,  but  fearless  stiU. 
The  soldier's  hope,  the  patriot's  zeal. 

Forever  dimm'd,  forever  cross'd — 
Oh  !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel, 

When  all  but  life  and  honor's  lost? 

The  last  sad  hour  of  freedom's  dream. 

And  valor's  task,  moved  slowly  by. 
While  mute  they  watch'd,  till  morning's  beam 

Should  rise  and  give  them  light  to  die. 
There's  yet  a  woHd,  where  soub  are  free, 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss  ; — 
If  death  that  world  s  bright  opening  be, 

Oh  !  who  would  live  a  slave  iu  this  7 


'TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK. 

Tis  sweet  to  think,  that,  where'er  we  rove. 
We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 

>  "  The  lrt»h  Cnmn  wa*  not  entirely  devoted  to  Diar: 
tiril  pur|io<«e9.  In  the  heroic  Rfes,  our  ancestors  qaafled 
Meadh  out  of  theui.  a«  the  Danish  banters  do  their  bever^ 
age  nt  this  day."—  IVtUker. 

*  1  believe  It  Is  Mnmiontet  who  says,  "  Quatid  011  «*«  ^om 
cf  far  i'on  aime.  it  /nut  aimer  ce  que  Can  c." — ^l*bere  are  so 
many  niHitt>r-iir-f<ict  pe«iple,  who  take  such  Jeui  fesprit  a« 
this  delenro  of  inconstancy,  tu  be  the  uctaul  and  genaloe 


And  that,  when  we're  far  from  the  lips  we  lore. 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  neai.' 
The  heart,  like  a  tendril,  acctistom'd  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannui  Nourish  ak»ue, 
But  will  lean  to  the  nearest,  and  loveliest  thing, 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  make  closely  its  cwo 
Then  oh  !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  «tiU,  Uiat  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  ipe  we  love; 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  ips  we  are  near. 


'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  mamk  va  rise. 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  thcmr 
And  the  world's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

'Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  lo  a  pair. 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nes*4v  aHke, 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they're  changs- 
able  too. 
And,  wherever  a  new  beam  of  beauty  can  strike. 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a  different  hoa 
Then  oh !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear. 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love. 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  th«  lips  we  aze  near 


THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS.' 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath 

cheer'd  my  way. 
Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  roand 

me  lay ; 
The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our  pure  love 

btim*d. 
Till  shame  into  glory,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  tuni'd ; 
Yes,  slave  as  I  was,  ui  thy  arms  my  spirit  felt  free. 
And  bIcssM  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  man 

dear  to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honor'd,  while  thou  wert  wrong'd 

and  Bcom'd, 
Thy  crown  was  of  briers,  while  gold  her  brom 

adom*d ; 

sentinoents  of  him  who  write*  them,  that  they  cnaipel  oat.  hi 
self-defence,  to  be  as  miitter-of-fnct  a«  thranielm,  aii4  H 
remind  them,  that  DeoKirrltns  was  not  the  W(irse  pb)'sMs 
fist,  t'i>r  having  plHy(\illy  contended  that  soow  was  Waca; 
nor  Eraxnius,  In  any  desrce.  the  less  wise,  fur  having  wnMA 
an  In^ntoQs  encfNniuni  of  folly. 
*  Meaning,  allegorically,  the  aodent  Chorch  of  Iretasi 
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She  woo'd  mo  to  temples,  whfle  tboa  lajr'st  hid  in 

caves, 
ler  frieiMU  were  all  maaten,  wliile  thine,  alas!  were 

slaTcs; 
Ul  edd  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather 

be, 
fhan  wed  what  I  loved  not,  or  turn  one  thought 

from  thee. 

rhey  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  vows  are 
frail— 

ladsl  thou  been  a  false  one,  thy  cheek  had  l<)ok*d 
less  pale. 

rhey  say,  too,  so  long  thou  hast  worn  those  linger- 
infl:  chains, 

rhat  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their  ser- 
vile Ktains — 

)h !  foul  is  the  slander, — no  chain  could  that  soul 


^^hers  shineth  My  spirit,  there  liberty  shmeth  too  !> 


ON    MUSIC. 

WincN  thro*  life  unblost  we  rove. 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear. 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love, 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear. 
Oh  !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  ! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept ; 
Kindling  former  smiles  again 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept 

Like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers. 
Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song, 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours ; 
Fiird  with  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone. 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Music,  oh  how  faint,  how  weak. 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell ! 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak. 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  7 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they  ; 
Oh  !  *Us  only  music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  sooth  and  not  betray. 

I  **  Where  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  b,  thers  is  liberty.*^ 
L  Pmai,  t  Cor.  111.  n. 


IT   IS  NOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS    MO- 

MENT  SUED.' 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed. 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o*er  him. 
That  can  tell  how  beloved  was  the  friend  that's  fled. 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
'Tis  the  tear,  thro'  many  a  long  day  wept, 

'Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
^Tis  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept. 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  foded. 

Thus  .  \js  memory,  like  some  holy  light. 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them. 
For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright, 

When  we  think  how  he  lived  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  f^her  flowers  the  sod  perfume 

Where  buried  saints  are  lying. 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweet'ning  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying ! 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

'Tn  believed  that  this  Harp,  which  I  wake  now  for 

thee. 
Was  a  Syren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea ; 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  roved. 
To  meet,  on  the  green  sliore,  a  youth  whom  she 

loved. 

But  she  loved  him  in  vain,  for  he  lefl  her  to  weep. 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep ; 
Till  heav'n  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm. 
And  changed  to  tliis  soft  Harp   tlie  sea-maiden's 
form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair — still  her  cheeks  smiled  tlie 

same — 
Wliile  her  sea-beauties  grace '^ully  form'd  the  light 

frame; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'ei  lor  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  changed  to  bright  chords  utt'riug  melody's  spell. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Harp  no  long  hath  been 

known 
To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone ; 
^\\\  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay 
To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when 

away. 


•  These  lines  were  occasioned  by  the  loss  of  a  very 
and  dear  relative,  who  had  died  lately  at  Madeinu 


LOVE'S  YOUNG  DREAM. 

Oh  I  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty  bright 

My  heart's  chain  wove ; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  mom  till  night, 
Was  love,  still  love. 
New  hope  may  bloom, 
And  days  may  come. 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam. 
But  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life, 

As  love's  young  dream : 
No,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 
As  love's  young  dream. 

Though  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar, 

When  wild  youth's  past ; 
Though  he  win  the  wise,  who  frown'd  before, 
To  smile  at  last ; 
He'll  never  meet 
A  joy  BO  sweet. 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame. 
As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  flame, 
And  at  every  close,  she  blush'd  to  hear 
The  one  loved  name. 

No,— that  hallow'd  form  is  ne'er  forgot 

Which  first  love  traced ; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  tlie  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste. 
'Twas  odor  fled 
As  soon  as  shed  ; 
*Twas  morning's  winged  dream ; 
'Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  dull  stream ; 
Oh  !  'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 


There  eomes  a  new  link 
Our  spirits  to  sink— 
Oh !  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  ths 
poles. 

Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  rtay ; 
But,  though  'twere  the  last  little  spark  in  our  souk, 
We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prince's  Day. 

Contempt  on  the  minion,  who  calls  you  disloyal ! 
Tho*  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  friends  you  an 
true; 
And. the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  royal. 
Is  love  from  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  to& 
While  cowards,  who  blight 
Your  fame,  your  right. 
Would  shrink  from  the  blaze  of  the  battle  array, 
The  Standard  of  Green 
In  front  would  be  seen, — 
Oh,  my  life  on  your  faith !  were  you  summon'dthii 
minute. 
You'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away, 
And  show  what  the  arm  of  old  Erin  has  in  it. 
When  roused  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day, 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

In  hearts  which  have  sufier*d  too  much  to  forget ; 
And  hope  shall  be  crown'd,   and  attachment  re- 
warded. 
And  Erin  b  gay  jubilee  shine  out  yet 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke. 
But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray  ; 
Each  fragment  will  cast 
A  light  to  the  last,— 
And  thus,  Erin,  my  country,  tho'  broken  thou  art, 

There's  a  lustre  within  thee,  that  ne'er  will  decay ; 
A  spirit,  which  beams  through  each  suffering  part, 
And  now  smiles  at  all  paui  on  the  Prince's  Day. 


THE  PRINCE'S  DAY.» 

Tho'  dark  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  we'll  forget  them, 
And  smile  through  our  teare,  like  a  sunbeam  m 
showers : 
Tlicre  never  were  hearts,  if  our  rulers  would  let 
them. 
More  form'd  to  be  grateful  and  blest  than  ours. 
But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceased  to  pain. 
And  hope  has  enwreath'd  it  round  with  flowers, 

1  This  song  was  v^Tilten  for  a  ffcte  in  honor  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales's  birthtlny,  given  by  my  friend,  Major  Bryan,  alhis 
•eat  In  the  county  of  Kilkenny. 


WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  your  hour  m  past ; 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er ; 
The  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast. 

And  you  are  men  no  more. 
In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled ; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  wam'd  in  vain ; 
Oh,  Freedom !  once  thy  flame  hath  fled* 

It  never  lights  agilin. 

Weep  on — periiaps  in  after  days, 
They'U  learn  to  love  your  naiiie  ; 
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any  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 
ong  hath  slept  in  blame, 
n  they  tread  the  ruin*d  Ifile, 
rest,  at  len^h,  the  lord  and  slaye, 
irond*ring  ask,  how  hands  so  vile 
conquer  hearts  so  brave  7 

fate,"  they'll  say,  "  a  wayward  fate 

r  web  of  discord  wove  ; 

hile  your  tyrants  join*d  in  hate, 

never  join*d  in  love. 

arts  fell  off,  that  ought  to  twine, 

man  profaned  what  God  had  given ; 

ne  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine, 

rre  others  knelt  to  heaven !" 


Who  can  tell  if  they're  design  d 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound  imf 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart. 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes- 
Bed  of  peace !  whose  roughest  part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses. 

Oh !  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Creina ! 
Wit,  tnough  Lright, 
Hath  no  such  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Creina 


lA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE 

ath  a  beaming  eye, 
>  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth ; 
d  left  its  arrows  fly, 
hat  they  aim  at  no  one  dreometh. 
'tts  to  gaze  upon 
ora*B  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
looks,  but  every  one, 
inexpected  light,  surprises ! 
my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
intle,  bashful  Nora  Creina, 

Beauty  lies 

In  many  eyes, 
ove  in  yours,  my  Nora  Crema. 

'ears  a  robe  of  gold, 
1  so  clai<e  the  nymph  hath  laced  it, 
larm  of  beauty's  mould 
nes  to  stay  where  nature  placed  it 
Nora*s  gown  for  me, 
floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes, 
ev*5ry  beauty  free 
ik  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 
(,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
mpie,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 

Nature's  dress 

Is  loveliness — 
Iress  you  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

ath  a  wit  refined, 

ivhen  its  points  are  gleaming  round  us, 

ere  maile  a  feeble  effort  to  Imitate  that  exqalslta 
>r  Sben«toae*s,  "  lieu !  quanlo  minua  est  com 
art  quani  memlnlsae  !** 

Ind  U  founded  upon  one  of  the  many  stories  re- 
Kevin,  whose  tied  in  the  rock  is  to  be  seen  at 


I  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I  SAW  thy  form  in  youthful  prime. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary  ! 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light, 

Wliich  fleets  not  with  the  breath  ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary ! 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines. 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide. 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 

Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary  ! 
So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  guise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone, 
And  that,  which  charm'd  all  other  eyes, 

Seem'd  worthless  m  thy  own,  Mary  I 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above. 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere ; 
Or  could  we  keep  tlie  souls  we  love. 

Wo  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary  ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet, 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see, 
To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet. 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary !' 


BY  THAT  LAKE.  %^HOSE  GLOOMY 

SHORE.' 

Br  that  Lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  warbles  o'er,* 

Glendaloagh,  a  most  gloomy  and  romantic  ipot  in  the  coiuity 
of  Wickluw. 

*  There  are  many  other  carinas  traditions  concern Isf  this 
Lake,  which  may  be  found  in  Glraldos,  Colgan,  Ibc. 
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Wliere  the  clifT  hAngs  high  and  iteep 

She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  nathre  pitin 

Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 

Every  note  which  he  loved  awakhig  ;» 

"  Here,  at  least,**  he  calmly  said, 

Ah !  little  they  thhik  who  delight  in  her  fltniai^ 

"  Woman  ne'er  shall  find  my  bed.** 

How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  bceakii^. 

Ah  !  the  good  Saint  little  knew 

What  that  wily  sex  can  da 

He  had  lived  for  his  hyve,  for  his  ooantry  he  died 

They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwined  him ; 

'Twas  from  Kathleen*s  eyes  he  flew« — 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  oonntry  be  dried, 

Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue  ! 

Nor  long  will  his  k>ve  stay  behind  him. 

She  had  loved  him  well  and  long, 

Wisird  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 

Oh  !  make  her  a  grave  where  the  fonheaiiii  reel 

Wheresoe*er  the  Saint  would  fly, 

When  they  promise  a  glorioue  mornyw ; 

Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh  ; 

TheyHl  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  mile  from 

East  or  west,  where'er  he  tnm*d. 

West, 

Still  her  eyes  before  him  buru'd 

From  her  own  loved  iriand  of  mrow 

On  the  bold  cliflTs  bosom  cast, 

Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 

Dreams  of  heav*n,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 

But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  Ave 

From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 

Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 

Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

NAY,  TfAsh  ME  NOT,  DEAR. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 

Nav,  tell  mo  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  drowni 

To  this  rocky,  wild  retreat ; 

One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regret ; 

And  when  morning  met  h'ls  view, 

Believe  me,  a  few  of  thy  angry  frowns 

Iler  mild  glances  met  it  too. 

Are  all  I've  sunk  in  its  bright  wave  yet. 

Ah,  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts ! 

Ne'er  hath  a  beam 

Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts. 

Been  lost  in  the  stream 

And  with  rude  repulsive  shock. 

That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  soul ; 

Hurls  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

The  spell  of  those  eyes, 

The  balm  of  thy  sighs. 

Glendalough,  thy  gloomy  wave 

Still  float  on  the  surface,  and  hallow  my  bon 

Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave ! 

Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  ateal 

Soon  the  Saint,  (yet  ah  !  too  late,) 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me ; 

Felt  her  love,  and  moum'd  her  fate. 

Like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal, 

When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul  !*' 

The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 

Round  the  I«ake  light  music  stole ; 

And  her  ^lost  was  seen  to  glide. 

They  tell  us  that  Love  in  his  fairy  bower 

Smiling  e'ti.  the  fatal  tide. 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  birth  divine  ; 

He  sprinkled  the  one  with  a  rainbow's  shower, 

But  bathed  the  other  with  mantling  win& 

Soon  did  the  buds 
That  drank  of  the  floods 

Distill'd  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fade ; 

While  thoee  which  the  tide 

Of  ruby  had  dyed 

SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

All  Uush'd  into  beauty,  like  thee,  sweet  mtN 

Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 

She  is  far  from  tlie  land  where  her  younff   icro 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me ; 

8leei«, 

Like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  lea^ 

1      • 

And  lovers  are  round  her,  sighing: 

The  bowl  bat  briglilens  my  love  for  theei 

But  coldly  she  turns  from  tlieir  gaze,  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 
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it  fall  the  swift  sword  of  Erin' 
brave  sons  of  Usna  betrayM  ! — 
he  hath  waken*d  a  tear  in, 
leart-wounds  shall  weep  o*er  her 


that  hung  over  Conor*!  dark 


uree  champions  lay  sleeping  in 

ar,  which  so  often,  high  swelling, 
se  heroes  to  victory's  shore — 

re  them  I — ^no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 

a  silent,  the  maiden  unwed, 

t  mute,  and  our  fields  shall  lie 

wreak'd  on  the  murderer's  head. 

sweet  are  our  home  recollections, 
e  the  tears  that  from  tenderness 

our  friendships,  our  hopes,  our 

rant  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


E  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

e  is  to  the  flow'ret, 
ooks  for  honey-dew, 
leaves  that  close  embower  it, 
love,  ril  be  to  you. 

nk,  with  verdure  glowing, 
8  that  wander  near 
isses,  while  they're  going, 
<e  to  you,  my  dear. 

r,  the  bee's  a  rover, 

By,  when  sweets  are  gone  ; 

tong  were  sai^sted  by  the  very  an- 
I  "  Deiniri,  or  the  LnnienUtble  Pate  of 
rbkh  hat  been  uantlHted  literally  frum 
iHiiHfptn,  (see  vol.  I.  of  7Vaii«acCtoii«  0/ 

Duhiin,)  and  apnii  which  It  nppenrt 
MHcpherwin"  U  ffiuniled.  The  treach- 

Ulsier,  in  pnttlnR  to  death  the  three 
le  cau<e  of  a  desolHtinf;  war  against 
led  in  the  destruction  of  Eiiian.  "ThU 
inpio)  hat  been,  from  time  Immemn- 
te  as  one  of  the  three  tragic  stories  of 
The  death  of  the  children  of  T«iaran  ;* 
dren  of  Lear/  (both  regarding  Tuatha 


And,  when  once  the  kias  m  orer, 
Faithless  brooks  will  wander  on 

He. — Nay,  if  flowers  wiU  lose  their  looks, 
If  sunny  banks  toill  wear  away, 
'Tis  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 
Should  sip  and  kiss  them  whil«  they  may. 


XX)VE  AND  THE  NOVICR 

"  Here  we  dwell,  in  holiest  bowers, 

"  Where  angels  of  light  o'er  our  orisons  bend ; 
"  Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breathings  of  flowers 
**  To  heaven  in  mingled  odor  ascend. 
«  Do  not  disturb  our  calm,  oh  Lore ! 
*'  So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  ti/:  re, 
"  It  well  might  deceive  such  hearts  as  onn' 

Love  stood  near  the  Novice  and  listen'd. 

And  Love  b  no  novice  m  taking  a  hint ; 
His  laughuig  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  glisten'd ; 
His  rosy  wing  tnm'd  to  heaven's  own  tint 
**  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  nrchm  cries, 
**  That  Love  could  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
"  His  wandering  wings  and  woimding  eyes  V* 

Love  now  warms  thee,  waking  and  sleeping. 
Young  Novice,  to  him  all  thy  orisons  rise. 
He  tinges  the  heavenly  foimt  with  his  weeping. 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flame  with  his  sighs. 
Love  is  the  Saint  enshrined  in  thy  breast. 
And  angels  themselves  would   admit  suoh  a 
guest, 
If  he  came  to  them  clothed  in  Fiety's  vest 


THIS  LIFE   IS  ALL   CHECKER'D  WITH 
PLEASURES  AND  WOES. 

This  life  is  all  checkered  witli  pleasiues  and  woes. 
That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep,— 

de  Danans,)  and  this,  *  The  death  of  the  children  of  Usnach,* 
which  Is  a  Milesian  story.**  It  will  be  recollected,  that,  in 
the  Second  Number  of  tbeae  Melodies,  there  Is  a  ballad 
upon  the  story  of  the  cblldrsa  of  Lear  or  Lbr ;  **  Silent,  oh 
Moyle  !**  4cc 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  those  tangiilne  claims  to 
antiquity,  which  Mr.  O* Flanagan  and  others  advance  for  the 
literature  of  Ireland,  It  would  be  a  lasting  reproach  upon  our 
nationality,  if  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentleman  did  not 
meet  with  all  the  liberal  enaramgenient  they  so  well  meilL 

s  '*  Oh  Nasi !  view  that  cloud  that  1  here  see  In  the  sky  !  I 
see  over  Cman-green  a  chilUng  cloud  of  blood-tinged  red  **— 
DnrdrCt  Scmg.  •  UtolSff. 
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Each  briglitly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows, 

Reflecting  our  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 
So  closely  our  whims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

That  the  laugh  is  awaked  ere  the  tear  can  be 
dried ; 
And,  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  Pity  is  shed, 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  turn  it  aside. 
But  pledge  me  the  cup— if  existence  would  cloy. 

With  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wise. 
Be  ours  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

And  the  light,  brilliant  Folly  that  flaalies  and  dies. 

When  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount, 
Through  fields  full  of  light,  and  with  heart  full  of 
play. 
Light  rambled  the  boy  over  meadow  and  mount, 
And  neglected  his  task  for  the  flowers  on  the 
way.* 
Thus  many,  like  me,  who  in  youth  should  have 
tasted 
The  fountain  that  runs  by  Philosophy's  slirine, 
Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  the  margin  have 
wasted. 
And  left  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  as  mine. 
But  pledge  me  the  goblet ; — while  Idleness  weaves 
These  flowerets  together,  should  Wisdom  but  see 
One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  falPn  on  the  leaves, 
From  her  fountain  divine,  'tis  sufficient  for  me. 


OH  THE  SHAMROCK 

Through  Erin's  Isle, 

To  sport  awhile. 
As  Love  and  Valor  wander'd. 

With  Wit,  the  sprite. 

Whose  quiver  bright 
A  thousand  arrows  squandered. 

Where'er  they  pass, 

A  triple  grass* 
Shoots  up,  witli  dew-drops  streaming, 

As  softly  green 

As  emeralds  seen 
Through  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock 

Chosen  leaf. 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock  ! 


>  "  Pxoposito  florom  prstnlit  officio.** 

PaopBRT.  lib.  I.  eleg.  SO. 

•  It  IS  la-d  thai  St.  Pntrlck.  when  prearhlng  the  Trinity  to 
the  PagaR  Irish,  used  to  illustrate  his  subject  by  reference 


Says  Valor,  "  See, 
"  They  spring  for  me, 

"  Those  leafy  gems  of  morning  !"— 
Says  Love,  "  No,  no, 
"  For  me  they  grow, 

"  My  fragrant  path  adorning." 
But  Wit  perceives 
The  triple  leaves. 

And  cries,  "  Oh !  do  not  sever 
"  A  type,  that  blends 
**  Three  godlike  friends, 

"  Love,  Valor,  Wit,  forever  I" 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  1^ 
Chosen  leaf 
Of  Baid  and  Chief, 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

So  firmly  fond 

May  last  the  bond 
They  wove  that  mom  together. 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

One  drop  of  gaU 
On  Wit's  celestial  feather. 

May  Love,  as  twine 

His  flowors  divise. 
Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  'em ; 

May  Valor  ne'er 

His  standard  rear 
Against  the  cause  of  Freedom ! 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  inmiortal  Shi 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 


AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIGH 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  when  ttars  are  i 

I  fly 
To  the  lone  vale  we  loved,  when  life  ahm 

in  thine  eye ; 
And  I  think  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  fhmi 

gions  of  air. 
To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou  w 

to  me  tliere. 
And  tell  me  our  love  is.  remember'd,  e?« 

sky. 

to  that  species  of  trefoil  called  In  Ireland  by  theiH 
Shamrock ;  and  hence,  perhaps,  the  Island  of  Satei 
this  i^antas  her  national  emblem.  Hope,  amoaf  iIm 
was  sometimes  re|vesented  as  a  beantlAiI  child,  stti 
on  tiptoes,  and  a  trefoU  of  thrae-colorad  gnasla  Imi 
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Bug  the  wild  m>ng  Hwa8  once  nieh  pleasure 

to  hear! 
our  voices  commingling,  breathed,  like  one, 

on  the  ear; 
as  Echo  far  off  through  the  vale  my  sad 

orison  roUs» 
nk,  oh  my  k>ve!   'tis  thy  voice  from  the 

Kingdom  of  Souls,' 
answering  still  the  notes  that  once  were  so 

dear. 


And  oh !  may  our  Ufe*s  happy  measure 
Of  moments  like  this  be  made  up, 

'Twas  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasuie, 
It  dies  'mid  the  tears  of  the  cup. 


ONE  BUMPER  AT  PARTING 

bumper  at  parting ! — ^though  many 
ive  circled  the  board  since  we  met, 
Tullest,  the  saddest  of  any, 
mains  to  be  crown*d  by  us  yet 
iweetnesB  that  pleasure  hath  m  it, 
always  so  slow  to  come  forth, 

seldom,  alas,  till  the  minute 
dies,  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 
»me, — may  our  life*s  happy  measure 

all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 
ey  die  'midA  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

iward  we  joumey,  how  pleasant 

pause  and  inhabit  awhile 
B  few  sunny  spots,  like  the  present, 
at  *mid  the  dull  wilderness  smile ! 
Time,  like  a  pitiless  master, 
es  "  Onward  !"  and  spurs  the  gay  hou: 
iever  doth  Time  travel  faster, 
an  when  his  way  lies  among  flowers. 
x>me, — may  our  life*s  happy  measure 

all  of  such  moments  made  up  ; 
*re  bora  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 
ey  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup 


how  the  sun  look'd  in  sinking, 
e  waters  beneath  him  how  bright 
DOW,  let  our  farewell  of  drinking 
■emUe  that  farewell  of  light 
nw  how  he  finish'd,  by  darting 

I  beam  o*ei  a  deep  billow's  brim — 

II  u]*,  let's  shine  at  our  parting, 
full  liquid  glory,  like  him. 

•re  aie  coantiiM,**  aays  Montat|me,  **  where  they 
ha  tnuU  of  the  hnppy  livo  in  all  manner  of  libeRy, 
Ual  Aeids ;  and  that  it  is  those  aoals,  repeating  the 
•  atter,  which  we  call  Echo.** 
lis  •ilently  to  Moma's  grove.**—Bee,  In  Mr.  Rantlng*i 


'TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

'TIS  the  last  rose  of  :;jnmer 

Left  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

.Vre  faded  and  gone ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rosebud  is  nigh. 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes. 

Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

m  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  orje 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

Go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed. 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /  follow. 

When  friendships  decay. 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away. 
When  true  hearts  lie  wither'd. 

And  fond  ones  are  flown. 
Oh !  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  worid  alone  7 


THE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON 

The  young  May  moon  is  beaming,  love, 
Tlie  glow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love, 

liow  sweet  to  rove 

Through  Moraa's  grove,' 
When  the  drowsy  worid  is  dreaming,  love  ! 
I'hen  awake  ! — the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear, 
*T\a  never  too  late  for  delight,  my  dear. 

And  the  best  of  all  ways 

To  lengthen  our  days. 
Is  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my  dear ! 

collection,  a  poem  translated  (h>m  the  Irish,  hy  the  late  John 
Brown,  one  of  my  riarliettt  college  oimpnnfoai  and  ftiends, 
whose  death  was  as  slngvlMrty  melancholy  and  vnfhrtaaals 
as  his  life  had  been  amiable,  honorable,  and  ezem|»lary. 
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N^w  all  the  worid  is  sleeping,  lore, 

But  tlie  Sage,  his  star-watch  A.eeping,  love, 

And  I|  whoee  star,  . 

More  glorious  far, 
Ij  the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  love. 
Then  awake ! — till  rise  of  sun,  my  dear, 
The  Sage's  glass  we'll  shun,  my  dear, 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight 

Of  bodies  of  light, 
H  ^  might  happen  to  take  thee  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

Thb  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you*U  find  him ; 
Ilis  father's  sword  he  has  girded  on. 

And  his  wild  harp  swung  behind  himw— 
"  Laud  of  song  V*  said  the  warrior-bard, 

"  Though  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
"■One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

"  One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee!" 

The  Minstrel  fell ! — but  the  foeman's  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
The  harp  he  loved  ne'er  spoke  again, 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 
And  said,  "  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

"  Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
**  Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

'  'They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery.** 


THE  SONG  OF  O'RUARK, 

PRINCE   OF  BRKFFNI.^ 

Tine  valley  lay  smiling  before  me. 

Where  lately  I  left  her  behind ; 
Yet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me, 

That  sadden'd  the  joy  of  my  mind. 


I  These  itannu  are  foanded  upon  an  event  of  most  noel- 
ancboly  tniportnnce  to  Ireland ;  If,  as  we  are  told  by  onr 
Irish  historians.  It  gave  England  the  flrst  opportunity  of 
profiting  by  onr  divisions  and  sabduing  ns.  The  following 
are  the  cimumstances  as  related  by  0*Halloran :— **  The 
king  of  Leinster  bad  long  conceived  a  violent  affection  fur 
Dearbhorgil,  daughter  to  the  king  of  Meath,  and  thuagh  she 
had  been  for  some  time  married  to  (yRaaric  prince  of  Breffnl, 
yet  it  could  not  restrain  his  passion.  They  carried  on  a 
private  correspondence,  and  she  Informed  him  that  0*Roark 
intended  soon  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage,  (an  act  of  piety  freqaeni 
la  those  daya,^  and  conjured  him  to  embrace  that  oppurtu- 


I  look'd  for  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me, 
Should  shine,  when  her  Pilgrim  retum'd; 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  bum'd ! 

I  flow  to  her  chamber — ^'twas  lonely. 

As  if  the  loved  tenant  lay  dead  ;— 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  (ndyl 

But  no,  the  young  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss ; 
While  the  hand,  that  had  waked  it  so  oftM 

Now  throbbed  lo  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

There  was  a  time,  falsest  of  women, 

When  Breflhi's  good  sword  would  havs  i 
That  man,  thro'  a  million  of  foemen, 

Who  dared  but  to  wrong  thee  in  though 
While  now-~oh  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fall'n  is  thy  fame ! 
And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  slangfala 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  Bhamew 

Already,  the  curse  is  upon  her. 

And  sti:angerB  her  valleys  profane ; 
They  come  to  divide,  to  dishonor. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remam. 
But  onward  !~tho  green  banner  rearing. 

Go,  fleeh  every  sword  to  the  hilt. 
On  otir  side  is  Virtue  and  EIrin, 

On  theirs  m  the  Saxon  and  guOt 


OH  I  HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  UT 
ISLE  OF  OUR  OWN. 

Oh  !  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  ot  our  owa 
In  a  blue  summer  ocean,  far  off  and  alooe, 
Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  the  still  bkwoii^ 

ere. 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  through  a  wholt'] 

flowers ; 


nity  of  conveying  her  from  a  husband  she  detested  H 
she  adored.  Mac  Mnrchad  too  punctually  obeyed  t 
mens,  and  had  the  lady  conveyed  to  his  capitti  of 
The  monarch  Roderick  espoused  the  cause  ct  € 
while  Mae  Murchad  fled  to  England,  and  nMiiasI 
sistance  of  Henry  II. 

*'  Such,**  adds  Giraldos  Camhrensis,  (as  I  flno  M 
old  translation,)  **  Is  the  variable  and  fickle  uamsi 
man,  by  whom  all  mischief  in  the  worid  (for  tlit  m 
do  happen  and  come,  as  may  appear  by  MaroM  A 
and  by  the  destruction  of  Th>y.** 
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Where  the  lua  loves  to  pauM 

AVith  00  fond  a  delay, 
That  the  night  only  draws 

A  thin  veil  o*er  the  day ; 
mply  to  feel  that  we  hreathe,  that  we  live, 
the  best  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  give. 

ith  souls  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  clime, 

lid  love,  as  they  loved  in  the  fust  golden 

ne; 

r  of  the  sunshine,  the  balm  of  the  air, 

eal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  summer 

ere. 

With  affection  as  free 

From  decline  as  the  bowers, 
And,  with  hope,  like  the  bee, 

Living  always  on  flowers, 
honld  resemble  a  long  day  of  light, 
leath  come  on,  holy  and  calm  as  the  night 


rvVELL  I— BUT  WHENEVER  YOU 
WELCOME  THE  HOUR. 

xl — but    whenever    you     welcome    the 

>ur, 

akens    the  night-song  of   mirth    in   your 

(wer, 

ik  of  the  friend  who  once  welcomed  it  too, 

A  his  own  griefs  to  be  happy  with  you. 

I  may  return,  not  a  hope  may  remain 

ew  that  have  brighteuM  his  pathway  of 

tin, 

p*cr  will  forget  the  short  vision,  that  threw 

mtmeut  around  him,  while  Itug'riug  with 

v'  tliat  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 
ighest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 
my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright, 
,   happy  friends,  shall  be  with    yon   that 
ght; 

n  in   your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your 
lies, 
im  to  me,  beaming  all   o*er  with   your 

,  if  it  tells  me  that,  *mid  the  gay  cheer, 
id  voice  had  murmured,  "  I  wish  he  were 


•re 


i« 


60  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
"earns  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  de- 
roy; 


Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  filPd ! 
Like  the  vase,  in  which  roses  have  once  been  dis- 

tiU'd— 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  yoa 

wUl, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  ronud  it  still. 


OH!  DOUBT  ME  NOT. 

Or  !  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o*er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove, 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 

Shall  watch  the  fire  awaked  bj  Love. 
Although  this  heart  was  eariy     ii^wn. 
And  fairest  hands  disturb*d  the  tree. 
They  only  shook  some  blossoms  down. 
Its  fruit  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 

Shall  watch  the  fire  awaked  by  Love. 

And  though  my  lute  no  longer 

May  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell, 
Yet,  trust  me,  all  the  stronger 
I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  tell. 
The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves. 

And  hums  his  lay  of  courtship  o'er, 
But  when  he  finds  the  flower  he  loves. 
He  settles  there,  and  hums  no  more. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  kept  me  free. 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 
Shall  guard  Uie  flame  awaked  by  thee. 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN.> 

You  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride, 

How  meekly  she  bless'd  her  humble  lot. 
When   the  stranger,  William,   had  made  her  his 
bride. 

And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot 
Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains. 

Till  William,  at  length,  m  sadness  said, 
"  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains  ;"— 

Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowly  shed 

1  This  ballad  wm  sns^ested  by  a  well'known  and  Interett- 
ing  story  tulU  of  a  certala  noble  family  In  England. 


Tliey  roam*d  a  long  and  a  weary  way, 

Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease, 
Wlien  now,  at  close  of  one  stormy  day, 

They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 
"  To-night,"  said  the  youth,  "  we'll  shelter  there ; 

"  The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late  ^ 
Sc  he  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air. 

And  the  Porter  bow'd,  as  they  pass'd  the  gate. 

"  Now,  welcome,"  Lady,  exclaim'd  the  youth, — 

**  This  castle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all  !** 
She  believed  him  crazed,  but  his  words  were  truth. 

For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Roena  Hall ! 
And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Roena  loves 

What  William,  the  stranger,  woo'd  and  wed ; 
And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  these  lordly  groves, 

Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 


I'D  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

I'd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me, 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 
I'd  weep  when  fiiends  deceive  me, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 
But  while  I've  thee  before  me. 

With  hearts  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright. 
No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me. 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  light 

'Tis  not  in  fate  to  harm  me. 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 
'Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
One  minute's  dream  about  thee 

Were  worth  a  lonj^r,  an  endless  year 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee. 

My  own  love,  my  only  dear ! 

And  though  the  hope  be  gone,  love, 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
Oh !  we  shall  journey  on,  love, 

More  safely,  without  its  ray. 
Far  better  lights  shall  win  me 

Along  the  path  I've  yet  to  roam.*-' 
The  miud  that  bums  within  me. 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  hom6 

Thus  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 
The  traveller  at  first  goes  out. 

He  feels  awhile  benighted. 

And  looks  round  in  fear  and  doubL 


But  sooif,  the  prospect  clearing. 
By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  twiadi, 

And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 
As  that  light  which  Heaven  afaedi 


COME  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

Come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  with  me, 
Mme  through  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  sool 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goesL 
Let  fate  .  ^wn  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not ! 
'Tis  life  where  thov  art,  'tis  death  where  thou'rti 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  trae  soul 
Bums  the  same,  whero'er  it  goes 

Was  not  the  sea 

Made  for  the  Free, 
Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone  7 

Here  we  are  slaves. 

But,  on  the  waves. 
Love  and  Liberty's  all  our  own. 
No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  nii 
All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  us— 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  with  nie. 
Mine  through  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 


HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS 
SHADED. 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded. 

As  clouds  o'er  the  moraing  fleet? 
Too  fast  have  those  young  days  fodedy 

That,  ev'n  in  sorrow,  were  sweet ! 
Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear?— 
Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither^ 

111  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  temr. 
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Has  love  to  that  Mml,  so  tender, 

Been  like  our  Lagenian  mine,' 
Where  sparkles  of  golden  splendor 

All  over  the  surface  shine- 
But,  if  in  porsuit  we  go  deeper. 

Allured  by  the  gleam  that  shone. 
Ah  !  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper. 

Like  Love,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  m  the  story,' 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  talisman's  glitt*ring  glory — 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  7 
On  branch  after  branch  alighting. 

The  irem  did  she  still  display, 
And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting, 

Then  waft  the  fair  gem  away  7 

If  thus  the  young  hours  have  fleeted 

When  sorrow  itself  look*d  bright ; 
If  thus  the  fair  hope  hath  cheated, 

That  led  thee  along  so  light ; 
If  thtu  the  cold  world  now  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  :— 
Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

I'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear 


NO,  NOT  MORE  WELCOME 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  numbers 

Of  moric  fall  on  the  sleeper^s  ear. 
When  half-awaking  from  fearful  slumbers. 

He  thinks  the  full  quire  of  heaven  is  near, — 
Than  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken. 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain. 
Nor  thought  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken 

To  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

Sweet  voice  of  comfort !  'twas  like  the  stealing 

Of  summer  wind  tl.rd'  some  wreathed  shell — 
Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 

Of  all  my  soul  echoed  to  its  rpetl. 
"Twas  whisper'd  balm — 'twas  sunshine  spoken  I- 

I'd  live  years  of  grief  and  pain 
To  have  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 


*  Oar  Wleklow  Gold  Minei,  to  which  this  vene  allndes, 

saenres,  I  fear,  bat  liio  well  the  chHmeter  here  fivea  of  them. 

s •Tbe  Mrd,  baviog  got  its  prize,  settled  act  tu  ofl;  with 


WHEN  FIRST  I  MET  THEE. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee, 
And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I  old  not  dam  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied. 
Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder. 
And  thought,  though  false  to  all  beside. 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go. 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  false,  so  low. 

Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it 

When  every  tongue  thy  follies  named, 

I  fled  the  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  even  the  faults  they  blamed, 

Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 
/  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspired  to  wrong,  to  slight  thee  ; 
The  heart  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go, — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thou'lt  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 

Even  now,  though  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee : 
The  few,  who  loved  thee  once,  have  fled. 

And  they,  who  flatter,  scorn  tliee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledged  to  slaves. 

No  geuiiJ  ties  en  wreath  it; 
The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves. 
Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it 
€k>— go--though  worids  were  thine, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 
One  taintless  tear  of  mine 
For  all  thy  guilty  spender  I 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one!  yet. 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever  ; 
When  thou  wilt  call,  with  vain  regret, 

On  her  thou'st  lost  forever  *, 
On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fall. 

With  smiles  had  still  received  thee. 
And  gladly  died  to  prove  thee  all 

Her  fancy  first  believed  thee. 


the  talismaa  In  his  moath.  The  prince  drew  near  it,  hoping 
It  would  drop  It;  bnt,  as  he  appnmched,  the  bird  took  wing, 
and  settled  s^iUn,**  tLC— Arabian  XighU. 


mmJmt 


250 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Go— go— 'tis  vaiu  to  curse, 
'Tts  weakness  to  upbraid  thee ; 

Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 
Thau  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 


WHILE  HISTORY'S  MUSE. 

While  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves, 
Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Erin  stood  weeping, 

For  her's  was  the  story  that  blotted  tlie  leaves. 
But  oh  !  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright, 
When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame. 
She  saw  History  write,  * 
With  a  pencil  of  light 
That  illumed  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's 
name. 

*'  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle  !'*  said  the  Spirit,  all  spar- 
kling 
With  beams,  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy 
skies — 
*<  Through  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling, 

"  I've  watch'd  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 
**  For,  though   Heroes  I've  number'd,  uublest  was 

their  lot, 
**  And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  croesways  of 
Fame; — 

"But  oh!  there  irnot 
"  One  dishonoring  blot 
"On  the  wreath  that  encircles  my  Wellington's 
name. 

"  Yet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 
"  The  grandest,  tlie  purest,  ev'n  thou  hast  yet 
known ; 
"  Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  un- 
chaining, 
"  Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy 
own. 
"  At  the  foot  of  that  throne  for  whose  weal  thou 

hast  stood, 
"  Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame, 
"  And,  brigh  o'er  the  lood 
"  Of  her  tears  and  her  blood, 
"  Let  the   rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellington's 
name !" 

>  This  allades  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  Is  to  be  met 
with,  they  say.  In  the  Aelds  at  dask.  As  long  as  yon  keep 
your  eyes  upon  him,  he  Is  flxed,  and  In  your  power}— but 
the  iiionient  you  look  away  (and  be  Is  Infeniuns  In  Aimlsb* 
Ing  Boine  inducement;  he  vanishes.    1  had  thought  that  this 


THE  TIME  rVE  LOST  IN  WOOB 

The  time  I've  kat  in  woomg. 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light,  that  lies 

In  wonum's  eyes. 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 
Though  Wisdom  o(l  has  souglit  moi 
I  scorn  *d  the  lore  she  brought  me. 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks. 
And  folly's  all  they've  tai^[ht  me. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted, 

Ijike  him  the  sprite,' 

Whom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  hannieo. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me. 
But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me. 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  tum'd  away, 
O !  winds  cotild  not  outran  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing? 
No,  vain,  alas !  th'  endeavor 
From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever ; 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

Against  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak -as  ever. 


WHERE  IS  THE  SLAVF.. 

Oh,  Where's  the  slave  so  lowly, 
Condemn'd  to  chains  uinholy. 

Who,  could  he  burst 

His  lionds  at  first. 
Would  pine  beneath  them  slowly? 
What  soul,  whoso  wrongs  degrade  It 
'Vould  wait  till  time  decay'd  it, 

When  thus  its  wing 

At  once  may  spring 
To  the  throne  of  Him  who  made  HT 

wa^the  sprite  which  wo  call  the  Leprpchaan;  ki 
authority  upon  such  ^ulijecu.  l.Aiiy  Murgan,  (laai 
her  nationnl  and  intercepting  novel,  O'OoaDel,)  ta 
very  different  account  of  that  golilin. 
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FdirweU,  Eriny— &rewen,  wH, 
Who  liya  to  weep  our  fall ! 


dear  the  laurel  growinir, 
AliTe,  ontoach'd  and  blowing, 

Than  that,  whoee  braid 

!■  pluek*d  to  ihade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing 
We  tread  the  land  that  bore  na. 
Her  green  flag  glittera  o'er  na. 

The  frienda  we*ve  tried 

Are  by  our  aide, 
And  the  foe  we  hate  before  us. 

Farewell,  Erin« — farewell,  all. 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fall ! 


COME,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

'on,  reel  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer, 
Iwagh  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  Is 

still  here ; 
!ere  ttill  is  the  smile,  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast. 
Ad  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last 

h !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  His  not  the  same 
hrjugh  joy  and  through  torment,  through  glory  and 

shame  ? 
know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt*s  in  that  heart, 
bat  know  that  I  love  theo,  whatever  thou  art 

hoo  hast  caird  me  thy  Angel  iu  moments  of  bliss, 
nd  thy  Angel  Til  be,  'mid  the  horron  of  this, — 
hrough  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pur- 
sue, 
ad  shield  thee,  and  save  thee, — or  perish  there 
too! 


'TIS  GONE,  AND  FOREVER. 

'»  p>De,  and  forever,  the  light  we  saw  breaking, 
like  Heaven's  firrt  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  the 

dead— 
hea  Man,  from  the  slumber  of  ages  awaking, 
Look'd  upward,  and  bless'd  the  pure  ray,  ere  it 

fled. 


TIs  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  burning 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  mouining, 
That  dark  o'er  the  kingdoms  of  earth  is  returning. 
And  darkest  of  all,  hapless  Erin,  o'er  thee. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glories  were 
darting 
Around  thee,  through  all  the  gross  clouds  of  the 
world ; 
When  Truth,  from. her  fetters  indignantly  starting. 
At  once,  like  a  Sun -burst,  her  banner  unfurPd.* 
Oh !  never  shall  earth  see  a  moment  so  splendid ! 
Then,  then — liad  one  Hymn  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of   all  nations  —  how  sweet  had  as- 
cended 
The  first  note  of  liberty,  Erin,  from  thee ! 

But,  shame  on  those  t>Tants,  who  envied  the  bless- 
ing! 

And  shame  on  the  light  race,  unworthy  its  good, 
"Who,  at  Death's  reeking  altar,  like  furies,  caressing 

The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptized  it  b  blood. 
Then  vanish'd  forever  that  fair,  sunny  vision. 
Which,  spite  of  the  slavish,  the  oold  heart's  derinon. 
Shall  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  eiysian 

As  first  it  arose,  my  lost  Erin,  on  thee. 


I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 

I   SAW  from   the  beach,  when   the   morning  was 
shining, 
A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on  ; 
I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declining. 
The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were 
gone. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  eoriy  promise, 
So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known  ; 

Each  wave,  that  we  dmced  tn  at  morning,  ebbs 
from  us. 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  sliore  alone. 

Ne'er  tell  me  of  glories,  serenely  adorning 

The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our  night ; — 
Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  fresliness  of 
Morning, 
Her  clouds  and  her  tears  are  wcith  Evening's 
best  light 

>  **The  San-bamt**  wu  the  fknclAil  aaoM  glvea  ly  tks 
ancient  Irtoh  to  tae  Roy«l  Banner. 
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Oh,  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  tetura- 

ingf 
When  pasion  first  waked  a  new  life  through  hie 

frame, 

And  his  soul,  like  tlie  wood,  that  grows  precious  in 

burning, 

Gave  out  all  its  s^'eets  to  lore's  exquisita  flame.     | 


FILL  THE  BUMPER  FAIR. 


Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  8|>rinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Cure 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 
Wit's  electric  flame 

Ne'er  so  swiHly  paaws. 
As  when  through  the  frame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  gl 
Fill  the  bumper  fair! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle 


Sacres  can,  they  say. 

Grasp  the  lightning's  fiinions, 
And  bring  down  its  ray 

From  the  starr'd  dominions : — 
So  we,  Sages,  sit, 

And,  'nlid  bumpers  bright'ning, 
From  the  Heaven  of  Wit 

Draw  down  all  its  lightning. 

Wouldst  thou  know  what  fint 

Made  our  souls  inherit 
This  ennobling  thirst 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit? 
It  chsnced  upon  that  day, 

When,  as  bards  inform  us, 
Prometheus  stole  away 

The  living  fires  that  wann  us 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 
To  Glory*s  fount  aspiring. 

Took  nor  urn  nor  cup 

To  hide  the  pilfer'd  fire  in.-— 


I  In  thfit  rebellious  but  benatifal  mnir,  **When  Erin  tint 
KMT,**  there  Is,  if  I  recollect  right,  the  fullowlng  line:-— 

**Tlie  dark  rhnin  of  Silence  was  thrown  o'er  the  deep.** 

The  chain  of  Silence  wa«  a  tort  of  practical  flforeorrhet- 
eilc  among  the  ancient  Irish     Walker  tells  as  of  **  a  cele> 


But  oh  his  joy,  when,  roand 
The  halls  of  Heaven  spying, 

Among  the  stars  he  fotmd 
A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying ! 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl. 

Remains  of  last  night's  pleasnra, 
With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soul 

Mix'd  their  burning  treasure. 
Hence  the  goblet's  shower 

Hath  such  spells  to  win  os ; 
Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  within  ns. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair  I 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 


DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRl 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country !  in  darknea  1 
thee. 
The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  tht 
When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp,  I  ■ 
thee. 
And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  ireedi 
song! 
The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  | 
Have  wake]}'d  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  th 
But,  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh 
ness, 
Thut  ev'u  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  Irom  fSt 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Coimtry !  farewell  to  th; 
hers, 
This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  i 
twine ! 
Go,  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  tir 
hers, 
Till   touch'd  by  some  hand  less  trnwortli 
mine ; 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lovers 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  ak 

I  was  btit  as  tho  wind,  pawing  heedlessly  on 

And  all  tlie  wild  sweetneai  I  wakod  waa  tl 


bmted  contenlloo  for  precedence  between  Floa  ai 
near  Flnn*8  pnlace  at  Almbaim,  where  the  atteaAi 
anxious,  if  pnuiMe,  to  pniduee  n  cettatloo  of  hi 
shiNik  the  chain  of  Silence,  and  flonf  themtwlTee  m 
ranks.**  Bee  also  the  Ode  to  Gmmt,  tJU  Sm  ^  J 
Miss  Bruoke*s  Reliqwu  ^f  Irish  PmtUrf. 
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MY  GENTLE  HARP. 

»ntle  Harp,  once  more  I  waken 

9  sweetnees  of  thy  8lumb*ring  Btiain ; 

in  our  last  farewell  was  taken, 

J  now  in  tears  we  meet  again. 

^t  of  joy  hath  o*er  thee  broken, 

,  like  thoee  Harps  whose  heav'niy  skill 

Tery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken, 

9u  haug*st  upon  the  willows  stilL 

ret,  since  last  thy  chord  resounded, 
hour  of  peace  and  triumph  came, 
nany  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 
ii  hopes — that  now  are  tum'd  to  shame 
ren  then,  while  Peace  was  singing 
r  halcyon  song  o*er  land  and  sea, 
rh  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing, 
»  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 

,  who  can  ask  for  notes  of  pleasure, 
drooping  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine  7 
the  lark*s  gay  morning  measure 
ill  would  suit  the  swan*s  decluie  ! 
w  shall  1,  who  love,  who  bless  thee, 
oke  thy  breath  for  Freedom's  strains, 
I  er'n  the  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee, 
)  sadly  mix'd — half  flowers,  half  chauis  ? 

omc — if  yet  thy  frame  can  borrow 
e  breath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me, 
(how  the  world,  in  chains  and  sorrow, 
w  sweet  thy  music  still  can  He  ; 
gayly,  ev*n  mid  gloom  surrounding, 
ou  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill — 
IVlemnou's  broken  image  sounding, 
d  desolation  tuneful  still !' 


IN  THE  MORNING  OF  UFE. 

xnrning  of  life  Then  its  cares  are  unknown, 

ts  pleasures  in  aa  their  new  lustre  begin, 

ire  lire  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our 

»wn, 

the    light    that  surrounds  us  b  all  from 

within; 

lot,  believe  me,  in  that  happy  time 

;an  love,  as  in  hours  of  leas  transport  we 

nay;— 

lo  mafletr  resonant  nbl  Memnone  chords.— Jtfvrao/. 


Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  'tis  the  gay  minny 
prime. 
But  afiection  m  truest  when  these  fade  away 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 

like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return ; 
When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so 
high. 

First  tastes  of  the  other,  the  dark-flowing  urn ; 
Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew ; 
Love,  nursed  among  pleasures,  is  faithless  as  they. 

But  the  Love  bom  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

In  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the 
flowers. 
Their  sighs,  have  no  freshness,  their  odor  no 
worth ; 
'Tis  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Islo  of 
showers, 
That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  (ragrancy  forth 
So  it  is  not  mid  splendor,  prosperity,  mirth. 
That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  a| 
pears; 
To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  lurth, 
But  the  soul  of  itB  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by 
tears. 


I 


AS  SLOW  OUR  SHIP 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving. 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

To  that  dear  Isle  *twas  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love. 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  as  on  we  rove. 

To  those  we've  left  behind  u& 

When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanish'd  years 

We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming, — 
With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears. 

So  lamt,  so  sad  their  beaming ; 
While  mem'ry  brings  us  back  again 

Each  early  tie  that  twined  us. 
Oh,  sweet's  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  meet 
Some  isle,  or  vale  enchanting. 

Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  and  sweet. 
And  naught  but  love  is  wanting ; 
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We  tliink  how  great  liad  been  oar  bliv, 
If  Heay'n  had  but  aasignM  us 

To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  this, 
With  some  weVe  left  behind  us ! 

As  trav'IerB  oft  look  back  at  eve, 

When  eastward  darkly  going. 
To  gaze  upon  that  light  they  leave 

Still  faint  behind  them  glowing,— 
So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

To  gloom  hath  near  consigned  us, 
We  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 

Of  joy  that's  left  behind  us. 


WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

When  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast 
loved, 
Be  his  faults  and  his  follies  forgot  by  thee  then ; 
Or,  if  from  their  slumber  the  veil  be  removed, 

Wuep  o*er  them  in  siknce,  and  close  it  again. 
And  oh  !  if  'tis  pain  to  remember  how  far 

From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to 
roam, 
Be  it  bliss  to  remember  that  thou  wert  the  star 
I'hat   arose  on   his  darkness,   and  guided  him 
home. 

From  thee  and  thy  mnocent  beauty  first  came 
The   revealings,  that  taught  him  true  love  to 
adore. 
To  feel   the  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with 
shame 
From  the  idols  he  blindly  had  kn  ^It  to  before. 
0*er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild, 
Thou  cam'st,  like   a  soft  golden  calm  o'er  the 
sea ; 
And  if  happiness  purely  and  glowingly  smiled 
On  his  ev'niug  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

And  though,  sometimes,  the  shades  of  past  foUy 
might  rise, 
And  though  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to 
stray, 
He  but  turu'd  to  the  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes. 
And  the  folly,  the  falsehood,  soon  vanish'd  away. 
As  the  Priests  of  tlie  Sun,  when  their  altar  grow 
dim, 
At  the  day-beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair. 
So.  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  languid  in  him, 
lie  but  flew  to  that  smile,  and  rekindled  it  there. 


REMEMBER  THEE. 

Remembee  thee?  yes,  while  there's  file  n  tUi 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  ns  thou  ail 
More  dear  in    thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom«  tt 

showers. 
Than  the  rest  of  the  worid  in  thetf  sonoiest  I 

Wert  thou  all  that  I  wish  thee,  great,  gkxidf 

free. 
First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the 
I  might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier 
But  oh  !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  tbaa 

No,  thy  chains  as  they  nujA>,  thy  Uood  9M I 
But  make  thee  more  painfully  dear  tw  thy  m 
Whose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  dem 

nest. 
Drink  love  hi  each  life-drop  that  ilowi  fti 

breast 


WREATH  THE  BOWL. 

Wreath  the  bowl 

With  flowers  of  soul. 
The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Tovtr'rds  heaven  to-night. 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  u& 

Should  Love  amid 

The  wreaths  be  hid. 
That  Joy,  th'  enchanter,  brings  nsi 

No  danger  fear. 

While  wine  is  near. 
We'll  drown  him  if  he  stings  us 

Then,  wreath  the  bowl 

With  flowers  of  soul. 
The  brightei>t  Wit  can  find  us ; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  heaven  to-night. 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  ua 

'Twas  nectar  fed 

Of  old,  'tis  said. 
Their  Junes,  Joves,  Apollos ; 

And  man  may  brow 

His  nectar  too, 
The  rich  receipt's  as  follows 

Take  wine  like  this, 

Let  looks  of  bliss 
Around  K  well  be  blended. 
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Then  bring  Wit*s  beam 
To  warm  the  stream, 

And  there*ii  year  nectar,  splendkl ! 
So  wreath  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul, 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  os ; 
We*U  take  a  flight 
Tow*rdi  heaven  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 

Say,  why  did  Time, 

His  glass  sublime. 
Fill  up  with  sands  unaghtly. 

When  wiae,  he  knew. 

Runs  brisker  through 
And  sparkles  far  more  brightly  7 

Oh,  lend  it  us, 

And,  smiUug  thus, 
The  glass  in  two  we'll  sever, 

Make  pleasure  glide 

In  double  tide. 
And  fill  both  ends  forever ! 

Then  wreath  the  bowl 

With'  flowers  of  soul, 
The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us ; 

We*D  take  a  flight 

Tow*rdi  heaven  to-night. 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 


:XE'ER  I  SEE  THOSE  SMILING  EYES. 

iKNE*BR  I  8e«  those  smiling  eyes. 
So  full  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  light, 
if  no  cloud  could  ever  rise, 
To  dim  a  heav'n  so  purely  bright^- 
gh  to  think  how  soon  that  brow 
a  grief  may  lose  its  every  ray, 
1  that  light  heart,  so  joyous  now, 
Llmost  forget  it  once  was  gay. 

time  win  come  with  all  its  blights, 
!*he  ruin'd  hope,  the  friend  unkind, 
1  love,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 
i  chiird  or  burning  heart  behind  :-— 
ite  youth,  that  now  like  snow  appears, 
Ire  sullied  by  the  darkening  rain, 
en  once  'tis  touch'd  by  sorrow's  tears 
•an  never  shine  so  bright  again. 


IF  THOITLT  BE  MINE. 

If  thoult  be  mine,  the  treasures  of  air. 
Of  earth,  and  sea,  shall  lie  at  thy  feet ; 

Whatever  in  Fancy's  eye  looks  fair, 
Or  in  Hope's  sweet  music  sounds  mowi  sweet. 
Shall  be  ours — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love ! 

Bright  flowers  shall  bloom  wherever  we  rove, 
A  voice  divine  shall  talk  in  each  stream ; 

The  stars  shall  look  like  worids  of  love. 
And  this  earth  be  all  one  beautiful  dream 
In  our  eyes — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  k>ve ! 

And  thoughts,  whose  source  is  hidden  and  high. 
Like  streams,  that  come  from  heaven-ward  hills, 

Shall  keep  our  hearts,  like  meads,  that  lie 
To  be  bathed  by  those  eternal  rills. 
Ever  green,  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love ! 

All  this  and  more  the  Spirit  of  Love 
Can  breathe  o'er  them,  who  feel  his  spells ; 

That  heaven,  which  forms  his  home  above. 
He  can  make  on  earth,  wherever  he  dwells, 
As  thou'lt  own^— if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  kive ! 


TO  LADIES'  EYEa 

To  Ladies'  eyes  around,  boy, 

We  cau't  refuse,  we  cau't  refuse. 
Though  bright  eyes  so  abound,  boy, 

'TIS  hard  to  choose,  'tis  hard  to  choose. 
For  thick  as  stars  that  lighten 

Yon  airy  bow'rs,  yon  airy  bow'rs, 
The  countless  eyes  that  brighten 

This  earth  of  ours,  this  earth  oi  ours. 
But  fill  the  cup^where'er,  boy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall. 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all !  so  drink  them  all ! 

Some  looks  there  are  so  holy. 

They  seem  but  giv'n,  they  seem  but  pv'n. 
As  shining  beacons,  solely, 

To  light  to  heav'n,  to  light  to  heav'n. 
While  some— oh  ,'  ne'er  believe  them— 

With  tempting  ray,  with  tempting  -ay, 
Would  lead  us  (God  forgive  them  !) 

The  other  way,  the  other  way 
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But  fill  the  cup— where'er,  boy, 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall, 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 

So  drink  tliem  all !  so  drink  them  all ! 

In  some,  as  in  a  mirror, 

Love  seems  portray'd.  Love  seems  portray'd. 
But  shun  the  flatt'ring  error, 

*Tis  but  his  shade,  'tis  but  his  shade. 
Himself  has  fix'd  his  dwelling 

In  eyes  we  know,  in  eyes  we  know. 
And  lips — but  this  is  tellings 

So  here  they  go !  to  here  they  go ! 
Fill  up,  fill  up— where'er,  boy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall, 
We*re  sure  to  fiod  Love  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all  I  to  drink  them  aQ ! 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they  periflh'd, 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave, 
All  gone — and  the  bright  hope  we  cherish'd 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  tlieir  grave ! 

Oh !  could  we  from  death  but  recover 
Those  hearts  as  they  bounded  before, 

In  the  face  of  high  heav'n  to  fight  over 
That  combat  for  freedom  once  more  ; — 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riven 
Which  Tyranny  flung  round  us  then. 

No,  'tis  not  in  Man,  nor  in  Heaven, 
To  let  Tyranny  bind  it  again ! 

But  'tis  past — and,  tho'  blazon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be, 
Accursed  is  the  march  of  that  glory 

Which  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  free 

Far  dearer  the  grrave  or  the  prison. 

Illumed  by  one  patriot  name, 
Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  have  risen 

On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 


>  Tons  les  hRbitans  do  Mercure  sent  rlfs^—Pluraliti  dtt 
M»ndes. 
*  La  lenre  poarra  Atre  pour  VAnus  T^toUe  da  berger  et  la 


THEY  MAY  RAIL  AT  THIS  Uf  E. 

TuEY  may  rail  at  this  life-— from  the  boor  I  bepi 

it, 
I  found  it  a  life  fill]  of  kindness  and  Uisi ; 
And,  until  they  can  show  me  some  ha|^uer  plantt, 
More  social  and  bright,  I'll  content  me  with  thi& 
As  long  ajB  the  worid  has  sach  lips  and  siieh  eyai, 

As  before  me  this  moment  enraptured  I  leet 
They  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  orta  in  ths 
skies. 
But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yoo,  Vnwt,  and  ma 

In  Mercury's  star,  where  each  moment  can  hnag 
them 

New  sunshine  and  wit  from  the  foonlain  on  high, 
Though  the  nymphs  may  have  livelier  poets  to  anf 
them,' 

They've  none,  even  tliere,  more  enamored  than  L 
And,  as  long  as  this  harp  can  be  wakea'd  to  love. 

And  that  eye  its  divine  inspiration  shall  be. 
They  may  talk  as  they  wiU  of  their  Eldens  abore. 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yon,  kve,  and  me. 

In  that  star  of  the  west,  by  whose  shadowy  tplendor. 
At  twilight  80  often  we've  roam'd  throogh  the 
dew. 
There  are  maidens,  perhaps,  who  have  bosomi  u 
tender. 
And  look,  in  their  twilights,  as  lovely  as  yoo.* 
But  tho'  they  were  even  more  bright  than  the  quMD 

Of  that  isle  they  inhabit  in  heaven*s  blue  sea, 
As  I  never  those  fair  young  celestials  have  seen, 
Why — this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yon,  knre,  and 
me. 

As  for  those  chilly  orbs  on  the  verge  of  creation. 

Where  sunshine  and  smiles  must  be  equally  rare, 

Did  they  want  a  supply  of  cold  hearts  for  that 

station, 

Heav'n  knows  we  have  plenty  on  earth  we  coidd 

spare. 

Oh  !  thmk  what  a  worid  we  riiould  have  of  it  heie, 

If  the  haters  of  peace,  of  afiection,  and  glee, 
Were  to  fly  up  to  Saturn's  comfortless  sphere. 
And  leave  earth  to  such  ^>iritB  aa  yoa,  lore,  and 
me. 


inAra  des  amonrs,  eooune  VAans  )*ett  poor  bods^  JRivaMi 
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FOR  THE  SWORDS  OF  FORMER 
TIME ! 

r  the  swords  of  former  tiQie ! 
for  the  men  who  bore  them, 

arm'd  for  Right,  they  stood  sublime, 
1  tyrants  crouch*d  before  them : 

free  yet,  ere  courts  began 
h  hon<M9  to  enslave  him, 
est  honors  worn  by  Man 
re  those  which  Virtue  gave  hun 
'  the  swords,  &c.,  dtc 

-  the  Kings  who  flounsh'd  then ! 
for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 

hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men 
pe  all  the  ramparts  round  them. 
,  safe  built  on  bosoms  true, 

throne  was  but  the  centre, 

which  Love  a  circle  drew, 
t  Treason  durst  not  enter. 

the  Kings  who  flourish'd  then ! 
for  the  pomp  that  crownM  them, 
hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men 
"e  all  the  ramparts  round  them ! 


'.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADY 

ST.  SENANUa' 

I !  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 
iholy  bark,  ere  morning  smile ; 
r  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be, 
A  female  form  I  see ; 
td  I  have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 
all  ne'er  by  woman*s  feet  be  trod." 

TUB  LADT. 

1 !  Father,  send  not  hence  my  bark, 
trough  wintry  winds  and  billows  dark  • 
omo  witli  humble  heart  to  share 
Fhy  mom  and  evening  prayer ; 
r  mine  the  feet,  oh  !  holy  Saint, 
e  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint'* 

irical  life  of  Sl  Senanus,  which  is  taken  Hrom  an 
iy  MS.,  and  may  be  fuund  nniong  the  ^eta  Sane 
ntim,  we  are  told  of  bis  flight  to  the  Island  of  Scat- 
U  resoiation  not  to  admit  any  woman  of  the  par- 
it  be  refused  to  receive  even  a  sister  saint,  St. 
;  hom  an  anfel  had  taken  to  the  island  for  the  ex- 
i«e  of  ioiro(facing  her  to  htm.  The  following  was 
oas  answer  of  Benancs,  according  to  his  poetical 
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The  Lady's  prayer  Senanns  spnm'd ; 
The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  retnm'd ; 
But  legends  hmt,  that  had  the  maid 

TUl  morning's  light  delay'd ; 
And  giv'n  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 
She  ne^er  had  left  his  lonely  isle. 


NE'ER  ASK  THE  HOUR. 

Ne'er  ask  the  hour — what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  deals  out  his  treasures  7 
The  golden  moments  lent  tis  thus. 

Are  not  his  coin,  but  Pleasure's. 
If  coimting  them  o'er  could  add  to  their 

I'd  number  each  glorious  second : 
But  moments  of  joy  are,  like  Lesbia's  kisses, 

Too  quick  and  sweet  to  be  reckon'd. 
Then  fill  the  cup— what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  his  circle  measures? 
The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasiue's. 

Young  Joy  ne'er  thought  of  cotmting  hotus, 

Till  Care,  one  smnmer's  morning. 
Set  up,  among  his  smiling  flowers, 

A  dial,  by  way  of  warning. 
But  Joy  loved  better  to  gaze  on  the  sun. 

As  long  as  its  light  was  glowing. 
Than  to  watch  with  old  Care  how  the  shadow  stole 
on. 

And  how  fast  that  light  was  going. 
So  fill  the  cup— what  b  it  to  us 

How  Time  his  circle  measures? 
The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasure's. 


SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thou  fearless  bark — 
Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind. 

It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark. 
More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 

Cui  Prmsvl,  fnidfmminia 
Cemmunt  est  eum  monaeAis  t 
AVc  U  nte  mtiam  niiam 
JSdmittemua  in  intnlawu 
See  the  ^eta  Sanet.  Hih.^  page  6It. 
Acconllng  to  Dr.  Ledwlcb,  8l  Senanus  was  no  less  a  per> 
sonage  than  the  river  Shannon ;  hot  0*Cnnn«»r  and  elkST 
antiquarians  deny  the  metatuorphoae  Indignantly. 
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Each  wave  that  paaMt  eeenM  to  ny, 

"  Though  death  beneath  our  smile  may  be, 
'*  hnm  cold  we  are,  lees  false  than  th^y. 

Whose  smiUng  wreck'd  thy  hofies  and  thee." 


II 


Sail  on,  sail  on, — ^through  endless  space- 
Through  calm — ^through  tempest — stop  no  more 

The  stormiest  sea's  a  resting-place 

To  him  who  leaves  such  hearts  on  shore. 

Or — if  some  desert  land  we  meet. 
Where  never  yet  false-hearted  men 

Profaned  a  world,  that  else  were  sweet, — 
Then  rest  thee,  bark,  but  not  till  then. 


THE  PARALLEL. 

Yes,  sad  one  of  Sion,'  if  closely  resembling. 

In  shame  and  in  sorrow,  thy  wither'd-up  heart — 

If  drinking  deep,  deep,  of  the  same  "  cup  of  trem- 
bling," 
Could  make  us  thy  children,  our  parent  thou  art 

Like  thee  doth  our  nation  lie  conquered  and  broken. 
And  falPn  from  her  head  is  the  once  royal  crown  ; 

In  her  streets,  in  her  halls.  Desolation  hath  spoken. 
And  **  while  it  is  day  yet,  her  sun  hath  gone 
down."* 

Like  thine  doth  her  exile,  *mid  dreams  of  returning, 
Die  far  from  the  home  it  were  life  to  behold ; 

Like  thine  do  her  sons,  in  the  day  of  their  mourning ; 
Remember  the  bright  things  thatbless'd  them  of  old. 

Ah,  well  may  we  call  her,  like  thee, "  the  Forsaken,"* 
Her   boident   are   vanquished,   her    proudest   are 
slaves ; 
And  the  harps  of  her  minstrels,  when  gayest  they 
waken. 
Have  tones  *mid  theur  mirth  like  the  wind  over 
graves! 

Yet  hadst  thou  thy  vengeance — yet  came  there  the 
morrow, 
That  shines  out,  at  last,  on  the  longest  dark  night. 
When  the  scoptro,  that  smote  thee  with  slavery  and 
sorrow. 
Was  sliiver'd  at  once,  like  a  rood,  in  thy  sight 

I  The"r  \vr^i'%  were  written  nftor  the  perusnl  of  a  trentlse 
by  Mr.  Huiitlinn,  profouing  to  prove  that  the  Irish  wore 
Off1g(nHll\  Jcwif. 

*  "  llor  nun  In  gone  down  while  It  was  yet  day.**— J«r. 
Vf  9. 

>  "Tlitm  shult  no  moro  be  termod  Forsaken.**— /m^oA, 
UU  4 


When  that  cup,  which  for  othen  the  pn 

City* 
Had  brimm*d  full  of  bittem«s%  dreiidi' 

lips ; 
And  the  world  she  ]iad  trampled  on  hMU 

The  howl  in  her  halls,  and  the  cry  from 

When  the  curse  Heaven  keeps  Ibr  A 
came  over 

Her  merchants  rapacions,  her  mien  v 
And,  a  ruin,  at  last,  for  the  eaithworm  li 

The  Lady  of  Kliigdomi^  lay  low  ii|  tht 


DRINK  OF  Tins  CUP, 

Drink  of  this  cup ;  youll  find  there's  a  ^ 
Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  iUs  of  moitiB 

Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  H«h 
Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  leaBl; 

Would  you  foiget  the  dark  world  we  m 
Just  taste  of  the  bubble  that  gleams  ea 

it; 

But  would  you  rise  above  earth,  till  akin 
To  Immortals  themselves,  yon  must  I 
drop  of  it ; 

Send  round  the  cup— for  oh,  there's  a  spi 
Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  moftaH 

Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Hek 
Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  bnt  this  is  leaBl; 

Never  was  philter  fonn'd  witli  SDch  powt 

To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  M. 
Its  magic  began  when,  in  AuUmm's  riek 

A  harvest  of  gold  in  the  fields  it  stood  I 
There  having,  by  Nature's  enchantmeoli 

With  the  bahn  and  the  bloom  of  hi 
weather. 
This  wonderful  juice  from  its  core  was  A 

To  enliven  such  hearts  as  are  hen  I 
gether. 
Then  drink  of  the  cap— yoall  find  thsnll 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  moitdi 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  Ibr  fUk 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  leaBl; 

«  **How  hath  the  oppranor  ceasedl  IM 
ceased  !**— /mmA,  slv.  4. 

*  **Thy  pnnip  U  broogbt  dowa  to  the fma 
the  wonns  cover  thee.**— /misA,  siv.  IL 

«  **  TboathiUtooBMnbs  called  tbsLsdf  if 
— /MuA,zlvii.Sw 
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Aad  though,  periiaps— but  oreaihe  it  to  no  ono-^ 

like  liqiior  the  witch  brew  ant  midnight  w  awful, 
"niii  phikc<r  in  secret  was  fusi  taught  to  flow  on. 

Yet  *ti8  n*t  less  potent  for  being  unlawful 
Aid,  ev*n  though  it  taste  of  the  imoke  of  that  flame, 

Wliieh  in  aiksnce  extracted  its  virtue  forbidden — 
FBI  up-— there*s  a  fire  in  some  hearts  I  could  name. 

Which  may  work  too  its  charm,  though  as  law- 
less and  hidden. 
So  drink  of  the  cup— for  oh  there's  a  spell  ui 

Its  every  drop  *gaiiist  the  ills  of  mortality ; 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  ! 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 


THE  FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Down  in  the  valley  come  meet  me  to-night. 
And  rU  tell  you  your  fortune  truly 

As  ever  was  told,  by  the  new-raoon*s  light, 
To  a  young  maiden,  shinuig  as  newly. 

Rot,  lor  the  world,  let  no  one  be  nigh, 
Lest  haply  the  stars  should  deceive  me ; 

Soch  aecrelB  between  you  and  me  and  the  sky 
Should  never  go  farther,  believe  me. 

If  at  that  hour  the  heav'ns  be  not  dim, 
M>  vience  shall  call  up  before  you 

A  male  apparition, — the  image  of  him 
Whose  destiny  *tis  to  adore  you. 

And  if  to  that  phantom  you'll  be  kmd, 

So  (bo^Iy  around  you  he'll  hover. 
You'll  hardly,  my  dear,  any  difl*erence  find 

Twixt  him  and  a  true  living  lover. 

Down  at  your  feet,  in  the  pale  moonlight. 
Hell  kneel,  with  a  warmth  of  devotion — 

An  ardor,  of  which  such  an  innocent  sprite 
Yoo*d  scarcely  believe  had  a  notion. 

What  other  thoughts  and  events  may  arise. 
As  in  de8tiny*8  book  Tve  not  seen  them. 

If  oat  only  be  led  to  the  stan  and  your  eyes 
To  settle,  ere  morning,  between  them. 

>  Tmnl  Zealaad  mentioos  that  there  is  a  mountain  In  some 
of  l/elAod,  where  the  ghosts  of  persons  who  have  died 
lands  walk  aboat  and  converse  with  those  they 
Bke  11  viaf  people.    If  asked  why  they  do  not  return  to 
they  say  they  aie  obliged  to  go  to  Mount  Hecla, 
r  Immediately. 
ST^  pNrtiealars  of  the  tradition  respecting  0*I>onohue 
Ms  IVbite  Horse,  may  be  found  in  Mr.  Weld*s  Account 
.  or  mnre  (blly  de  ailed  In  Derrick*s  Letters.  For 
years  ader  his  death,  the  spirit  of  this  hero  is  sop- 
to  Iwve  Usen  seen  on  the  mominf  of  May-day,  gliding 


OH,  YE  DEAD ! 

Ob,  ye  Dead !  oh,  ye  Dead  I^  whom  we  know  by 

the  light  you  giro 
From  your  cold  gleaming  eyes,  though  you  mov« 
like  men  who  live. 
Why  leave  you  thus  your  graves 
In  far-off  fields  and  waves. 
Where  the  worm  and  the  sea-bird  only  know  your 
bed, 
To  hatmt  this  spot  where  all 
Those  eyes  that  wept  your  fall. 
And  the  hearts  that  waU'd  you,  like  your  own,  lie 
dead? 

It  is  true,  it  is  true,  we  are  shadows  cold  a:  d  ran; 
And  the  fair  and  the  brave  whom  we  loved  or  earth 
are  gone ; 

But  still  thus  ev'n  in  death, 
So  sweet  the  living  breath 
Of  the  fields  and  the  flow'ra  in  our  youth  wo  wan- 
der'd  o'er. 

That  ere,  condemn'd,  we  go 
To  freeze  *mid  Hecla*s  snow, 
We  would  taste  it  awhile,  and  think  we  live  once 
more! 


O'DONOHUE'S  MISTRESS. 

Of  all  the  fair  months,  that  round  the  sun 
In  light-link'd  dance  their  circles  run. 

Sweet  May,  shine  thou  for  me ; 
For  still,  when  thy  eariiest  beams  arlbe, 
Tliat  youth,  who  beneath  the  blue  lake  lies, 

Sweet  May,  retiuns  to  me. 

Of  all  the  bright  haunts,  where  daylight  leaves 
Its  lingering  smile  on  golden  eves. 

Fair  Lake,  thou'rt  dearest  to  me  ; 
For  when  the  last  April  sun  grows  dim. 
Thy  Naiads  prepare  his  steed*  for  him 

Who  dwells,  bright  Lake,  in  thee. 

over  the  lake  on  his  favorite  white  horse,  to  the  sound  of 
sweet  uneitrlhty  mu«ic,  and  preceded  by  groups  of  ytiuths 
and  maidens,  who  flung  wreaths  of  delicate  spring  flowers 
in  his  path. 

Among  other  stories,  connected  with  this  Legend  of  the 
Lakes,  it  is  said  that  there  was  a  young  and  t>eauUfVil  girl 
whose  imai^nation  was  so  Impressed  with  the  idea  of  this 
visionary  chieftain,  that  she  fancied  herself  in  love  with 
him,  and  at  last,  in  a  fit  of  insanit)*,  on  a  May-morning  threw 
herself  into  the  lake 
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Of  all  the  proud  steeds,  that  ever  bore 
Young  plumed  Chieis  on  sea  <r  shore, 

White  Steed,  most  joy  to  thee ; 
Who  still,  with  the  first  young  glance  of  spring. 
From  under  that  glorious  lake  dost  bring 

My  love,  my  chief,  to  me. 

While,  white  ajs  the  sail  some  bark  unfurls. 
When  newly  launch*d,  thy  long  mane'  curls, 

Fau*  Steed,  as  white  and  free ; 
And  spirits,  from  all  the  lake's  deep  bowers. 
Glide  o*er  the  blue  wave  scattering  flowers. 

Around  my  love  and  thee. 

Of  all  the  sweet  deaths  that  maidens  die, 
Whose  lovers  beneath  the  cold  wave  lie. 

Most  sweet  that  death  will  be, 
Which,  under  the  next  May  evening*s  light* 
When  thou  and  thy  steed  are  lost  to  sight. 

Dear  love,  I'll  die  for  thee. 


ECHO. 


IIow  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 

To  music  at  night, 
When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakes, 
And  far  away,  o'er  lawns  and  lakes. 

Goes  answering  light 

Yet  Love  hath  echoes  truer  far. 

And  far  more  sweet, 
Than  e'er  beneath  the  moonlight's  star. 
Of  horn,  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar. 

The  songs  repeat 

Tis  when  the  sigh,  in  youth  sincere. 

And  only  then, — 
The  sigh  that's  breathed  for  one  to  hear, 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  dear, 

Breathed  back  again ! 


OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

Ou  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers. 
Where  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me : 

For  mine's  a  garden  of  faded  flowers. 
More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 

2  The  boatmen  at  KUIamey  call  those  waves  which  come 
OB  a  windy  day,  crested  with  foam,  **  0*J)onoh -'je's  white 
hofies.** 


And  there  we  shall  have  car  feasts  of  teui^ 
And  many  a  cup  in  silence  poor : 

Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  jttom, 
Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  ^xim  no  more. 

There,  while  the  myrtle's  withering  bougfas 

Tlieir  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed, 
Well  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows. 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dead 
Or,  while  some  blighted  laurel  waves 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  tpci^ 
We'll  drink  to  those  neglected  graves. 

Where  valor  sleeps,  unnamed,  foigot 


THEE,  THEE,  ONLY  THEE. 

The  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  nikiii| 
The  night's  long  houn  still  find  me  thmtrng 

Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
When  friends  are  met,  and  goblets  crown'dt 
And  smiles  are  near,  that  once  enchantad, 
Unreach'd  by  all  that  sunshine  round. 
My  soul,  like  some  dark  spot,  is  hamiled 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

^Vllatever  in  fame's  high  path  could  wakm 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  forsaken 

For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlong  baik 

To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never. 
Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bright  or  dark, 
I  know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

I  have  not  a  joy  but  of  thy  bringing, 

And  pain  itself  seems  sweet  when  springing 

From  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  spells,  that  naught  on  earth  can  bnski 
Till  lips,  that  know  the  charm,  have  i|nki 
This  heart,  howe'er  the  world  may  wake 
Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  but  be  broken 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 


L 


I 


SHALL  THE  HARP,  THEN,  BE  SILBl 

Shall  the  Harp,  then,  be  silent,  when  he  who 
gave 
To  our  country  a  aame,  is  withdrawn  flmi 
eyes? 
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ifiiistrel  of  Erin  stand  mate  by  the  grave, 
)  the  first — where  the  last  of  her  Patriots 
»7 

^  tho*  the  death-eong  may  fall  from  his  lips, 
lis  Harp,  like  his  soul,  may  with  shadows 
9  crWd, 

shall  it  sound,  *mid  a  nation's  eclipse, 
proelaim   to  the  world  what  a  star  hath 
sen  lost  ;* — 

onion  of  all  the  aflTections  and  powers 
Itch  life  b  exalted,  embelltshM,  refined, 
traced  in  that  spirit — whose  centre  was  ours, 
its  mighty  circumference  circled  mankmd. 

that  loves  Erin,  or  who  that  can  see, 
gh  the  waste  of  her  annals,  that  epoch 
iblime— 

yramid  raised  in  the  desert — where  he 
is  glory  stand  out  to  the  eyes  of  all  time ; 

t  Incid  interval,  snatch'd  from  the  gloom 
ae  madness  of  ages,  when  fill'd  with  his  soul, 
1  o*erleap*d  the  dark  bounds  of  her  doom, 
JT  one  sacred  instant,  touch'd  Liberty's  goal? 

lat  ever  hatn  heard  him — hath  drunk  at 

ie  aoarce 

It  wonderful  eloquence,  all  Erin's  own, 

e  high-tboughted  daring,  the  fire,  and  the 

tree, 

lie  yet   untamed  spring  of  her  spirit  are 

lOWU? 

lenoe  rich,  wheresoever  its  wave 
er'd   free   and  triumphant,   with  thouglits 
lat  shone  through, 

as  the  brook's  **  ston^  of  lustre,**  and  gave, 
the  flash  of  the  gem,  its  solidity  toa 

lat  ever  approach*d  him,  when  free  from 
leeiowd, 

lome  full  of  love,  he  delighted  to  tread 
he  trees  which   a  nation  had  given,  and 
rhieh  bow'd, 

each  brought  a  new  civic  crown  for  his 
ead — 

one,  who  hath  thus,  through  his  orbit  of  life 
t  distance  observed  liim — through  glory, 
irougfa  Uame, 


i  lines  were  written  on  (he  death  of  our  great  pa- 
taa.  In  the  year  1890.  It  U  only  the  two  ftrst 
I  afe  either  intended  or  fitted  to  be  snnf. 


In  the  calm  of  retreat,  in  the  grntndeur  of  strife. 
Whether  shining  or  clouded,  still  high  and  tlie 
same, — 

Oh  no,  not  a  heart,  that  e*er  knew  him,  but  mourns 
•  Deep,  deep  o*er  the  grave,  where  such  glory  is 
shrined— 
O'er  a  monmnent  Fame  will  preserve,  'mong  the 
urns 
Of  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  the  best  of  mankind ! 


OH,  "niE  SIGHT  ENTRANCING. 

Oh,  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  plancing 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing ! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  (Mating, 
And  the  tnmipet's  voice  repeating 

That  song,  whose  breath 

May  lead  to  death. 
But  never  to  retreating. 
Oh  the  sight  entrancing. 
When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing 

Yet,  'tis  not  helm  or  feather — 
For  ask  yon  despot,  whether 

His  plumed  bands 

Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together. 
Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em-* 
Give  man  but  heart  and  freedom. 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves 
Tliat  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 
The  sword  may  pierce  the  beaver. 
Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever, 

'Tis  mind  alone, 

Worth  steel  and  stone. 
That  keeps  men  free  forever. 
Oh  that  sight  entrancing, 
When  the  morning's  beam  is  glancing. 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  in  Freedom's  cause  advancing ! 
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SWEET  INNISF  ALLEN. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  fare  thee  well, 
May  calm  and  tiiiishine  long  be  thine 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell, — 
To  feel  how  fair  shall  long  be  mine. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  long  shall  dwell 
In  memory's  dream  that  sunny  smile, 

Which  o'er  thee  on  that  evening  fell, 
When  first  I  saw  thy  fairy  isle. 

'Twas  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one, 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care— 

Through  crowded  haunts  again  to  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there ; 

No  more  unto  thy  shores  to  come. 
But,  on  the  world's  rude  ocean  toss'd, 

Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a  home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost. 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping  hours 
To  part  from  thee,  as  I  do  now. 

When  mist  is  o'er  thy  blooming  bowers. 
Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 

For,  though  uniivaU'd  still  thy  grace. 

Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest, 
But  thus  in  shadow,  seem'st  a  place 

Where  erring  man  might  hope  to  rest- 
Might  hope  to  rest,  and  find  in  thee 

A  gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 
He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree, 

Like  thine,  hung  weeping  o'er  his  way 

Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle ! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears — 
For  though  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 

'Tis  heav'n's  own  glance  when  it  appears. 

Like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few, 
But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divine— 

The  brightest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifelees  to  one  gleam  of  thine ! 


'TWAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS.' 

TwAs  one  of  those   dreams,  that  by  music  are 

brought. 
Like  a  bright  summer  haze,  o'er  the  poet  s  warm 

thought — 

1  Written  daring  a  visit  to  Lord  Kenmare)  at  Killarney. 


When,  lost  m  the  future,  his  soul  wanden  < 
And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  pa 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o*er  the  water  wa 
He  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  dark  bondage  i 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  th 
From  Dints'  green  isle,  to  Glenn's  wooded  i 

He  lislen'd — ^while,  high  o*er  the  eagle's  n 
The  lingering  sounds  on  their  way  loved  tfl 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  ] 

quire, 
As  if  loath  to  let  song  so  enchanting  expira 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  sweet  note,  that  died  1 
Was  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  qp 
Some  heav'n  in  those  hills,  where  the  m 

strain 
That  had  ceased  upon  earth  was  awakinf 

Oh  forgive,    if,  while    list'ning  to  mak 

breath 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  name  with  a  chait 

death. 
He  should  feel  a  proud  Spirit  withm  him  p 
"  Even  80  shalt  thou  live  m  the  echoes  of  ] 

"  Even  so,  tho*  thy  mem'ry  diould  now  dk 
"  'Twill  be  caught  up  again  in  some  happii 
'<  And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of  E^n  pi« 
<*  Through  the  answering  Future,  thy  ■ 
tliy  song." 


FAIREST !   PUT  ON  AWHUJ 

Fairest  !  put  on  awhile 

These  pinions  of  light  I  bring  thes^ 
And  o'er  thy  own  Green  Isle 

In  fancy  let  me  wing  thee. 
Never  did  Ariel's  plume, 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom, 

As  I  shall  waft  thee  over. 

Fields,  where  tho  Spring  delays. 

And  feariessly  moots  the  ardor 
Of  the  warm  Summer's  gaze, 

With  only  her  tears  to  guard  her. 
Bocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  majestic  frowning ; 
Like  some  bold  warrior's  brows 

That  Love  hath  just  been  crowmng 
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Uets,  80  freshly  ft^$ 

That  neyer  hath  bird  come  nigh  them, 
But  (rom  his  course  through  air 

He  hath  been  won  down  by  them ;' — 
Types,  sweet  maid,  of  thee, 

Whose  look,  whose  blush  inviting. 
Never  did  Love  yet  see 

From  Heav'n,  without  alighting 

Lakes,  where  the  pearl  lies  hid,' 

And  caves,  where  the  gem  is  sleeping, 
Bright  as  the  tears  thy  lid 

Lets  fall  in  lonely  weeping. 
Glens,'  where  Ocean  comes. 

To  *scape  the  wild  wind's  rancor, 
And  Harbors,  worthiest  homes. 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchor. 

Then,  if,  while  scenes  so  grrand. 

So  beautiful,  shine  before  thee, 
Pride  for  thy  own  dear  land 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  thee, 
Oh,  let  grief  come  fiist, 

0*er  pride  itself  victorious- 
Thinking  how  man  hath  cursed 

What  Heaven  had  made  so  glorious ! 


QUICK !  WE  HAVE  BUT  A  SECOND 

Quick  !  we  have  but  a  second, 

Fdl  round  the  cup,  while  you  may ; 
For  Time,  Uie  churl,  hath  beckon'd. 

And  we  must  away,  away  ! 
Grasp  the  pleasure  that's  flying. 

For  oh,  not  Orpheus*  strain 
ConM  keep  sweet  hours  from  dying. 
Or  charm  them  to  life  again. 

Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second. 

Fill  round  the  cup,  while  you  may ; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hatli  beckon'd, 
And  we  must  away,  away ! 

See  the  glass,  how  it  flushes, 

Like  some  yonng  Hebe's  lip, 
And  half  meets  thine,  and  blushes 

That  thou  shouldst  delay  to  sip. 

>  In  deserlUof  the  Bketigs,  (islands  of  toe  Barony  of 
'(Ovth.)  Dr.  Keating  nys,  **  There  is  a  certain  attmctive  vir* 
se  in  the  toll  which  draws  down  all  the  birds  that  attempt 
0  fly  nrer  tl.  and  oblifen  them  to  light  np»n  the  niek.** 

s  "  Nennlost  a  British  writer  of  the  ninth  centory,  mea- 
loBt  Ibe  ahondaoce  of  pearls  In  Ireland.  TA«tr  princes,  he 
sy«,  bang  them  behind  their  ears ;  and  this  we  find  eon- 
kntd  by  a  praseat  made  A.  C.  lOM,  by  Gilbert,  Bbhop  of 


Shame,  oh  shame  unto  thee. 
If  ever  thou  seest  that  day. 
When  a  cup  or  lip  shall  woo  thee. 
And  turn  untoueh'd  away ! 

Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second, 

FUl  round,  fill  round,  while  you  may ; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd. 
And  we  must  away,  away ! 


AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  TIHS 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends. 

For  all  the  long  years  I've  been  wand'ring  away— 
To  see  thus  arouud  me  my  youth's  early  friends. 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  7 
Tliough  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  o'er  mine, 

The  snow-fall  of  time  may  be  stealing — what 
then? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine. 

We'll  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  agaia 

What  sollen'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart, 

In  gazing  on  those  we've  been  lost  to  so  long ! 
The  sorrows,  tlie  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part, 

Still  round  them,  like  vifions  of  yesterday,  throng, 
As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  traced. 

When  held  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  on  tlie  sight, 
So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seem'd  effiiced, 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to  light 

And  thus,  as  in  menlory's  bark  we  shall  glide. 

To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew. 
Thought  ofl  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide. 

The  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through  ; 
Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers. 

That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore. 
Deceived  for  a  moment,  we'll  think  them  still  ours, 

And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once 
more,* 

So  brief  our  existence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most. 
Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear ; 

And  ofl  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost. 

For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 

Limerick,  to  Anselm,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  of  a  eoD' 
slderuble  quantity  of  Irish  petals.**— O^UaUoran. 

*  Glengarifll 

*  Jours  charmans.  qnand  je  tonge  i  vns  heuretui  \t,f  iax»n, 
Je  pense  reuionter  le  fleuve  de  nies  ans ; 

Et  mnn  coeur,  eiiehanie  snr  sa  rive  fleurie, 
Respire  encore  i*air  par  da  matin  de  la  vie. 
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Ah,  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone. 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss, 

For  a  smile,  or  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  hast*ning  on, 
Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this.' 

But,  come,  tlie  more  rare  such  delights  to  the  heart, 
The  more  we   should  welcome  and  blees  them 
the  more ; 
They're  ours,  when  we  meet, — they  are  losf  when 
we  part. 
Like  birds  that  bring  summer,  and  fly  when  'tis 
o'er. 
Thus  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink, 
Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro*  pleasure,  thro'  pain. 
That,  fast  as  a  feeling  but  touches  one  link, 
Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  cham. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  SPRITE. 

In  yonder  valley  there  dwelt,  alone, 

A  youth,  whose  moments  had  calmly  flown, 

Till  spells  chme  o'er  him,  and,  day  and  night, 

He  was  haunted  and  watch'd  by  a  Mountain  Sprite. 

As  once,  by  moonlight,  he  wander'd  o'er 
The  golden  sands  of  that  island  shore, 
A  foot-print  sparkled  before  his  nghtr^ 
*Twa8  the  fairy  foot  of  the  Mountain  Sprite ! 

Beside  a  fountain^  one  sunny  day, 

As  bending  over  the  stream  he  lay. 

There  peep'd  down  o'er  him  two  eyes  of  light, 

And  he  saw  in  that  mirror  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

He  tum'd,  but,  lo,  like  a  startled  bird. 

That  spirit  fled ! — and  the  youth  but  heard 

Sweot  music,  such  as  marks  the  flight 

Of  some  bird  of  song,  froi:3  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

One  night,  still  haunted  by  that  bright  look. 

The  boy,  bewildered,  his  pencil  took. 

And,  guided  only  by  memory's  light. 

Drew  the  once -seen  form  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

"  Oh  thou,  who  lovest  the  shadow,"  cned 
A  voice,  low  whisp'ring  by  his  side, 

1  The  same  thought  has  been  happily  expressed  by  my 
friend  Mr.  Washington  Irving,  in  his  Bracebridgt  Hall,  vol. 
L  p.  213.— The  sincere  pleasure  which  I  feel  in  otlling  this 
gcntleninn  my  friend,  Is  much  enhanced  by  the  reflection  that 
he  is  too  good  an  American,  to  have  admitted  me  so  readily 
to  such  a  diittinctlon,  if  he  had  not  known  that  my  feelings 
towards  the  great  and  free  country  that  gave  him  birth,  have 
been  long  Kuch  iis  every  real  lover  of  the  liberty  and  happi- 
ness of  the  human  race  must  entertain. 

s  **  Thomas,  the  heir  of  the  Desmond  family,  had  accl- 


"  Now  turn  and  see," — ^here  the  yoath't  dd 
Seal'd  the  rosy  lips  of  the  Moimtaiu  Sprite 

«  Of  all  the  Spirits  of  land  and  sea," 
Then  rapt  he  murmur'd,  "  there*8  none  Ukie 
"  And  oil,  oh  oil,  may  thy  foot  thus  light 
"  In  this  lonely  bower,  sweet  Mountain  Spi 


AS  VANQUISITD  ERIN. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept  besido 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river, 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide. 

Had  drupp*d  his  loaded  quiver. 
"  Lie  hid,"  she  cried,  *<  ye  venom'd  darf^ 

"  Where  mortal  eye  may  shtm  you  ; 
"  lae  hid — the  stain  of  manly  hearts, 

"  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you." 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain^— 

As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  hor— 
Each  year  the  Fi<*nd  returns  again. 

And  dives  into  that  water ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

His  shafts  of  desolation. 
And  sends  them,  wing*d  with  worse  thin 

Through  all  her  maddening  uatimi. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

Ev'n  now,  beside  thai  river — 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns, 

And  stored  is  still  his  quiver. 
"  ^Vhen  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Gooi 

She  weeping  asks  forever ; 
But  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood. 

The  Demon  answer,  "  Never  I" 


DESMOND'S  SONG.' 

Br  the  Feal's  wave  benighted. 
No  star  in  the  skies, 

dentally  been  so  engaged  In  the  chase,  tMt  he 
near  Traiee,  and  obliged  to  tsike  shelter  at  ihi 
Feal,  In  the  home  of  one  of  his  dependents,  • 
Cormac.  Catherine,  a  beanttfVil  daughter  of  U 
stantly  inspired  the  Earl  with  a  violent  passtoa^ 
could  not  subdue.  He  married  her,  and  by  tills  I 
Uance  alienated  his  followers,  whose  bratal  pfM 
this  lndi>l|fence  of  his  love  as  an  unpardoaable  4 
of  his  fnmWjr—JMmmi,  voL  IL 
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To  thy  door  by  Love  lighted, 
I  fint  law  those  eyes. 

Some  Toice  whispei^d  o*er  me. 
As  the  threshold  I  crosa'd, 

There  was  ruin  before  me, 
If  I  loved,  I  was  lost 

Love  came,  and  brought  sorrow 

Too  soon  in  his  train  ; 
Yet  BO  sweet,  that  to-morrow 

Twere  welcome  again. 
Though  misery's  full  measure 

My  portion  should  be, 
1  would  drain  it  with  pleasure, 

h  pour'd  out  by  thee 

You,  who  call  it  dishonor 

To  bow  to  this  flame. 
If  youVe  eyes,  look  but  on  her, 

And  blush  while  you  blame. 
Hath  the  pearl  leas  whiteness 

Because  of  its  birth  7 
Hath  the  violet  less  brightness 

For  growing  near  earth  7 

No — Man  for  his  glory 

To  ancestry  flies ; 
But  Woman's  bright  story 

Is  told  in  her  eyes. 
While  the  Monarch  but  traces 

Through  mortals  his  line. 
Beauty,  bom  of  the  Graces, 

Rauks  next  to  Divine ! 


THEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART 

lET  know  not  my  heart,  who  believe  there  can  be 
le  fltain  of  this  earth  in  its  feelings  for  thee ; 
ho  think,  while  I  see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour, 
I  pore  as  the  morning's  flret  dew  on  the  flow'r, 
could  harm  what  I  love, — as  the  sun's  wanton 

ray 
It  miles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 


ire  meant  to  illade  to  that  ancient  haunt 
MfmvtitkNi,  called  PaUick's  Purgabiry.  **  In  the  midst  of 
«  gfonmy  r^oat  of  Ilnnesall  (sajrs  Dr.  Cnm|ibell)  lay  a 
e  which  was  to  become  the  mystic  theatre  of  this  fabled 
1  hiaaraedifate  state.  In  the  lake  were  several  Islands ; 
:  «K  of  tbetn  was  dignified  with  that  called  the  Mouth 
hofaiory.  which,  daring  the  dark  ages,  attracted  the 
he  oC  all  ChristeDdom,  and  was  the  resort  of  penitents 
I  pBgrUss  fhm  almost  every  coaniry  In  Eorope/ 


»t 


No — beaming  with  light  as  those  yoimg  features 

are, 
There's  a  light  round  thy  heart  which  is  lovelier 

far: 
It  iff  not  that  cheek — 'tis  the  soul  dawning  clear 
Thro'  its  uluocent  blush  makes  thy  beauty  so  dear ; 
As  the  sky  we  look  up  to,  though  glorious  and  fair. 
Is  look'd  up  to  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there ! 


I  WISH  I  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  lAKR 

I  WISH  I  was  by  that  dim  Lake,' 
Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 
There,  there,  far  from  thee. 
Deceitful  world,  my  home  should  be  ; 
Where,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pair , 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 

Of  unseen  waters  falling  round  ; 

The  dry  leaves,  quiv'ring  o'er  my  head, 

like  man,  unquiet  ev'n  when  dead ! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean 

My  soul  from  life's  deluding  scene, 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharged  with  gloom. 

Like  willows,  downward  tow'rds  the  tomb. 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light. 
So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  queuch'd,  ere  it  can  rest 
Cold,  cold,  this  heart  must  grow. 
Unmoved  by  either  joy  or  wo, 
Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that's  thrown 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 


SHE  SUNG  OF  LOVE 

She  sung  of  Love,  while  o'er  her  lyre 
The  rosy  rays  of  evening  fell. 


**  It  was,**  as  the  same  writer  tells  us,  "  one  of  the  most 
dismal  and  dreary  spots  In  the  North,  almost  Inaccessible, 
thniui;h  deep  glens  and  rugged  moantalns,  ft-ighiAil  with 
Impending  mcks,  and  the  hollow  murmurs  of  the  western 
winds  In  dark  caverns,  peopled  only  with  snch  fluttastic 
beings  as  the  mind,  however  gay.  Is,  fVom  strange  associa- 
tion, wont  to  appropriate  to  such  gloomy  scenes.**~-5{rteliir«t 
oa  tht  Eeeiesiastieal  aad  LiUrur]/  UuUrjf  nf  Irtiami, 
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As  if  to  feed,  with  their  soft  fire, 
The  soul  within  that  trembling  shell. 

The  same  rich  light  hung  o*er  her  cheek. 
And  playM  around  thoue  lips  that  sung 

And  spoke,  as  flowers  would  sing  and  speak, 
If  Lo\e  could  lend  their  leaves  a  tongue. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  bum*d, 

Eacii  rosy  ray  from  heav'n  withdrew ; 
And,  when  to  gaze  again  I  tum'd. 

The  minstrers  form  seemM  fading  too. 
As  if  her  light  and  heav'n's  were  one. 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame  ; 
And  from  her  glimmering  lips  the  tone, 

As  from  a  parting  spirit,  came.' 

Who  ever  loved,  but  had  the  thought 

That  he  and  all  he  loved  must  part  7 
Fiird  with  this  fear,  I  flew  and  caught 

The  fading  image  to  my  heart — 
And  cried,  "  Oh  Love  !  is  this  thy  doom  7 

"  Oh  light  of  youth's  resplendent  day  ! 
**  Must  ye  then  lose  your  golden  bloom, 

"  And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away  7^ 


SING— SING— MUSIC  WAS  GIVEN. 

SiNO — sing— Music  was  given. 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmoiiy*s  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 
Beauty  may  boast  of  her  eyes  and  her  cheeks. 

But  Love  from  the  lips  his  true  archery  wings ; 
And   she,    who   but   feathers  the  dart  when  she 
6]>eaks, 
At   once  serds  it  home  to  the  heart  when  she 
sings. 
Then  sing — sing — Music  was  given. 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  hero,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  hannony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 

When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother. 

Lay  sleeping  as  calm  as  slumber  'wuld  make  him, 
"  Hush,  hush,"  said  Venus,  "  no  other 

**  Sweet  voice  but  his  own  is  worthy  to  wake 
him." 

1  The  thnudit  here  was  nuKpented  by  »nme  beantiAU  llnet 
in  Blr.  RotrenN  P»eiii  of  Hmmnn  Lift^  beginnings 

**  Now  in  tho  f  linimering,  dying  light  she  grows 
I^sH  nnd  leM  earthly.** 
I  w«rald  qnota  the  entire  panwce,  did  I  not  fear  to  put  xiy 
9iirD  honiblo  iuiitatiun  of  it  oot  ifcoan  to  nance. 


Dreaming  of  music  he  dumbei'd  the  while 

Till  faint  from  his  lip  a  soft  melody  broke. 
And  Venus,  enchanted,  look'd  en  with  a  Bnilc^ 
While  Love  to  his  own  sweet  singing  ftwuka 
Then  sing — sing — ^music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  lov* 

ing; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 
By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQUET. 

TuouGii  humble  the  banquet  to  which  I  infiit 
thee, 
ThouMt  find  there  the  best  a  poor  bard  can  oooh 
mand: 
Eyes,  beaming  with  welcome,  ahaO  throng  roiM 
to  light  thee, 
And  Love  serve  the  feast  with  hit  own  wiHinf 
hand. 

And  though  Fortune  may  seem  to  have  tnra'd  frco 
the  dwelling 
Of  him  thou  regardest  her  favoring  ray. 
Thou  wilt  And  there  a  gift,  all  her  treasures  exeel* 
ling, 
Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  his  way. 

'Tifl  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vnlgar  do- 
minion 
Can  turn  from  the  path  a  pure  confidence  ap> 
proves ; 
Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart,  and  no  cham  on  tbi 
pinion. 
Holds  upwards  its  course  to  the  light  wludi  it 
loves. 


'Tis  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  retreat, 
And,  with  this,  though  of  all  other  treasures  bs-   .. 
roaved. 
The  breeze  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sweet 
Than  the  costliest  incense  that   Pomp  e*er  rs- 
coived. 

Then,    come, — ^if   a    board    so    nntcmpting  balk  a 
power 
To  win  thee  from  grandeur,  its  best  riiall  bi 
thme; 
And  there's  one,  long  the  light  of  the  baxd*a  hapny 
bower, 
Who,  imiling)  will  blend  her  bright  weloome  with 
rome. 
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SIKO,  SWEET  HARP. 

Sura,  sweet  Harp,  oh  ang  to  me 

Some  song  of  ancient  days, 
WhMe  Bounds,  in  this  sad  memory, 

Long  tmried  dreams  shall  ^ise ; — 
Some  lay  that  tells  of  vanished  fame, 

Wboee  light  once  round  us  shone ; 
Of  noWe  pride,  now  tum'd  to  shame, 

And  hopes  forever  gone. — 
Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me ; 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast. 
Both  lost  to  all  but  memory, 

We  live  but  in  the  past 

How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh. 
As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by  •^— 
Of  Chieftains,  now  forgot,  who  seem'd 

The  foremost  then  in  fame  ; 
Of  Bards  who,  once  immortal  deem*d. 

Now  sleep  without  a  name. — 
In  vain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh ; 
In  vain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by. 

Couldst  thou  but  call  those  spirits  round. 

Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 
Sat  Iktening  to  thy  magic  sound. 

Now  mute  and  mouldering  all ; — 
But,  no ;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 

Their  children's  slavery ; 
Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleep. 

The  dead,  at  least,  are  free  I — 
Hush,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone, 

That  knell  of  Freedom's  day  ; 
Or,  Iktening  to  its  death-like  moan, 

Let  me,  too,  die  away. 


SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE. 
TixB^ms  Ninth  Cbxturt. 

To-Momaow,  comrade,  we 
On  the  battle-plain  must  be, 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low  ! 
TIj*  morning  star  is  up,— 
But  there's  wine  still  in  the  cup, 

Aud  well  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go,  boy, 

Well  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go. 


TSb  me,  m  manliest  eyet 
A  passing  tear  will  rise. 

When  we  thnik  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone ; 
But  what  can  wailing  do  ? 
See,  our  goblet's  weeping  too  I 

With  iU  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own,  boy, 
our  own; 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own. 

But  daylight's  stealing  on  ; — 
The  last  that  o'er  us  shone 

Saw  our  children  around  us  play  ; 
The  next— ah  !  where  shall  we 
And  those  rosy  urchins  be  7 

But — no  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away, 
boy,  away ; 

No  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away  I 

Lot  those,  who  brook  the  chain 
Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Ignobly  by  their  firesides  stay  ; 
One  sigh  to  home  be  given. 
One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven. 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  boy,  hurra 
hurra !  hurra ! 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra ! 


THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

What  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  be, — 
The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 
As  the  mountain  lark  that  o'er  him  sings, 
And,  like  that  lark,  a  music  brings 
Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes, — 
A  fount  that  forever  flows ! 
The  worid's  to  him  like  some  phiy-ground, 
Where  fairies  dance  their  mooulight  round ; 
If  dimm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod, 
The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod ; 
So,  when  less  bright  his  scene  of  glee. 
To  another  away  flies  he ! 

Oh,  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom, 

Without  a  bard  to  fix  her  bloom  7 

They  tell  us,  in  the  moon's  bright  round, 

Things  lust  in  this  dark  worid  are  found ; 

So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone, 

In  the  poet's  lay  live  on. — 

Would  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dim  7 

You've  only  to  give  them  all  to  him. 

Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  wand, 

Can  lend  them  life,  this  life  beyond, 

Aud  fix  them  high,  in  Poesy's  skyr- 

Young  stars  that  never  die  I 
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The  I,  welcome  the  bard  wheie*er  he  comes,- 
For,  though  he  hath  couutless  airy  homes, 
To  which  liis  wing  excursive  roves, 
Yet  still,  from  time  to  time,  he  loves 
To  light  upon  earth  and  find  such  cheer 
As  brightens  our  banquet  here. 
No  matter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
YouVe  only  to  light  up  kind  young  eyes, 
Such  signal-fires  as  here  are  given, — 
And  down  heMI  drop  from  Fancy^s  heaven, 
The  minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirth 
Proclaims  he's  wanting  on  earth  I 


ALONE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 

Alone  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

\nd  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  voices  dear  and  eyes  beloved 

Shed  round  us  once,  where'er  we  roved— 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who*ve  loved,  and  lived  to  see 

The  few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 

Forever  near  them,  die  away. 

Tho*  fairer  frtrms  around  us  throng. 

Their  smilotj  lo  others  all  belong, 

And  want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 

l^und  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 

Where,  where  the  sunny  brow  ? 

The  long-known  voice — where  are  tliey  now  ? 

Thus  ask  I  still,  nor  ask  ui  vain, 

Tho  silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

Oh,  what  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  cannot  call  forth 

Oue  bliss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 

From  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold? 

No,  no, — her  spell  is  vain, — 

As  6oon  could  she  bring  back  again 

Tiiose  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave, 

As  wake  again  oue  bliss  they  gave. 


I'VE  A  SECRET  TO  TELL  THEE 

I*vc  a  secret  to  tell  thee,  but  hush !  not  here^" 
Oh  !  not  where  the  world  its  vigil  keeps : 

1  Tlie  Cod  of  silence,  thns  pictured  by  the  Ei^ptians. 
I  **  MiteHius  renieiiibered  the  roninrknble  prediction  cf  the 
p.ii:r*.paJ  Druid,  who  foretold  that  the  posterity  of  Gadelos 


I'll  seek,  to  whisper  it  in  thine  ear. 

Some  shore  where  the  Spirit  of  Silence  rfei 

Where  summer's  wave  unmurmuring  dies, 
Nor  fay  can  hear  the  fountain's  gnsh  ; 

Where,  if  but  a  note  her  night-binl  sighs, 
The  rose  saith,  chidingly,  "  Husd,  sweet,  In 

There,  amid  the  deep  silence  of  that  hoar, 

When  stars  can  be  heard  in  ocean  dip. 
Thyself  shall,  under  some  rosy  bower, 

Sit  mute,  with  thy  finger  on  thy  lip: 
Like  him,  the  boy,'  who  bom  among 

The  flowers  that  on  the  Nile-stream  bliali, 
Sits  ever  thus, — his  only  song 

To  earth  and  heaven,  **  Hush,  aD,  hush  f 


SONG  OF  INNISFAIL. 

TiiEY  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  seai 

And  now  o'er  the  western  main 
Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gallantly, 

From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 
"  Oh,  Where's  the  kle  weVe  seen  in  diMi 

"  Our  destined  home  or  grave  f 
Thus  sung  they  as,  by  the  morning's  ben 

They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 

And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green, 
As  though  in  that  deep  lay  emerald  mineii 

Whose  light  through  the  wave  was  seen 
"  *Tis  Innisfail»— 'tis  InnisfaO  T 

Rings  o'er  the  echoing  sea ; 
While,  bending  to  heav'n,  the  warrion  hi! 

Tliat  home  of  the  brave  acJ  free. 

Then  tum'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wwn. 

Where  now  their  Day-God's  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  frown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea. 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod. 
When  fint  on  their  Isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefatlien  trod. 


sbwald  obtain  the  possesaton  o*  a  Western  falaad,  (i 
was  Ireland.)  nnd  there  inhnbiu**— A>c(#«f . 
>  The  Ishind  of  Destlaj  <me  of  the  aodea 
lani 
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THE  NIGHT  DANCE. 

le  gay  harp !  Me  the  moon  is  on  high, 
» true  to  her  beam  as  the  tides  of  the  ocean, 
sarts,  when  they  feel  the  soft  light  of  her 

©I 

^e  mute  call,  and  heaye  into  motion. 

ind  notes — the  gayest,  the  lightest, 

ver  took  wing,  when  heav*n  look'd  bright- 
•  t 

Again !  Again ! 
d  such  heart-stirring  music  be  heard 
City  of  Statues  described  by  romancers, 
iiig  its  spell,  even  stone  would  be  stirred, 
itues  themselves  all  start  into  dancers ! 

I  delay,  with  such  sounds  in  our  ears, 
J  flowerof  Beauty*s  own  garden  before  us, — 
rs  overhead  leave  the  song  of  their  spheres, 
tuning  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o*er  us  7 
at  strain  ! — to  hear  it  thus  sounding 
let  even  Death*s  cold  pulses  bounding — 

Again !  Again ! 
delight  when  the  youthful  and  gay, 
rith  eye  like  a  sunbeam  and  foot  like  a 
ither, 

ce,  like  the  Hours  to  the  music  of  May, 
LUgle  sweet  song  and  sunshine  together ! 


:re  are  sounds  of  mirth. 

e  sounds  of  mirth  in  the  night-aii  ringing, 
mps  from  every  casement  shown  ; 
ces  blithe  within  are  singing, 
jem  to  say  "  Come,"  in  every  tone. 
»  how  light,  in  Life's  young  season, 
irt  had  leap'd  at  that  sweet  lay  ; 
id  to  ask  of  greybeard  Reason 
I  tlie  syren  call  obey. 

—the  lamps  still  livelier  glitter. 
Ten  lips  more  foudly  sound ; 
ye  nymphs,  some  victim  fitter 
L  in  your  rosy  bondage  bound. 


iKking  Stones  of  the  Druids,  ntmie  of  which  no 
e  to  disliidite  frrMn  their  stations, 
nhabitants  of  Arranmore  are  still  persuade  I  that, 
lay,  they  can  see  from  this  coast  Uy  Brybxll,  or 


Shall  a  bard,  whom  not  the  world  in  anna 
Could  bend  to  tyranny's  rude  (K>ntroI, 

Thus  quail,  at  sight  of  woman's  charms, 
And  yield  to  a  smile  his  fireebom  soul  7 

Thus  sung  the  sage,  while,  slyly  stealing. 

The  nymphs  their  fetters  around  him  cast. 
And, — their  laughing  eyes,  the  while,  coneealiog^— 

Led  Freedom's  Bard  their  slave  at  lasL 
For  the  Poet's  heart,  stlU  prone  to  loving. 

Was  like  that  rock  of  the  Druid  race,' 
Which  the  gentlest  touch  at  once  set  moving, 

But  all  earth's  power  couldn't  cast  from  its  base. 


OH  I  ARRANMORE,  LOVED  ARRANMC/icE 

Oh  !  Arranmore,  loved  Arranmore, 

How  oft  I  dream  of  thee. 
And  of  those  days  when,  by  thy  shore, 

I  wander'd  young  and  free. 
Full  many  a  path  I've  tried,  since  then 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze, 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bliss  again 

I  felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  clifls 

At  sunny  mom  I've  stood. 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skifi^ 

That  danced  along  thy  flood  ; 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  dayligiit's  parting  wing, 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing ;' — 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  in  a  land  serene, — 
Whose  bow'rs  beyond  the  shining  wave, 

At  sunset,  ofl  are  seen. 
Ah  dream  too  full  of  sadd'ning  truth ! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  main 
Are  like  the  hopes  I  built  in  youtli,-' 

As  sunny  and  as  Tain  ! 


the  Elnchanted  Island,  the  Paradise  of  the  Pafpui  Irish,  and 
concerning  which  they  relate  a  number  »f  romantic  stories.** 
— Bea%forV§  Ancitni  Topcgrfkf  of  Irtlamd, 
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LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE. 

LiY  his  8word  by  his  side,'  it  hath  eeired  him  too 
well 

Not  to  rest  near  his  pillow  below  ; 
To  the  last  moment  true,  from  his  hand  ere  it  felli 

Its  point  was  still  tum*d  to  a  flying  foe. 
Fellow-lab'rers  in  life,  let  them  slumber  in  death, 

Side  by  side,  as  becomes  the  reposing  brave, — 
That  sword  which  he  loved  still  unbroke  in  its  sheath. 

And  hunself  unsubdued  in  his  grave. 

Yet  pause^ — for,  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  hear, 

As  if  breathed  from  his  brave  heart's  remains  ;^ 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  oar, 

Once  sounded  the  war-word, "  Burst  your  chains !" 
And  it  cries,  from  the  grave  where  the  hero  lies  deep, 

"  Tho*  the  day  of  your  Chieftain  forever  hath  set, 
"  O  leave  not  liis  sword  thus  inglorious  to  sleep, — 

"  It  hath  victory's  life  in  it  yet  I 


« 


<f 


« 


« 


Should  some  alien,  unworthy  such  weapon  to  wieldf 

**  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gallant  sword. 
Then  rest  in  thy  sheath,  like  a  talisman  seal'd, 

"  Or  return  to  the  grave  of  Uiy  chainless  lord. 
But,  if  grasp'd  by  a  hand  that  hath  leam*d  the 
proud  use 

**  Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-plam, — 
Then,  at  Liberty's  summons,  like  lightning  let  loose, 

"  Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again !" 


UH,  COULD  WE  DO  WITH  TIHS  WORLD 

OF  OURS. 

On,  could  we  do  with  this  world  of  ours 
As  thou  dost  with  thy  garden  bowers. 
Reject  tiie  weeds  and  keep  the  flowers, 

What  a  heaven  on  earth  we'd  make  it  I 
So  bright  a  dwelling  should  be  our  own. 
So  warranted  free  from  sigh  or  frown. 
That  angela  soon  would  be  coming  down, 

By  the  week  or  month  to  take  it 

» l!  wa^  the  custom  of  the  ancient  Irl-sh,  In  *he  manner  of 
the  Scythians,  tu  bury  the  favorite  swords  of  their  heroes 
alon^  with  them. 

•  The  Pulace  of  Fin  Mnc-Camhal  (the  Flngal  of  Mac- 
phersitm}  in  Leinster.  It  was  bailt  on  the  top  of  the  bill, 
which  has  retained  from  thence  the  name  of  the  Hill  of  Allen, 


Like  those  gay  flies  that  wing  through  air. 
And  in  themselves  a  lustre  bear, 
A  stock  of  light,  still  ready  there. 

Whenever  they  wish  to  use  it ; 
So,  in  this  woHd  I'd  make  for  thee. 
Our  hearts  should  all  like  fire-flios  be, 
And  the  flash  of  wit  or  poesy 

Break  forth  whenever  we  choose  it 

While  ev'ry  joy  that  glads  our  sphere 
Hath  still  some  shadow  hov'ring  near, 
In  this  new  world  of  ours,  my  dear. 

Such  shadows  will  all  be  ouiitted  :— 
Unless  they're  like  that  graceful  one. 
Which,  when  thou'rt  dancing  in  the  son, 
Still  near  tliee,  leaves  a  charm  upon 

Each  spot  where  it  hath  flitted ! 


THE  WINE-CUP  IS  CIRCLINO. 

The  wine-cnp  is  circling  in  Alcihin't  hall,* 
And  its  Chief,  'mid  liu  heroes  fftclining. 
Looks  up,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  trophiea  waD, 
Where  tiis  sword  hangs  idly  whining 
When,  hark  !  that  shout 
From  the  vale  without,^ 
"  Arm  ye  quick,  the  Dane,  the  Dane  is  nigh  T 
Ev'ry  Chief  starts  up 
From  his  foaming  cup, 
And  "  To  battle,  to  battle !"  is  the  Fuian's  cry. 

The  minstrels  have  seized  their  hams  of  gold, 

And  they  smg  such  thrilling  ntrniDen^— 
'Tis  tike  the  voice  of  tlie  Brave,  of  old. 

Breaking  forth  from  their  place  of  dumberi ! 

Spear  to  buckler  rang. 

As  the  minstrels  sang, 
And  the  Sun-burst'  o'er  them  floated  wide; 

While  rememb'ring  the  yoke 

Which  their  fathers  broke, 
"  On  for  liberty,  for  liberty !"  the  Finiam  cried. 

Like  clouds  of  the  night  the  Northmen  came. 
O'er  the  valley  of  Almhin  lowerini; ; 

While  onward  moved,  in  the  Itjirht  ol  its  fame. 
That  baimer  of  Erin,  towering. 

In  the  count)'  of  Kildare.    The  Plnlans,  or  FenlU  were  th 
celebrated   National   Militia  of  Ireland,  which   this  ChM 
commanded.    The  Inirodactlon  of  the  Daoes  lo  the  tibtfn 
song  Is  an  anachroabm  conmioii  lo  most  of  the  Flniaa  aai 
Ossianle  legends. 
*  The  name  given  to  the  banner  of  the  Irish. 
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With  the  mingling  shock 

Rung  cliff  and  rock, 

hile,  rank  on  rank,  the  invaden  die : 

And  the  shout,  that  last 

O'er  the  dying  passM, 

as  ••  Victory  I  yictory  !*' — ^the  Finian*8  cry. 


THE  DREAM  OF  THOSE  DAYS. 

iream  of  those  days  when  first  I  sung  thee  is 

o'er, 
liumph  hath  stain*d  the  charm  thy  sorrows 

then  wore ; 
T^n  of  the  light  which  Hope  once  shed  o*er 

thy  chains, 
oot  a  gleam  to  grace  thy  freedom  remain& 

3  it  that  slavery  sunk  so  deep  in  thy  heart, 
itill  the  dark  brand  is  there,  tliough  chaiuless 

thou  art; 
'reedom^s  sweet  fruit,  for  which  thy  spirit  long 

bum*d, 
reaching  at  last  thy  lip,  to  ashes  hath  tum*d  ? 

berty*s  steep  by  Trutli  and  Eloquence  led, 
eyes  on  her  temple  fix*d,  how  proud  was  thy 

tread! 
Mter  thou  ne*er  hadnt  lived  that  summit  to 

gain, 
d  in  the  porch,  than  thus  dishonor  the  fane. 


OM  THIS  HOUR  THE  PLEDGE  IS 
GIVEN. 

;OM  this  hour  the  pledge  is  given, 

From  this  hour  my  soul  is  thine : 

me  what  will,  from  earth  or  heaven. 

Weal  or  wo,  thy  fate  be  mine. 

hen  the  proud  and  great  stood  by  thee, 

None  dared  thy  rights  to  spurn  ; 

id  if  now  they're  faUw  and  fly  thee. 

Shall  I,  too,  )v\se\y  turn? 

t : — whatever  the  fires  that  try  thee. 

In  the  same  this  heart  shall  bum. 


is  hArHly  neceswrv,  perhaps,  to  Inform  the  reader. 
BM  lines  are  lueant  as  a  tribote  cf  sincere  friendship 


Though  the  sea,  where  thou  embarkest, 

Offers  now  a  friendly  shore. 
Light  may  come  where  all  looks  darkest, 

Hope  hath  life,  when  life  seems  o*er 
And,  of  those  past  ages  dreaming. 

When  glory  deck*d  thy  brow. 
Oil  I  fondly  think,  though  seeming 

So  fairn  and  clouded  now, 
Thoult  again  break  forth,  all  beaming,^ 

None  so  bright,  so  blest  as  thou ! 


SILENCE  IS  IN  OUR  FESTAL  HALU3. 

Silence  is  in  our  festal  halls, — 

Sweet  Son  of  Song!  thy  course  is  o*er; 
In  vain  on  thee  sad  Erin  calls. 

Her  minstrers  voice  responds  no  more  ^ 
All  silent  as  th'  Eolian  sheU  ^ .. 

Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  bright  day. 
When  the  sweet  breeze,  that  waked  its  swtD 

At  sunny  mom,  hath  died  away. 

Yet,  at  our  feasts,  thy  spirit  long. 

Awaked  by  music's  spell,  shall  rise ; 
For,  name  so  linked  with  deathless  song 

Partakes  its  charm  and  never  dies: 
And  ev'n  within  the  holy  fane. 

When  music  wai^s  the  soul  to  heaven. 
One  thought  to  him,  whotse  earliest  strain 

Was  echoed  there,  shall  long  be  given. 

But,  where  is  now  the  cheerful  day, 

The  80<;ial  night,  when,  by  thy  side, 
He,  who  now  weaves  this  parting  lay. 

His  skilless  voice  with  thine  allied  ; 
And  sung  those  songs  whose  every  tone. 

When  bard  and  minstrel  long  have  past, 
Shall  still,  in  sweetness  all  their  own. 

Embalmed  by  fame,  undying  last 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  the  fame, — 

Or,  if  thy  bard  have  shared  the  crown, 
From  thee  the  borrowed  glory  came, 

And  at  thy  feet  is  now  laid  dowit 
Enough,  if  Freedom  still  inspire 

His  latest  song,  and  still  there  be, 
As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre. 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  thee. 


to  the  memory  of  an  old  and  valued  colleague  in  tnik  work, 
81r  John  Stevenson. 
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APPENDIX: 

COI(TA1H1R0 

THE  ADVERTISEMENTS 

ORIGIXALLT   PRRFUEED   TO  THE   DIFFERENT   IVUMBERB, 

AXD 
THE  PREFATORY  LETTER  ON  IRISH  MUSIC. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
nmnxuD 

TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  NUMBERS. 

Power  takes  the  liberty  of  announcing  to  the 
Public  a  Work  which  has  long  been  a  Denderatum 
in  this  country.  Though  the  beauties  of  the  Na- 
tional Music  of  Ireland  have  been  very  generally 
felt  and  acknowledged,  yet  it  has  happened,  through 
the  want  of  appropriate  English  words,  and  of  the 
arrangement  necessary  to  adapt  them  to  the  voice, 
that  many  of  the  most  excellent  compositions  have 
hitlierto  remained  in  obscurity.  It  is  intended, 
therefore,  to  form  a  Collection  of  the  best  Original 
Irish  Melodies,  with  characteristic  Symphonies  and 
Accompaniments;  and  with  Words  containing,  as 
frequently  as  possible,  allunons  to  the  manners  and 
history  of  the  country.  Sir  John  Stevenson  has 
very  kindly  consented  to  undertake  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  Ain ;  and  the  lovers  of  Simple  National 
Music  may  rest  secure,  tliat,  in  such  tasteful  hands, 
tho  native  charms  of  the  original  melody  will  not  be 
sacrificed  to  the  ostentation  of  science. 

In  the  Poetical  Part,  Power  has  had  promises  of 
assistance  from  several  distinguished  literary  Char- 
acters ;  particulariy  from  Mr.  Moore,  whose  lyrical 
talent  is  so  peculiariy  suited  to  such  a  task,  and 
whoso  zeal  in  the  undertaking  will  be  best  under- 
stood from  the  following  Extract  of  a  Letter  which 
he  has  addressed  to  Sir  John  Stevenson  on  the 
subject : — 

*'  I  feel  very  anxious  Uiat  a  work  of  this  kind 
should  be  undertaken.  We  have  too  long  neglected 
the  only  talent  for  which  our  English  neiglibors 
ever  deigned  to  allow  us  any  credit  Our  Natkmal 
Music  l:as  never  been  properly  collected;'  and, 
while  the  composers  of  the  Continent  have  en- 
riched their  Operas  and  Sonatas  with  melodies 
borrowed  from  Ireland, — ^very  oden  without  even 
the  honesty  of  acknowledgment, — we  have  left 
these  treasures,  in  a  great  degree,  unclaimed  and 

1  The  writer  foi^ot,  when  he  made  this  assertion,  that 
tlie  pobllc  are  indebted  t«  Mr.  Banting  for  a  very  valoable 


fugitive.  Thus  our  Aixs,  like  too  many  of 
countrymen,  have,  for  want  of  protcctbn  at  home, 
passed  into  the  service  of  foreigneni.  But  we  m 
come,  I  hope,  to  a  better  period  of  biyth  PoGtia 
and  Music ;  and  how  much  they  are  eonoeeled,  m 
Ireland,  at  leajt,  appears  too  plainly  in  the  tone  «f 
sorrow  and  depression  which  characterizes  iiMHt  of 
our  eariy  Songs. 

"  The  task  which  yon  propose  to  me,  of  adspl- 
ing  words  to  theso  airs,  is  by  no  means  easy.  Thu 
Poet  who  would  follow  the  yark>ufl  sentimeoli 
which  they  express,  must  feel  and  undentand  that 
rapid  fluctuation  of  spirits,  that  tinaocountable  mix- 
ture of  gloom  and  levity,  which  composes  the 
character  of  my  countrymen,  and  has  deeply  tmgfd 
their  Music.  Even  in  their  livclicet  strains  va 
find  some  melancholy  note  intrude, — some  numr 
Third  or  flat  Seventh, — which  tlurows  its  shade  ai 
it  passes,  and  makes  even  mirth  interesting.  If 
Bums  had  been  an  Irishman,  (and  I  would  wiUhigly 
give  up  all  our  claims  upon  Oosiaii  for  him,)  Ui 
heart  would  have  been  proud  of  such  mitsic,  and  Ui 
genius  would  have  made  it  immortaL 

"  Another  difficulty  (which  is,  however,  pnptly 
mechanical)  arises  from  the  irregular  stractoTB  of 
many  of  tlioee  aim,  and  the  lawlees  kind  of  meoe 
which  it  will  in  consequence  be  necessary  to  adapt 
to  (henL  In  these  instances  the  Poet  must  write, 
not  to  the  eye,  but  to  the  ear ;  and  must  be  cuotent 
to  have  his  verses  of  that  description  which  Cieeit 
mentions,  *  Quoa  si  cantu  ttpoliareria  nuda  remanehit 
oratio:  That  beautiful  Air,  <  The  Twisting  of  the 
Rope,'  which  has  all  the  romantic  character  of  tiM 
Swiss  Ranx  dca  Vachett  is  one  of  those  wild  and 
sentimental  rakes  which  it  will  not  bo  vei^  easy  tD 
tie  down  in  sober  wedlock  with  Poetry.  However, 
notwithstanding  all  these  difficulties,  and  the  very 
moderate  portion  of  talent  which  I  can  bring  to 
sunnount  them,  the  design  appears  to  me  so  tnily 
National,  that  I  shall  feel  much  pleasure  in  girinf 
it  all  tlie  assistance  in  my  power. 

**  Jseiuster*kir$,  PA.  1807." 
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ADVERTISEMEINT 


TO  THE  THIRD   NUMBER 


In  presenting  the  Tliird  Nomber  of  this  wwk  ti 
the  Public,  Power  begs  leave  to  oSEer  his  acknow^  |tl 


. 


collection  of  Irish  BIoslc ;  and  that  the  patrlotk  fenlw  oflllM 
OwensoB  has  been  emptojed  upon  soow  of  oor  ftaest  ate     H 

^ 
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ts  for  the  yery  liberal  patronage  with  which 
ea  honored  ;  and  to  express  a  hope  that  the 
1  zeal  of  those  who  have  hitherto  so  admi- 
iducted  it,  will  enable  him  to  continue  it 

many  future  Numbers  with  equal  spirit, 
and  taste.  The  stock  of  popular  Melodies 
om  being  exhausted  ;  and  there  is  still  in 
in  abundance  of  beautiful  Airs,  which  call 
r.  Moore,  in  the  language  he  so  well  under- 
>  save  them  from  the  oblivion  to  which  they 
rning. 

respectfully  trusts  he  will  not  be  thought 
toous  in  saying,  that  he  feels  proud,  as  an 
I,  in  even  the  very  subordinate  share  which 
laim,  in  promoting  a  Work  so  creditable  to 
Its  of  the  Country, — a  Work  which,  from 

of  nationality  it  breathes,  will  do  more,  he 
iced,  towards  liberalizing  the  feelings  of 
ind  producing  that  brotherhood  of  sentiment 

is  00  much  our  interest  to  cherish,  than 
er  be  effected  by  the  mere  arguments  uf 
Qtioned  but  uninteresting  politicians. 


LETTER 

TO 

lARCHIONESS  DOWAGER  OP  DONEGAL, 
nKnxKxt  TO 

THE  THIRD  NUMBER. 

E  the  publislier  of  these  Melodies  very  prop- 
tribes  tliem  to  the  Nobility  aud  Geutry  of 
Q  general,  I  have  much  pleasure  in  select- 
from  that  number,  to  whom  my  share  of 
k  is  particularly  dedicated.  I  know  that, 
ronr  Ladyship  has  been  so  long  absent  from 
you  still  continue  to  remember  it  well  aud 
— that  you  have  not  suffered  the  attractions 
ih  society  to  produce,  like  the  taste  of  the 
Y  forgetfulneas  of  your  own  country,  but 
1  the  humble  tribute  which  I  offer  derives 
claim  upon  your  interest  and  sympathy 


ise  wh'.ch  occurs  In  a  Letter  from  the  Earl  ofDes- 
je  Eirl  of  Onnond,  in  Elizabeth's  time. — Scrinia 
quoted  by  Curry. 

are  some  gratifying  nccounts  of  the  gallantry  of 
I  auxiliaries  In  "The  complete  Hl!»tor>'of  the  Wars 
d  under  Montrose,'*  (16G0.)  See  pnrticularly,  for 
rl  of  an  Irishman  at  the  bnttle  of  Aberdeen,  chnp.  vi. 
I  for  a  tribute  to  the  bravery  of  Colonel  O'Kyan, 
55.  Clarendon  owns  that  the  Marquis  of  Montrase 
»ied  for  much  of  his  miraculous  success  to  the 
1  of  Irish  hemes  under  Macdonnell. 


from  the  appeal  which  it  makes  to  yoiur  patriot  Jim. 
Indeed,  absence,  however  fatal  to  some  affedious  of 
the  heart,  rather  tends  to  strengthen  our  love  for  the 
land  where  we  were  bom ;  and  Ireland  is  the 
country,  of  all  others,  which  an  exile  from  it  moit 
remember  with  most  enthusiasm.  Thoe»  few 
darker  and  less  amiable  traits  with  which  bigotry 
and  misrule  have  stained  her  character,  und  which 
are  too  apt  to  disgust  us  upon  a  nearer  intercourse, 
become  at  a  distance  softened,  or  altogether  invisi- 
ble. Nothing  is  remembered  but  her  virtues  and 
her  misfortunes, — the  zeal  with  which  she  has  al- 
ways loved  liberty,  and  the  barbarous  policy  which 
has  always  withheld  it  from  her, — the  ease  with 
which  her  generous  spirit  might  be  conciliated,  and 
the  cruel  ingenuity  which  has  been  exerted  to 
"  wring  her  into  undutifulness.*** 

It  has  been  often  remarked,  and  still  oflener  felt, 
that  in  our  music  is  found  the  truest  of  all  com- 
ments upon  our  history.  Tlie  tone  of  defiance,  suc- 
ceeded by  the  languor  of  drapondency, — a  burst  of 
turbulence  dying  away  into  softness, — the  sorrows 
of  one  moment  lost  in  the  levity  of  the  next, — and 
all  that  romantic  mixture  of  mirth  and  sadness, 
which  is  naturally  produced  by  the  efforts  of  a  lively 
temperament  to  shake  off,  or  forget,  the  wrongs 
which  lie  upon  it  Such  are  the  features  of  our 
history  and  character,  which  we  find  strongly  and 
faithfully  reflected  in  our  music ;  and  there  are 
even  many  airs,  which  it  is  difficult  to  listen  to, 
without  recalling  some  period  or  event  to  which  their 
expression  seems  applicable.  Sometimes,  for  in- 
stance, when  the  strain  is  open  and  spirited,  yet 
here  and  there  sliadcd  by  a  mournful  recollection, 
wo  can  fancy  that  we  behold  the  brave  allies  of 
Montrose,'  marching  to  the  aid  of  the  royal  cause, 
notwithstanding  all  the  perfidy  of  Charles  and  his 
ministers,  and  remembering  just  enough  of  past  suf- 
ferings to  enhance  the  generosity  of  their  present 
sacrifice.  The  plaintive  melodies  of  Carol  an  take 
us  back  to  the  times  in  which  he  lived,  when  otir 
poor  countrj'men  were  driven  to  worship  their  God 
in  caves,  or  to  quit  forever  the  land  of  their  birth, — 
like  the  bird  that  abandons  the  nest  which  hiunan 
touch  has  violated.  In  many  of  these  moiunful 
songs  we  seem  to  hear  the  last  farewell  of  the  exile,' 


>  The  associations  of  the  Hindu  music,  thnneh  more  obvi- 
ous and  defined,  were  far  less  touching  and  characteristic 
They  divided  their  songs  according  to  the  feas<ins  of  the 
year,  by  which  (says  Sir  William  Jones)  "  tliey  were  able  t« 
recall  the  memory  of  autumnal  merriment,  at  the  close  of 
the  harvest,  or  of  separation  and  melancholy  during  the  cold 
months."  iLC.—^»iatte  TVansaetion*,  vol.  III.  on  the  Musical 
Modes  of  the  Hindus. — What  the  Abbe  du  Bos  snys  of  the 
symphonies  of  Lully,  may  be  aasened,  with  much  more 
probability,  of  our  bold  and  Impassioned  airs  :—'*  Elles  au- 
roient  produit  de  ces  efi<;ts,  qui  nous  paruissent  fabaleux  dans 
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mingling  regret  for  the  ties  which  he  leaves  at 
home,  witii  sanguine  hopes  of  the  high  honois  that 
await  him  abroad, — such  honors  as  were  won  on 
the  field  of  Fontenoy,  where  the  valor  of  Irish 
Catholics  turned  tlie  fortune  of  the  day,  and  extorted 
from  George  the  Second  that  memorable  exclama- 
tion, "  Cursed  be  the  laws  which  deprive  me  of  such 
subjects  !*' 

Though  much  has  been  said  of  the  antiquity  of 
our  music,  it  is  certain  tliat  our  finest  and  most 
popular  airs  are  modem  ;  and  perhaps  we  may  look 
no  further  than  the  last  disgraceful  century  for  the 
origin  of  most  of  those  wild  and  melancholy  strains, 
wiiich  were  at  once  the  offspring  and  solace  of  grief, 
and  were  applied  to  the  mind  as  music  was  formerly 
to  the  body,  "  decantare  loca  dolentia."  Mr.  Pin- 
kerton  b  of  opinion*  that  none  of  the  Scotch  popular 
airs  are  as  old  as  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury ;  and  though  musical  antiquaries  refer  us,  for 
some  of  otu"  melodies,  to  so  early  a  period  as  the 
fifth  century,  I  am  pcMuadcd  that  there  are  few,  of 
a  civilized  description,  (and  by  this  I  moon  to  ex- 
clude all  the  savage  Ceanans,  Cri^,'  Alc,)  which 
can  claim  quite  so  ancient  a  date  as  Mr.  Pinkertou 
allows  to  tiie  Scotch.  But  music  is  not  the  only 
subject  upon  which  our  taste  for  antiquity  has  been 
rather  unreasonably  indulged  ;  and,  however  hereti- 
cal it  may  bo  to  dissent  from  these  romantic  specu- 
lations, I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  is  possible  to 
k»ve  our  country  very  zealously,  and  to  feel  deeply 


le  r^cit  Act  anclenR,  tl  on  Ics  avolt  fntt  entendre  A  des 
boiiiiiieH  d*an  nHiorel  aussivifque  Ics  Ath^nient.**— A</(«z. 
tur  la  Ptinturcy  &c.  Utin.  i.  socL  45. 

>  Dissertatiun  prefixed  to  the  3d  volume  of  his  Scottish 
BHtlnd* 

*  Ofwhirh  some  frennlne  specimens  may  be  found  nt  the 
end  of  Mr.  VVHlker's  VVurk  upon  the  Irinh  burds.  Mr.  Bunt- 
ing ha.i  disfifiured  his  la»l  splendid  vulume  by  tmi  many  of 
the-ie  b:irtMtrous  rhnp<«ndles. 

*  See  Advertisement  to  the  Transactions  of  the  Gaelic  So- 
ciety of  Dublin. 

<  0*Hntl(imn.  vol.  1.  part  iv.  chap.  vii. 

*  Id.  ib.  ch;tp.  vi. 

*  It  i*  m',-*.  fupiKf^ed.  hut  with  as  little  proof,  that  theyun- 
der^tfMKi  the  diC^is,  or  enharmonic  Interval.— The  (ireeks 
seem  to  have  fnrniod  their  can  to  this  delicate  gradation  of 
sound .  and.  whatever  dilficulties  or  objections  ni:iy  lie  In 
the  way  of  it'*  practical  u«»",  we  niunt  agree  with  Mer»ennc, 
(Preludes  de  rilarnionie,  Quest.  7,)  that  the  fArory  of  Music 
would  bo  imperfect  without  it  Even  in  pmctice.  too,  as 
Tosl.  Hinong  other-,  very  ju.'*tly  remarks,  (Observations  on 
Florid  Si..i^,  rhap.  1. 5-cct.  16,)  there  Is  no  good  performer  on 
the  vi(»lin  who  d«»es  not  make  a  sensible  diflerence  between 
D  sharp  nnd  K  flat,  though,  from  the  Imperfection  of  the  In- 
strument, they  are  the  same  notes  upon  the  piano-forte. 
The  etit'ci  of  miidulation  by  enharmonic  transllluns  Is  also 
very  >trikirig  and  b<!>iutW'ul. 

"*  1'np  wiird<(  iToiKi\ia  and  irKpo^bivia,  in  a  Passage  of  Plato, 
and  aooie  eiprc^^^ions  of  Cicero,  in  Fragment,  lib.  11.  de  Re- 
pobl.,  lAduccd  the  Abbe  Fraguler  tj  maintain  that  the  an- 


interested  in  her  honor  and  happiness,  without  b»- 
lieving  that  Irish  was  the  language  spoken  in  Fu»- 
dise,'  that  our  anceston  were  kind  enoogfa  ti  taks 
the  trouble  of  polishing  the  Greeks,*  or  that  Abtiiii 
the  Hyperborean,  was  a  native  of  the  North  d 
Ireland.* 

By  some  of  these  zealous  antiquarians  it  has  beet 
imagined  Uiat  the  Irish  were  early  «<^"«»»fi*H  with 
cotmter-point  ;*  and  they  endeavor  to  support  tfaii 
conjecture  by  a  well-known  passage  in  Ginkfaih 
where  he  'dilates,  with  such  elaborate  pnuse*  i^as 
the  beauties  of  our  national  minstrelsy.  Bat  tbi 
terms  of  tliis  eulogy  are  much  too  vagne,  too  dfeS- 
cient  m  technical  accuracy,  to  prove  that  cfM 
Giraldus  himself  knew  an^  thing  of  the  artifios  if 
counter-point.  There  are  many  expussioui  la  tht 
Greek  and  Latin  writers  which  might  be  cited»  wilk 
much  more  plausibility,  to  prove  that  they  mda^* 
stood  the  arrangeme.  i  of  music  io  parts  ;"*  and  it  ii 
in  general  now  conceded,  I  believe,  by  the  feane^ 
that,  however  gnmd  and  pathetic  the  mekMly  of  tht 
ancientB  may  have  been,  it  was  reserved  for  the  in- 
genuity of  modem  Science  to  transmit  the  **  Ugfat  <f 
Song'*  through  tlie  variegating  prism  of  Hannooy. 

Indeed,  the  irregular  scale  of  the  early  Irirfi  (li 
which,  as  in  the  music  of  Scutlimd,  the  interral  af 
the  fourth  was  wanting*)  must  have  ftmiM 
but  wild  and  refractory  subjects  to  the  bannosiiL 
It  was  only  when  the  invention  of  Guide  bego  to 
bo  known,  and  tho  powers  of  the  brvp^  weie  A* 


clents  had  a  knowledge  of  coaaterpolnt  SI.  ilaiette,  ba» 
ever,  has  answered  him,  I  ihlsk.  SKtiafkctnrily.  (Eis— 
d*un  Passage  de  Platon.  la  the  Sd  vol.  of  IlUioirede  PAciriJ 
M.  liuet  is  of  opinion,  (PensAes  DIverMs,)  that  whalCkss 
says  of  the  music  of  the  spheres,  in  hit  dreeun  of  6ci|ii^k 
sufficient  to  prove  an  acquaintance  wiih  hannoay ;  bit  oil 
o(  the  strongest  passages,  which  I  rectillect.  In  fkmr  of  lW> 
8up|H>sition,  occurs  In  the  Treatise  {JUpt  K*9|i«»)  anrttssi 
to  Aristotle— Movtf^t«riy  6t  •{(!(  i/i«  «ai  fiofiiu  «•  t,  \ 

"  Another  lawless  peculiarity  of  nor  music  la  tbe  ftc^sitf 
occurrence  of  wh.tt  cimiposers  call  cuaaecatlve  fifUis;  W 
this,  I  nmst  say,  is  an  irregularity  which  can  hardly  be  ««ol^ 
ed  by  persons  not  conversant  with  all  the  mi 
If  I  may  venture,  indeed,  to  cite  my  own  wild 
this  way,  it  is  a  fault  which  I  find  rayaelf  eontinoalty  tmt 
oiitting.  and  which  has  oven,  at  limes,  appeared  so  |iteiilif<i 
my  ear,  that  I  h.-«ve  surrendered  It  tu  the  critic  wtthneail 
reluruince.  May  there  nottw  a  Hide  pedantry  la  ■dhcrliV*' 
rigidly  to  this  rule  1—1  have  been  bild  ttiai  there  are  I 
in  Haydn,  of  an  undisguised  snccessloo  of  flnht; 
Shield,  in  his  Introduction  to  flaniiony.  seeBtstoladi 
Handel  has  been  sometimes  guilty  of  ihe  nme  lncfiluM|bj 

"  A  singular  oversight  occurs  In  an  Enaay  apoa  lis  MA , 
Harp,  by  Mr.  Beanfurd,  which  It  Inserted  In  tbe 
W:ilkcr*8  Historical  Memoirs  :—**  The  Irish,  (says  ha)  » 
cording  to  Bromtnn,  In  the  reign  of  Henry  II.  had  two 
of  Harps,  *  Hibernlci  tamen  in  duubns  musld 
mentis,  quamvls  prvclpitem  et  velucem,  soaveia 
candum :  the  one  greatly  bold  and  quick,  the  other  soA 
pleaalng.*— flow  a  siaa  of  Mr.  Beanfunl*s  teamiaf  cosM 
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addrtioiial  itriiigSy  that  our  ain  can  be  sup- 
ave  asBumed  the  sweet  character  which 
s  at  present ;  and  while  the  Scotch  perae- 
le  old  mutilation  of  the  scale/  our  music 
y  degrees  more  amenable  to  the  laws  of 
md  counterpoint 

>rofiting,  however,  by  the  improvements  of 
OS,  our  style  still  keeps  its  original  charac- 
from  their  refinements ;  and  though  Car- 
pean,  had  frequent  opportunities  of  hecu:- 
»rlM  of  Gemiuiani  and  other  great  masters, 
irely  find  him  sacrificing  his  native  sim- 
ny  ambition  of  their  ornaments,  or  aflfecta- 
Mr  science.  In  that  curious  composition, 
lied  his  Concerto,  it  is  evident  that  he  la- 
nitate  Corelli ;  and  this  union  of  manners, 
nmilar,  produces  the  same  kind  of  uneasy 
vhich  is  felt  at  a  mixture  of  different  styles 
T^ure.  In  general,  however,  the  artless 
r  music  has  preserved  itself  free  from  all 
)reign  innovation  'f  and  the  chief  corrup- 
lich  we  have  to  complain  arise  from  the 
lerformance  of  our  own  itinerant  musicians, 
n,  too  frequently,  the  airs  are  noted  down, 
Nd  by  their  tasteless  decorations,  and 
!  for  all  their  ignorant  anomalies.  Though 
letlmes  hnpoesib.e  ij  t.-ace  the  orginol 
,  in  most  of  them, "  auri  per  ramos  aura 
the  pure  gold  of  the  melody  shines 
le  ungraceful  foliage  which  surrounds  it, 
I  most  delicate  and  difficult  duty  of  a 
s  to  endeavor,  by  retrenching  these  in- 
perfluities,  and  collating  the  various  meth- 
lying  or  singing  each  air,  to  restore  the 
of  its  form,  aud  the  chaste  simplicity  of  its 

igain  observe,  that  in  doubting  the  anti- 
>ur  music,  my  skepticism  extends  but  to 
shed  specimens  of  the   art,  which  it  is 


)  meantnf.  and  mutUate  the  gmmmatical  con- 
thU  extract.  Is  unaccountable.  The  ffilluwing  l» 
as  I  And  it  entire  in  Bmmton ;  and  it  requires 
tin  In  perceive  the  Injustice  which  has  been  done 
I  of  the  old  Chronicler:—"  Et  cum  Scotia,  hv^n* 
icatar  lyra,  lyuipano  et  choro,  ac  VValllH  cithari, 
n>  IJitiernlci  btnien  in  duobus  inusici  generis  in- 
fvemeu  yrmcipitem  et  veioeem,  tuavem  tamen  et 
erivpatis  modniis  et  Intriciitis  notnlis,  effieiunt 
**— Htet.  Anglic.  Script  page  1075.  I  should  not 
tit  thU  error  worth  reiiiarklnp,  but  that  the  com- 
Dissertation  on  the  Harp,  prefixed  to  Mr.  Bunt- 
orli,  has  adopted  it  Implicitly. 
Itch  lay  claim  to  some  of  our  best  airs,  bat  there 
raits  of  diflerenee  between  their  melodies  and 
bfld  formerly  the  snme  passion  for  robbing  us  of 
and  the  learned  Dempster  was  for  this  oflTence 
;  Aiint  Stealer.**  It  must  have  been  some  Irish- 
ose,  who,  by  way  of  reprisal,  stole  Dempster's 


difficult  to  conceive  anterior  to  the  dawn  of  modem 
improvement ;  and  that  I  would  by  no  meant  inval- 
idate the  claims  of  Ireland  to  as  eariy  a  rank  in  the 
annals  of  minstrelsy,  as  the  most  zealous  antkjuary 
may  be  inclined  to  allow  her.  In  addition,  indeed, 
to  the  power  which  music  must  always  have  pos- 
sessed over  the  minds  of  a  people  so  ardent  and  sus- 
ceptible, the  stimulus  of  persecution  was  not  want- 
ing to  quicken  our  taste  into  enthusiasm ;  the  charms 
of  song  were  ennobled  with  the  glories  of  martyrdom, 
and  the  acts  against  minstrels,  in  the  reigns  of  Henry 
VIII.  and  Elizabeth,  were  as  successful,  I  doubt  not, 
in  making  my  countrymen  musicians,  as  the  penal 
laws  have  been  in  keeping  them  Catholics. 

With  respect  to  the  verses  wliich  I  have  written 
for  these  melodies,  as  they  are  inteisded  rather  to 
be  sung  than  read,  I  can  answer  for  their  soimd 
with  somewhat  more  confidence  than  for  iheir 
sense.  Yet  it  would  be  affectation  to  deny  that  I 
have  given  much  attention  to  the  task,  and  that  it 
is  not  through  any  want  of  zeal  or  industry,  if  I  un- 
fortunately disgrace  the  sweet  urs  of  my  coimtry  by 
poetry  altogether  unworthy  of  their  taste,  their  en- 
orgy,  and  their  tenderness. 

Though  the  himible  nature  of  my  contributions 
to  this  work  may  exempt  them  from  the  rigors  of 
literary  criticism,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that 
those  touches  of  political  feeling,  those  tones  of 
national  complaint,  in  which  the  poetry  sometimes 
sympathizes  with  the  music,  would  be  suffered  to 
pass  without  censure  or  alarm.  It  has  been  accord- 
ingly  said,  that  the  tendency  of  this  publication  is 
mischievous,*  and  that  I  have  chosen  these  airs  but 
as  a  vehicle  of  dangerous  politics, — as  fair  and  pre- 
cious vessels,  (to  borrow  an  image  of  St  Augustine,*) 
from  which  the  wine  of  error  might  be  adminis- 
tered To  those  who  identify  nationality  with 
treason,  and  who  see,  in  every  effort  for  Ireland, 
a  system  of  hostility  towards  England, — to  those, 


beautiful  wife  firom  him  at  Pisa. — See  this  anecdote  in  the 
Pinaeotkeen  of  Erythneus,  part  1.  page  35. 

I  Among  other  false  refinements  of  the  art,  oar  music 
(with  the  exception  perhaps  of  the  air  called  "  Mamma, 
Mamma,**  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  same  ludicrous  de- 
scription) has  avoided  thatpucrtl'^  mimicry  of  natural  noises, 
motions,  &C.,  which  disgraces  so  often  the  worlcs  of  even 
Handel  himself.  D*  Alembert  ought  to  have  had  better  taste 
thtn  to  become  the  patron  of  this  imitative  aflectatioo.— 
Ditcourt  Priliminaire  de  C Eneyclapidie.  The  itiader  may 
find  some  good  remarks  on  the  sabject  in  Avison  upon  Mu- 
sical Expression ;  a  work  which,  tho  igh  under  the  name  of 
Avison,  was  written,  it  is  said,  by  Dr.  Brown. 

s  Virgil,  iEneid,  lib.  vl.  verse  S04. 

4  See  Letters,  under  the  signatures  of  Timcus.  &c..  In  the 
Morning  Post,  PUoU  and  other  papers. 

**'Non  accuso  verba,  quasi  vasa  electa  atque  prctloea: 
sed  vinum  errurls  quod  cum  els  nobis  proplnatur.** — Lib.  L 
Confess,  chap.  xvl. 
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too,  who,  nursed  in  the  gloom  of  prejudice,  are 
alarmed  by  the  faintest  gleam  of  liberality  that 
threatens  to  disturb  their  darkness, — like  that  Demo- 
phon  of  old,  who,  when  the  sun  shone  upon  him, 
shivered,' — to  such  men  I  shall  not  condescend  to 
offer  an  apologry  for  the  too  great  warmth  of  any 
political  sentiment  which  may  occur  in  the  course 
of  these  pages.  But  as  there  are  many,  among  the 
more  wise  and  tolerant,  wiio,  with  feeling  enough  to 
mourn  over  the  wrongs  of  theu"  country,  and  sense 
enough  to  perceive  all  the  danger  of  not  redressing 
them,  may  yet  be  of  opinion  that  alluaons,  in  the 
least  degree  inflammatory,  should  be  avoided  in  a 
publication  of  this  popular  descriptiou — I  beg  of  these 
respected  persons  to  believe,  tliat  there  is  no  one  who 
more  sincerely  deprecates  tlian  I  do,  any  appeal  to 
the  passions  of  an  ignorant  and  angry  multitude ; 
but  that  it  is  not  through  that  gross  and  inflammable 
region  of  society,  a  work  of  this  nature  could  ever 
have  been  intended  to  circulate.  It  looks  much 
higher  for  its  audience  and  readers, — it  is  found 
upon  the  piano-fortes  of  the  rich  and  the  educa- 
ted,—of  those  who  can  afford  to  have  their  na- 
tional zeal  a  little  stimulated,  without  exciting  much 
dread  of  the  excesses  into  which  it  may  hurry 
them ;  and  of  many  whose  nerves  may  be,  now  and 
then,  alarmed  with  advantage,  as  much  more  is  to 
be  gained  by  their  fears,  than  could  ever  be  expect- 
ed from  their  justice. 

Having  thus  adverted  to  the  principal  objection 
wliich  has  been  hitherto  made  to  the  poetical  part 
of  this  work,  allow  me  to  add  a  few  words  in  de- 
fence of  my  ingenious  coadjutor.  Sir  John  Steven- 
son, who  has  been  accused  of  having  spoiled  tlie 
simplicity  of  the  airs  by  the  chromatic  richness  of 
his  symphonies,  and  the  elaborate  variety  of  his 
harmonies.  We  might  cite  the  example  of  tlie 
admirable  Ilaydn,  wiio  has  sported  through  all  the 
mazes  of  musicul  science,  in  his  arraurrement  of 
the  sim]>lest  Scottisli  melodies;  but  it  appears  to 
me,  that  Sir  John  Stevenson  has  brought  to  this 
task  an  innate  and  national  feeling,  which  it  would 
be  vain  to  expect  from  a  foreigner,  however  tasteful 
or  judicious.  Through  many  of  his  own  composi- 
tions we  trace  a  vein  of  Irish  sentiment,  which 
points  him  out  as  peculiarly  suited  to  catch  the 
spirit  of  his  country's  music ;  and,  fur  from  agree- 
ing with  th(»e  fastidious  critics  wiio  think  that  his 
symphonies  have  notliing  kindred  witii  the  airs 
which  they  introduce,  I  would  say  that,  on  the 
contrary,  they  resemble,  in  general,  tlioso  illumi- 
nated  initials  of  old  manuscripts,  wliicli  are  of  the 


1  Thin  cnib!em  of  modem  bigots  was  head-bmler  {rpane- 
ioirotoi)  to  Alexander  the  Great.— S«r.  Empir.  Pyrrk. 
Hjfpotk.  Lib.  i. 


same  character  with  the  writing  which  foOowiy 
though  more  highly  colored  and  more  coriouriy  or- 
namented. 

In  those  airs  which  he  has  arranged  for  ywcm, 
his  skill  has  particularly  distinguished  itself^  aad* 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  that  a  single  mekkly 
most  naturally  expresses  the  language  of  feeGag 
and  passion,  yet  often,  when  a  favorite  strain  luli 
been  dismissed,  as  having  lost  its  charm  of  novdty 
for  the  ear,  it  returns,  in  a  harmonized  shape,  with 
new  claims  on  our  interest  and  attention ;  and  to 
those  who  study  the  delicate  artifices  of  com; 
the  consti  action  of  the  inner  parts  of  th 
must  afford,  I  think,  considerable  satisfactka. 
Every  voice  has  an  air  to  itself,  a  flowing  suoces* 
sion  of  notes,  which  might  be  heard  with  pleasm^ 
independently  of  the  rest ;— 00  artfully  iias  the  har- 
monist (if  I  may  thus  express  it)  gavetUd  the  mel- 
ody, distributing  an  equal  portion  of  its  sweetnea  to 
every  part 

If  your  Ladyship's  love  of  Music  were  not  ii«l 
known  to  mo,  I  should  not  have  hazarded  so  loof 
a  letter  upon  the  subject ;  but  as,  probably,  I  may 
have  presiuned  too  far  upon  your  partiality,  tbs 
best  revenge  you  now  can  take  is  to  write  me  jisfc 
as  long  a  letter  upon  Painting ;  and  I  proniiw  It 
attend  to  your  theory  of  the  art,  with  a  pleasus 
only  surpassed  by  that  which  I  have  so  ofteo  d»> 
rived  from  your  practice  of  it — May  the  mai 
which  such  talents  adorn,  continue  calm  as  it  ii 
bright,  and  happy  as  it  is  virtuous ! 

Believe  me,  your  Lad}'sfaip's 

Grateful  Friend  and  Servant, 

Tiioius  MoQii. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO   THE  FOURTH    NUMBEB. 

Tins  Number  of  the  Melodies  ought  to  have  ap- 
peared much  eariicr ;  and  the  writer  of  the  woidi 
is  ashamed  to  confess,  that  the  delay  of  its  publica- 
tion must  be  imputed  chiefly,  if  not  entirely,  to  himi 
He  finds  it  necessary  to  make  this  avowal,  not  ooly 
for  the  purpose  of  removing  all  blame  from  tlie  Pu^ 
lisher,  but  in  consequence  of  a  rumor  which  htt 
been  circulated  industriously  in  Dublin,  thai  tba 
Irisii  Government  had  interfered  to  prevent  the  coi* 
tinuance  of  the  Work. 

This  would  be,  indeed,  a  revival  of  Henry  thi 
Eighth*s  enactments  agauist  Minstrels,  and  it  h 
fluttering  to  find  that  so  much  unportance  ai  il* 


I 
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tachsd  to  our  compilation,  even  by  such  persons  as 
the  toTeutora  of  the  report  Bishop  Lowth,  it  is 
tnie,  was  of  opinion,  that  one  song,  like  the  Hymn 
to  Harmodius,  would  have  done  more  towards 
roaBing  the  spirit  of  the  Romans,  than  all  the  Piii- 
Jippici  of  Cicerow  But  we  live  in  wiser  and  less 
miMical  times ;  ballads  have  long  lost  their  revolu- 
tionary  powen,  and  we  question  if  even  a  "  Lilli- 
baHero**  would  produce  any  very  serious  conse- 
qtieneetf  at  p^ea^nt  It  is  needless,  therefore,  to  add, 
that  there  is  no  truth  in  the  report ;  and  we  trust 
thai  whatever  belief  it  obtained  was  founded  more 
upon  tlie  character  of  the  Government  than  of  the 
Work. 

T!.e  Ain  of  the  last  Number,  Uiough  full  of  ori> 
gioality  and   beauty,  were,  in  general,  perhaps,  «vX) 
curiously  selected  to  become  all  at  once  as  popular 
as,  we  think,  tliey  deserve  to  be.    The  public  are 
•pC  to  be  reserved  towards  new  acquaintances  in 
nuMie,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why 
many  modem  composers   uitroduce  none  but   old 
to  their  notice.     It  is,  indeed,  natural  that 
who  love  music  only  by  association,  should 
be  somewhat  slow  in  feeling  tlie  charms  of  a  new 
and  strange  melody  ;  while  those,  on  the  other  hand, 
who  have  a  quick  sensibility  for  this  enchanting  art, 
will  as  naturally  seek  and  enjoy  novelty,  because  4n 
I  every  variety  of  strain  they  find  a  fresh  combination 
i  ol  idean ;  and  the  sound  has  scarcely  reached  the 
I  ear,  before  the  heart  has  as  rapidly  rendered  it  into 
imager)'  and  sentiment     After  all,  however,  it  can- 
not be  denied  that  the  most  popular  of  our  National 
Airs  are  also  the  most  beautiful ;  and  it  has  been  our 
wish,  in  the  present  Number,  to  select  from  those 
Melodies  tinly  which  have  long  been  listened  to  and 
admired.     The  least  known  in  the  collection  is  the 
Air  cf  "  Loce*s   Young   Dream  i^"    but  it  will  be 
foand,    I    think,    one    of    those    easy  and  artless 
itnuigeni  whose  merit  tlio  heart  instantly  acknow- 

kdgesL 

T.  M 

Buy  Strttt,  St.  JamuU 
Kn.  1811. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  THE   FIFTH    NUUBER. 

It  is  bat  fair  to  those  who  take  an  interest  in  this 
Work,  to  state  Uiat  it  is  now  very  near  its  termi- 


j  >  AoMNif  tbcte  b  SaMvnui  DtditK  whif  h  I  have  been 

}  Wikcnii  only  withheld  from  nelectlnc  hy  the  diffidence  I  feel 

I  la  iwiilinf  npiin  the  sMnie  groaod  with  Mr.  Caniptiell,  whcMe 

J  baaatifhl  w^jrds  to  this  fine  Air  have  taken  too  strong  pos- 


nation,  and  that  the  Sixth  Nimiber,  which  shall 
speedily  appear,  will,  most  probably,  be  the  last  of 
the  series.  Three  volumes  will  then  have  been 
completed,  according  to  the  original  plan,  and  the 
Proprietors  desire  me  to  say  that  a  List  of  Sub- 
scribers will  be  published  with  the  concluding 
Number. 

It  is  not  so  much,  I  must  add,  from  a  want  of 
materials,  and  still  *css  from  any  abatement  of 
zeal,  or  industr}^  that  we  have  adopted  the  resolu- 
tion  of  bringing  our  task  to  a  close ;  but  we  feel 
so  proud,  still  more  for  our  country's  sake  than 
our  own,  of  the  general  interest  which  this  purely 
Irish  Work  has  excited,  and  so  anxious  lest  a  par- 
tide  of  that  interert  should  be  lost  by  too  long  a 
protraction  of  its  exietence,  that  we  think  it  wiser 
to  take  away  the  cup  from  the  lip,  while  its  flavor 
is  yet,  we  trust,  fresh  and  sweet,  than  to  risk  any 
further  trial  of  the  charm,  or  give  so  much  as  not 
to  leave  some  wish  for  mire  In  speaking  thus,  I 
allude  entirely  to  the  Airs,  which  are,  of  course, 
the  main  attraction  of  these  Voliunes ;  and  though 
we  have  still  a  great  many  popular  and  delightful 
Melodies  to  produce,'  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
we  should  soon  experience  considerable  difficulty 
in  equalling  the  richness  and  novelty  of  the  eariier 
numbers,  for  which,  as  we  had  the  choice  of  all 
before  us,  wa  naturally  selected  only  the  most  rare 
and  beautiful.  The  Poetry,  too,  would  bo  sure  to 
sympathize  with  the  decline  of  the  Music;  and, 
however  feebly  my  words  have  kept  pace  with  the 
excellence  of  the  Airs,  they  would  follow  their  fall' 
ing  qfff  I  fear,  with  wonderful  alacrity.  Both  pride 
and  prudence,  therefore,  counsel  us  to  come  to  a 
close,  while  yet  our  Work  is,  we  believe,  flourishing 
and  attractive,  and  thus,  in  the  imperial  attitude, 
"  stantea  mori"  before  we  incur  the  charge  either 
of  altering  for  the  worse,  or,  what  is  equally  unpar> 
donable,  continuing  too  long  the  same. 

We  beg  to  say,  however,  that  it  is  only  in  the 
event  of  our  failing  to  find  Airs  as  good  as  most 
of  thos>e  we  have  given,  that  we  mean  thus  to  an- 
ticipate the  natural  period  of  dissolution,  (like 
those  Indians  who,  when  their  relatives  become 
worn  out,  put  them  to  death  ;)  and  they  who  are 
desirous  of  retaxxling  this  Eutlianasia  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  cannot  better  eflect  their  wish  than  by 
contributing  to  our  collection, — not  what  are  called 
curious  Airs,  for  we  have  abundance  of  such,  and 
they  are,  in  general,  only  curious, — but  ony  real 
sweet  and  expressive  Songs  of  our  Coimtry,  which 


seftsion  of  aU  ears  and  hearts,  ftv  ne  to  think  of  foilowinf  In 
his  fnotstepb  with  any  tnceess.  I  suppoM,  however,  as  a 
matter  of  daty,  1  most  attempt  the  air  for  our  next  Num- 
ber. 
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either  chance  or  research  may  hare  brought  mio 
their  hands. 

T.  M. 

DtcembtTi  1813. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE   SIXTH   NUMBER. 

In  presenting  this  Sixth  Number  to  the  Public  as 
our  last,  and  bidding  adieu  to  the  Irish  Harp  forever, 
we  shall  not  answer  very  confidently  for  the  strength 
of  our  resolution,  nor  feel  quite  sure  that  it  may  not 
turn  out  to  be  one  of  those  eternal  farewells  which  a 
lover  takes  occasionally  of  his  mistress,  merely  to  en- 
hance, perhaps,  the  pleasure  of  their  next  meeting. 
Our  only  motive,  indeed,  for  discontinuing  the  Work 
was  a  fear  that  our  treasures  were  nearly  exhausted, 
and  a  natural  unwillingness  to  descend  to  the  gath- 
ering of  mere  seed-pearl,  after  the  really  precious 
gems  it  has  been  our  lot  to  string  together.  The 
announcement,  however,  of  this  intention,  in  our 
Fifth  Number,  has  excited  a  degree  of  anxiety  in 
the  lovers  of  Irish  Music,  not  only  pleasant  and  flat- 
tering, but  highly  useful  to  us ;  for  the  various  con- 
tributions we  have  received  in  consequence,  have 
eiuiched  our  collection  with  so  many  choice  and 
beautiful  Airs,  that  should  we  adhere  to  our  present 
resolution  of  publishing  no  more,  it  would  certainly 
furnish  an  iubtance  of  forbearance  unexampled  in  the 
history  of  poets  and  musicians.  To  one  gentleman 
in  particular,  who  has  been  for  many  years  resident 
in  England,  but  who  has  not  forgot,  among  his  va- 
rious pursuits,  either  the  language  or  the  melodies  of 
his  native  country,  we  beg  to  offer  our  beet  thanks 
for  the  many  interesting  communications  with  which 
he  has  favored  us.  We  trust  that  neither  he  nor 
any  other  of  our  kind  friends  will  relax  in  those  ef- 
forts by  which  we  have  been  so  cousideraUy  assisted ; 
for,  though  our  work  must  now  be  looked  upon  as 
defunct,  yet — as  Reaumur  found  out  the  art  of  ma- 
king the  cicada  sing  after  it  was  dead — it  is  just  pos- 
sible that  we  may,  some  time  or  other,  try  a  similar 
experiment  upon  the  Irish  Melodies. 

T.  M. 

Mayjield^  jfshhoumSt 
March,  1815. 


1  One  gentleman.  In  particular,  whose  name  I  shall  (beV 
liappy  in  being  allowed  to  nieotlon,  has  not  only  sent  as 
nearly  forty  ancient  airs,  but  has  conimunicnted  many  carl- 
ocs  flragmenu  of  Irish  poetry,  and  some  interesting  traditions 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE    SEVENTH  NUMBER. 

Had  I  consulted  only  my  own  judgment. 
Work  would  not  have  extended  beyond  the  8a 
Numbers  already  published ;  which  contmin  the  flow- 
er, perhaps,  of  our  national  melodies,  and  have  bov 
attained  a  rank  in  public  favor,  of  which  I  wooU 
not  willingly  risk  the  forfeiture,  by  degeaerathi^  n 
any  way,  from  those  merits  tliat  were  Its  sonrea 
Whatever  treasures  of  our  music  were  still  in  reservs^ 
(and  it  will  be  seen,  I  trust,  that  they  are  nnmerooi 
and  valuable,)  I  would  gladly  have  left  to  fnton 
poets  to  glean,  and,  with  the  ritual  worcb  **ti6t 
trado^  would  have  delivered  up  the  torch  into  other 
hands,  before  it  had  lost  much  of  its  light  m  my  owb. 
But  the  call  for  a  contmuance  of  the  work  has  bees, 
as  I  imderstand  from  the  PuUislier,  so  general,  and 
we  have  received  so  many  contributions  of  okl  and 
beautiful  airs,' — ^the  suppression  of  which,  for  the  ea- 
hancement  of  those  we  have  published,  would  tM 
much  resemble  the  yiAwj  of  the  Dutch  in  bominf 
their  spices,— that  I  have  been  pennaded,  though 
not  without  much  diffidence  in  my  soccess,  to  com- 
mence a  new  series  of  the  Irish  Melodiea. 

T.  M. 


DEDICATION 

TO 

THE  MARCHIONESS  OP  HEADFORT, 
niKnxKD 

TO  THK  TKNTII  KUMBBM. 

It  is  with  a  pleasure,  not  unmixed  with  melu- 
choly,  that  I  dedicate  the  last  Ntmiber  of  the  Inh 
Melodies  to  your  Ladyship ;  nor  can  I  have  aiy 
doubt  that  the  feelings  with  which  yon  receive  the 
tribute  will  be  of  the  same  mingled  and  saddened  tflMi 
To  you, — who,  though  but  little  beyond  the 
of  childhood  when  the  eariier  numbers  of  this 
appeared, — lent  the  aid  of  your  beautiful  voice, 
and,  even  then,  exquisite  feelmg  for  music,  to  tbs 
happy  circle  who  met,  to  sing  them  together,  mute 
your  father's  roof,  the  gratification,  whatever  it  may 
be,  which  this  hmnble  ofiering  brings,  cannot  hi 
otherwise  than  darkened  by  the  mournful  reflecCkiB, 


earrent  tn  the  eoaatry  when  he  ml<les,  lUastratsd  fey 
■ketches  of  the  roinaiitle  scenery  to  whkh  ihry  wfcr ;  aU  <f 
which,  though  loo  late  for  the  present  Nauiber,  will  be  if 
Infinite  service  to  nt  la  the  prosocatlon  tif  oar  task 
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any  of  the  Toicefl,  which  then  joined  with 
e  now  silent  in  deatli ! 

I  not  without  hope  that,  as  far  as  regards 
ce  and  spirit  d  the  Melodies,  you  wil]  find 
«ing  portion  of  the  work  not  unworthy  of 
as  preceded  it  The  Sixteen  Airs  of  which 
imber  and  the  Supplement  consists,  have 
lected  from  the  immense  mass  of  Irish  music, 
las  been  for  yean  past  accumulating  in  my 
and  it  was  from  a  desire  to  include  all  that 
id  most  worthy  of  preservat'on,  that  the  four 


supplementary  snngs,  which  il;IIow  this  Tenth  Num- 
ber, have  been  added 

Trusting  that  I  may  yet  again,  in  remembrance 
of  old  times,  hear  our  voices  together  in  some  of  the 
harmonized  airs  of  this  Volume,  I  have  the  honor  to 
subscribe  myself, 

Your  Ladyship's 

faithful  Friend  and  Servant, 

Thomas  Mooeb 

Sleperton  CbtUgt, 
Jlfay,  1834. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Cicero,  I  believe,  who  says,  "natvrd  ad  modoa 
tr;**  and  tlie  abuudance  of  wild,  indigenous 
lich  almost  every  country,  except  Giiglaud, 
»,  sufficiently  proves  the  truth  of  his  asser- 
Die  lovers  of  this  simple,  but  interesting  kind 
ic,  are  here  presented  with  the  first  number 
Uection,  which,  I  trust,  their  contributions  will 
us  to  cout'uiue.  A  pretty  air  without  words 
les  one  of  those  half  creatures  of  Plato,  which 
Kribed  as  wandering  in  search  of  the  re- 
r  of  themselves  through  the  world.  To  supply 
ler  half,  by  uniting  with  congenial  words  the 
fugitri'e  melodies  which  have  hitherto  had 
-or  only  snch  as  are  unintelligible  to,  the 
lity  of  their  hearers, — is  the  object  and  am- 
>f  the  present  work.  Neither  u  it  our  inten- 
oonfiue  ourselves  to  what  are  strictly  called 
al  Melodies,  but,  wherever  we  meet  with  a.iv 
'ing  and  beautiful  air,  to  which  poetry  has  not 
ngued  a  worthy  home,  we  siuJi  venture  to 
I  as  an  estray  swan,  and'  enrich  our  humble 

rene  with  its  song. 

•  •  •  •  • 

T  M. 
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A  TEMPLE  TO   FRIENDSHIP.* 

(SpAKitH  Air.; 


(( 


A  Temple  to  Friendship,"  said  Laura,  enchanted, 

**  ril  build  in  this  garden, — the  thought  is  divine !" 
Her  temple  was  built,  and  she  now  only  wanted 

An  image  of  Friendship  to  place  on  the  shrine. 
She  flow  to  a  sculptor,  who  set  down  before  her 

A  Friendship,  the  fairest  his  art  could  invent ; 
But  so  cold  and  so  dull,  that  the  youthful  adorer 

Saw  plainly  tliis  was  not  the  idol  she  meant 

"  Oh !    never,"  she  cried,  "  could  I  think  of  en- 
shrining 
**  An  image,  whose  looks  are  so  joyless  and  dim ; — 
*'  But  yon  little  god,  upon  roses  reclining, 

"  WeUl  make,  if  yon  please,  Sir,  a  Friendship  of 
him." 
So  the  bargain  was  struck ;  with  the  little  god  laden 
She  joyfully  flew  to  her  shrine  in  the  grove : 
Farewell,"  said  the  sculptor,  '*  you're  not  the  first 

maiden 
"  Who  came  but  for  Friendship  uid  took  away 
Love." 


I  The  thoQght  U  takea  (Wmb  a  toog  by  Le  rnev,  eallsd 
•*  La  Statue  de  t  AmiUe.** 


<( 
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FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVER. 

(PoaTCovKSK  Aia.) 

Flow  on,  thou  shining  river ; 

But,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea, 
Seek  Ella's  bower,  and  give  her 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o*er  thee. 
And  tell  her  thus,  if  she'll  be  mine. 

The  current  of  our  lives  shall  be, 
With  joys  along  tlieir  course  to  shine. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 

But  if,  in  wand'ring  thither. 

Thou  flnd'st  she  mocks  my  prayer. 
Then  leave  those  wreaths  to  wither 

Upon  the  cold  bank  there  ; 
Aiid  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o*er. 

Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  by  upon  life*s  weedy  shore, 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 


ALL  THATS  BRIGHT  IV.UST  FADE. 
(Insxam  Air.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made, 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 
Stars  that  shine  and  fall  ;>— 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing ; — 
These,  alas !  are  types  of  ail 

To  which  our  hearts  are  cUnging. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade. — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest , 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 


Who  would  seek  or  prize 

Delights  that  end  in  aching  1 
Who  would  trust  to  ties 

That  every  hour  are  breaking  7 
Better  far  to  be 

In  utter  darkness  lying, 
Thau  to  be  bless'd  with  light  and 

That  light  forever  flying. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade,^ 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

Bu<  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 


SO  WARMLY  WE  MET. 

(HVNOARIAX  A»  ) 

So  warmly  we  met  and  so  fondly  we  parted, 

That  which  was  the  tweeter  ev*n  I  oodd 
tell,— 
That  first  look  of  welcome  her  sunny  eyes  chilt 

Or  that  tear  of  passion,  which  bleas'd  oor  I 
well. 
To  meet  was  &  heaven,  and  to  part  thns  anodM 

Our  joy  and  our  sorrow  seem'd  rivab  in  bliv ; 
Oh !  Cupid's  two  eyes  ve  not  liker  each  other 

In  smiles  and  in  tepos,  ^iian  that  moment  to  li 

The    first  was  like  daybreak,  new,  soddeOt  i 
cious, — 
The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  op  ft 
The  last  like  the  farewell  of  daylight,  more  pnd 
More  glowing  and  deep,  as  'tis  nearer  its  set 
Our  meeting,  though  happy,  was  tinged  by  a  sa 
To  think  that  such  happiness  could  not  reoitii 
While  our  parting,  though  sad,  gave  a  hope  thil 
morrow 
Would  bring  back  the  blees'd  hour  of  niM 
again. 


THOSE   EVENING   BELLS. 
(Air.— Thk  Bklls  op  St.  PrrcatBuaoH.) 

Those  evening  bells !  those  evening  belli! 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells. 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  tima^ 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime. 

Those  joyous  hours  are  pose^d  away ; 
And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay, 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells, 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bella 

And  so  'twill  be  when  I  am  gone ; 
That  tuneful  peal  will  stiU  ring  on, 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  delk. 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  befli. 
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)ULD  THOSE  FOND  HOPES. 
(PosTvoustK  An.) 

ose  fond  hopes  e*er  forsake  thee,' 
low  80  sweetly  thy  heart  employ ; 
cold  world  come  to  wake  thee 
I  thy  vunons  of  youth  and  joy ; 
e   gay  friends,  for  whom  thou  wouldst 
ish 

o  once  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own, 
iring  birds,  falsely  vanish, 
ire  thy  winter  unheeded  and  lone ; — 

len  that  he  thou  hast  slighted 
:ome  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seemM  o*er ; 
;ruant,  lost  and  blighted, 
0  his  bosom  be  taken  once  more, 
lear  Inrd  we  both  can  remember, 
t  us  while  summer  shone  round, 
chiird  by  bleak  December, 
iireshold  a  welcome  still  found. 


SON,  FOLLY,  AND  BEAUTY. 

(Itauan  Air.) 

id  Folly,  and  Beauty,  they  say, 
party  of  pleasure  one  day : 
oily  play'd 
LTound  the  maid, 
if  his  cap  rung  merrily  out ; 
Vhile  Reason  took 
'o  his  sermon-book— 
1  was  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt, 
I  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubL 

\o  likes  to  be  thought  very  sage, 
a  moment  to  Reason's  dull  page, 
^Ul  Folly  said, 

Look  here,  sweot  muid  I'* — 
)f  his  cap  brought  her  buck  to  herself; 
V'hile  Reason  n.ad 
lis  leaves  of  lead, 
le  to  mind  him,  poor  sen»*>ble  elf  I 
le  to  mind  him,  {>oor  scnsi  >le  elf ! 

«on  grew  jealous  of  Folly's  gay  cap ; 
it  OB,  he  her  heart  might  entrap^ 

one  of  the  many  Instances  among  my  lyrical 
ogh  the  above,  it  mast  be  owned,  to  an  extreme 


"  There  it  is,»' 

Quoth  FoUy,  «  old  quiz !" 
(Folly  was  always  good-natured,  'tis  said,) 

"  Under  the  sun 

"  There's  no  such  fun, 
**  As  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head, 
"  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head  !" 

But  Reason  the  head-dress  so  awkwardly  wore, 
That  Beauty  now  liked  him  stiU  less  tliau  before ; 

Wiiile  Folly  took 

Old  Reason^s  book. 
And  twisted  the  leaves  in  a  cap  of  such  ton, 

That  Beauty  vow*d 

(Though  not  aloud,) 
She  liked  him  still  better  in  that  than  h»  own, 
Yes, — liked  him  sHIl  better  in  that  than  his  own. 


FARE  THEE  WELL,  THOU  LOVELY  ONE 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one  ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more 
Once  his  soul  of  tnith  is  gone, 

Love*s  sweet  life  is  o'er. 
Thy  words,  whate'er  their  flatt'ring  spell. 

Could  scarce  have  thus  deceived ; 
But  eyes  that  acted  truth  so  well 

Were  sure  to  be  believed. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more  ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone. 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 

Yet  those  eyes  look  constant  still. 

True  as  stars  they  keep  their  light ; 
Still  those  checks  their  pledge  fulfil 

Of  blushing  always  bright. 
'Tis  only  on  thy  changeful  heart 

The  blame  of  falsehood  lies  ; 
Love  lives  in  every  other  part. 

But  there,  alas !  he  dies. 
Thpii,  fare  thee  weli,  thju  lovely  one  i 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 


case.— whftre  the  metre  has  been  necessarily  sacrificed 
the  ttmctare  of  the  air 
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DOST  THOU  REMEMBER. 

(PORTCOUrtK  A».) 

VovT  thou  remember  that  place  so  lonely, 
A  place  for  lovers,  and  lovers  only, 

Where  first  I  told  thee  all  my  secret  sighs  7 
When,  as  the  moonbeam,  that  trembled  o*er  thee, 
niumed  thy  blushes,  I  knelt  before  thee, 

And  read  my  hope*s  sweet  triumph  in  those  eyes? 
Then,  then,  while  closely  heart  was  drawn  to  heart. 
Love  bound  us — never,  never  more  to  part ! 

And  when  I  callM  thee  by  names  the  dearest* 
That  love  could  fancy,  the  fondest,  nearest, — 

**  My  life,  my  only  life  !"  among  the  rest ; 
In  those  sweet  accents  that  still  enthral  me, 
Thou  saidst,  "  Ah  !  wherefore  thy  life  thus  call  me  7 

**  Thy  soul,  thy  soul's  tlie  name  that  I  love  best ; 
**  For  life  soon  passes, — ^but  how  bless'd  to  be 
"  That  Soul  which  never,  never  parts  from  thee !" 


OH,  COME  TO  ME  WHEN  DAYUGHT 

SETS. 

(VcNKTiAic  Air.) 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 
When  Mirth's  awake,  and  Love  begins, 

Beneath  that  glancing  ray. 
With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins. 

To  steal  young  hearts  away. 
Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  th^n  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

0*er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  then's  the  hour  for  those  who  love, 

Sweet !  like  thee  and  me  ; 
When  alPs  so  calm  below,  above, 

In  heav'n  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcarolles* 

And  Echo  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  eare  and  souls 

Should  love  and  listen  then. 

>  Tho  thought  In  this  verse  U  borrowed  flrom  the  origlual 
Purtuguese  uords. 
*  BsrcaniUes,  surte  de  cbanaon*  en  langne  VAnltienne,  que 


So,  come  to  me  when  daylight  tets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  iwa 


OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGH1 

(SCOTCJI  A».) 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  him  bound  mo» 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears, 
Of  boyhood's  yean, 
The  w^ords  of  love  then  spoken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone, 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  hath  bound  ma^ 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  liuk'd  together, 
I've  seen. around  me  fall. 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather ; 
I  feel  like  one. 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled. 
Whose  garland's  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me^ 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


HARK !  THE  VESPER  HYMN  IS  ff 

INa 

(RUMLUI  AlK.) 

Hark  !  the  vesper  hymn  m  stealing 
O'er  tlie  watefs  soft  and  cIoat  ; 

ehantent  let  gonddlers  4  VeDiae.~/t«««#Ms,  JM 
d9  Musipu, 
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Ndaier  yet  and  nearar  pealinjr, 

s 

And  now  burets  upon  the  ear: 

THERE  COMES  A  TIME. 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

(Gkkman  Air.) 

Farther  now,  now  farther  stealing. 

Soft  it  fades  upon  the  ear : 

TnvRK  comes  a  time,  a  dreary  thne, 

JubHate,  Amen. 

To  him  whose  heart  hath  flown 

0*er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  primft, 

Now,  like  moonlight  waves  retreating 

And  made  each  flower  its  own. 

To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 

'Tis  when  his  soul  roust  first  renounce 

Now,  like  angry  surges  meeting. 

Those  dreams  so  bright,  so  fond  ; 

Breaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song : 

Oh !  then*s  the  time  to  die  at  once, 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

For  life  has  naught  beyond. 

Hush !  again,  like  waves,  retreating 

To  the  shore,  it  dies  along : 

When  sets  the  sim  on  Afric's  shore. 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

That  instant  all  is  night ; 

And  so  should  life  at  once  be  o'er. 

When  Love  withdraws  his  light ; — 
Nor,  like  our  northern  day,  gleam  on 

LOVE  AND  HOPE. 

Through  twilight's  dim  delay, 

The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone, 

(Switfl  Aim.) 

Of  fire  long  pass'd  away. 

Vt  mom,  beside  yon  summer  sea. 

Young  Hope  and  Love  reclined; 
Sat  scarce  had  noontide  come,  when  he 

nto  his  bark  leaped  smilingly. 

And  left  poor  Hope  behind. 

MY  HARP  HAS  ONE  UNCIUNGING 

THEME. 

'  I  go,"  said  Love,  **  to  sail  awhile 

(Swedish  Aim.) 

♦•  Across  this  sunny  main  ;** 

Uid  then  so  sweet  his  parting  smile, 

My  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme, 

rhat  Hope,  who  never  dream'd  of  guile, 

Ouo  strain  that  still  comes  o'er 

Believed  he  d  come  .again. 

Its  languid  chord,  as  'twere  a  dream 

Of  joy  that's  now  no  more. 

?he  lingered  there  till  evening's  beam 

In  vain  I  try,  with  livelier  air, 

Along  the  watere  lay  ; 

To  wake  the  breathing  string ; 

^d  o*er  the  sands,  in  thoughtful  dream, 

That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

Dft  traced  his  name,  which  still  tl«e  stream 

Aud  saddens  all  I  sing. 

As  often  washed  away. 

• 

Breathe  on,  breathe  ou,  thou  languid  strain. 

\i  length  a  sail  appears  in  sight, 

Henceforth  be  all  my  own  ; 

And  tow'rd  the  maiden  moves! 

Though  tliou  art  oft  tio  full  of  pain 

Tis  Wealth  that  comes,  and  gay  and  bright, 

Few  hearts  can  bear  tliy  tone. 

:ijs  golden  bark  reflecbi  the  light. 

Yet  oft  tiiou'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh. 

But  ah !  it  is  not  Lore's. 

The  breath  tiiat  Pleutcure's  wings 

Gave  out,  when  last  they  wantou'd  by, 

Another  sail — 'twas  Friendship  show'd 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 

Her  niglit-lamp  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Lnd  calm  the  light  that  lamp  bestowed ; 

)ut  Love  had  lights  that  warmer  glow'd, 

Aud  where,  alas !  was  he  7 

OH,  NO— NOT  EV'N  WHEN    FIRST    WE 

iow  fast  around  the  sea  and  shore 

LOVED. 

Night  threw  her  darkling  chain ; 

(CAflUMBRiAic  Air.) 

rhe  sunny  sails  were  seen  no  more, 

Iope*s  morning  dreams  of  bliss  were  o'er, — 

Oh,  no — not  ev'n  when  first  we  loved, 

Love  never  came  again. 

Wert  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  Art ; 

1 
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Thy  beaut}'  then  my  sens^  moved, 
But  now  thy  virtues  bind  my  heart 

What  was  but  Passion's  sig^h  before, 
Has  since  been  tumM  to  Reason's  vow  ; 

i\nd,  though  I  tiien  might  love  thee  ffiors, 
TruFt  me,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

Although  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire, 
Beliovo  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire. 
The  flume  uow  warms  my  iniyost  core, 

That  then  but  sparkled  o'er  my  brow, 
And,  tiiough  I  seemed  to  love  thee  more, 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 


PEACE  BE  AROUND  THEE. 

(Scotch  AiilA 

Pbacb  be  around  thee,  wherever  thou  revest ; 

May  life  be  for  thee  one  summer's  day, 
And  all  that  thou  wishcst  Mid  all  that  thou  loyest. 

Come  smiling  around  tliy  sunny  way ! 
If  sorrow  e'er  this  calm  should  break. 

May  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly. 
Like  spring-showers,  they'll  only  make 

The  smiles  that  follow  sh'me  more  brightly 

May  Time,  wl;o  sheds  his  blight  o'er  all. 

And  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death, 
O'er  thee  let  years  so  gently  fall. 

They  siiall  not  crush  one  flower  beneath 
As  half  in  shade  and  half  in  sun 

Tiiis  world  along  its  path  advances, 
May  that  side  the  sun's  upon 

Bo  ail  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glances  I 


COMMON  SENSE  AND  GENIUS 
(Frekch  Air.) 

W'iriLR  I  t'jucli  the  string. 

Wreath  my  brows  with  laurel. 
For  the  tale  I  sing 

Has,  for  once,  a  moral. 
Common  Sense,  one  night, 

Though  not  usetl  to  gambols, 
Went  out  by  moonlight. 

With  Genius,  on  his  ramb  en. 
While  I  touch  the  string, 


Common  Sense  went  on. 

Many  wise  things  saying  ; 
While  the  light  Uiat  shone 

Soon  set  Genius  straying 
One  his  eye  ne'er  raised 

From  the  path  before  him ; 
Toother  idly  gazed 

On  each  uight-clond  o'er  liim 
Wtiiie  I  touch  the  string,  &c 

So  they  came,  at  last. 

To  a  shady  river ; 
Common  Sense  soon  pass'd, 

Safe,  as  he  doth  ever ; 
While  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  Heaven  that  minute. 
Never  saw  the  brook, 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it ! 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &c 

How  the  Wise  One  smiled. 

When  safe  o'er  the  torrent. 
At  that  youth,  so  wild. 

Dripping  from  the  current ! 
Sense  went  home  to  bed  ; 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 
On  the  bank,  'tis  said, 

Died  of  that  cold  river ! 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &e 


THEN,  FARE  THEE  WELL. 
(Old  Ehqlisr  Air.) 

TnRN,  faro  thee  well,  my  own  dear  kn$ 

Tliis  worid  has  now  for  us 
No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 

The  pain  of  parting  thus, 
Dear  love ! 

The  pain  of  parting  thus.       • 

Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  met. 
Some  few  short  hours  of  Uise, 

We  might,  in  numb'ring  them,  forget 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  thisy 

Dear  love ! 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

But  no,  alas,  we've  never  seen 
One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray. 

But  sUU  there  came  some  cloud  betweeoi 
And  chased  it  oil  away, 

Dear  love! 
And  chaeed  it  all  away 
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Yet,  er'n  could  those  sad  moments  last. 

Far  dearer  to  my  heart 
Were  hours  of  grief,  together  pass*d, 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart, 
Dear  love ! 

Thau  years  of  mirth  apart 

Farewell !  our  hope  was  bom  in  fears, 
And  nursed  'mid  vain  regrets ; 

[ike  winter  suns,  it  rose  in  tears. 
Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 

Dear  love ! 
Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 


GAYLY  SOUNDS  THE  CASTAJ^ET 

(MALTKtK  A».) 

Gatlt  sounds  the  eastanet. 

Beating  time  to  bounding  feet. 
When,  after  daylight's  golden  set. 

Maids  and  youths  by  moonlight  meet 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  move 

Through  all  that  maze  of  mirth. 
Led  by  light  from  eyes  we  love 

Beyond  all  eyes  on  earth. 

Then,  the  joyous  banquet  spread 

On  tlie  cool  and  fragrant  ground, 
With  heav*n*8  bright  sparklers  overhead, 

And  still  brighter  sparkling  round. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 

Into  some  loved  one's  ear. 
Thoughts  reserved  through  many  a  dby 

To  be  thus  whisper'd  here. 

\Vhen  the  dance  and  feast  are  done, 

Arm  ir  arm  as  home  we  stray. 
How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  sun 

O'er  her  cheek's  warm  blushes  play  I 
Then,  too,  the  farewell  kis»— • 

The  words,  whose  parting  tone 
Lingers  still  in  dreams  of  bliss. 

That  haunt  young  hearts  alone. 


LOVE  IS  A  HUNTER-BOY. 

(LA!fOUKX>OtlAN  AlS  ) 

Ix>vE  is  a  hunter-boy, 

Wlio  makes  young  hearts  his  prey ; 
And,  in  his  nets  of  joy. 

Ensnares  them  night  and  day. 


In  vain  conceai'd  they  lie — 
Love  tracks  them  everywhere ; 

In  vain  aloft  they  fly — 

Love  shoots  them  flying  there. 

But  'tis  his  joy  most  sweet. 

At  eariy  dawn  to  trace 
The  print  of  Beauty's  feet, 

And  give  the  trembler  chaso. 
And  if,  through  virgin  snow. 

He  tracks  her  footsteps  fair. 
How  sweet  for  Love  to  know 

None  went  before  him  there. 


COME,  CHASE  THAT  STARTING  TEAR 

AWAY. 

(Frkmch  Air.) 

Come,  chase  tliat  starting  tear  away. 

Ere  mine  to  meet  it  springs ; 
To-night,  at  least,  to-night  be  gay, 

Whate'er  to-morrow  brings. 
Like  sunset  gleams,  that  linger  late 

When  all  is  dark'ning  fast, 
Are  hours  like  these  we  snatch  from  Fat»— 

The  brightest,  and  the  last 

Then,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &c 

To  gild  the  decp'ning  gloom,  if  Heaven 

But  one  bright  hour  allow, 
Oh,  think  that  one  briglit  hour  is  given 

In  all  its  splendor,  now. 
Let*8  live  it  out — then  sink  in  night. 

Like  waves  that  from  the  shore 
One  minute  swell,  are  touch'd  with  light, 

Then  lost  for  evermore ! 

Come,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &.C 


JOYS  OF  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETING ! 

(POKTUOCKSK  A».) 

Wiiisf'rixgs,  heard  by  wakeful  maids. 
To  whom  the  night-stars  guide  us ; 
Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  tS^des, 
With  those  we  love  beside  of 
Hearts  beating. 
At  meeting ; 
Tears  starling. 
At  parting ; 
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Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  soon  it  fades ! 
Sweet  joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting ! 

Wand'rings  far  away  from  home. 

With  life  all  new  before  us ; 
Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  come. 
From  hearts  whose  prayers  watch'd  o*er  us. 
Tears  starting. 
At  parting ; 
Hearts  beating, 
At  meeting ; 
Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some ! 
To  some,  bow  bright  and  fleeting ! 


HEAR  ME  BUT  ONCE. 

(French  Air.) 

Hear  me  but  once,  while  o*er  the  grave. 
In  which  our  Love  lies  cold  and  dead, 

I  count  each  flatt*ring  hope  he  gave 
Of  joys,  now  lost,  and  charms  now  fled. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  smile  he  wore, 
When  first  we  met,  would  fade  away? 

Or  that  a  chill  would  e*er  come  o*er 

Those  eyes  so  bright  through  many  a  day  7 
Hear  me  but  once,  &c 


WHEN  LOVE  WAS  A  CfflLD. 

(Swedish  Air.) 

When  Love  was  a  child,  and  went  idling  round, 
'Mong  flowers,  the  whole  summer's  day, 

One  mom  in  the  valley  a  bower  he  found. 
So  sweet,  it  allured  him  to  stay. 

Overhead,  from  the  trees,  hung  a  garland  fair, 

A  fountain  ran  darkly  beneath  ; — 
*Twaft  Pleasure  had  hung  up  the  flow'rcts  there ; 

Love  knew  it,  and  jump*d  at  the  wreatli. 

But  T^ove  didnH  know — and,  at  hi9  weak  years. 
What  urchin  was  likely  to  know  ? — 

That  Sorrow  had  made  of  her  o^^ni  salt  tears 
The  fountain  that  murmured  below. 

Ho  caujlit  at  the  wreath — ^but  with  too  much  haste, 

As  boys  wheu  impatient  will  do- 
ll fell  in  those  waters  of  briny  taste. 

And  the  flowers  were  all  wet  through. 


This  garland  he  now  wears  night  and  day ; 

And,  though  it  all  sunny  appears 
With  Plea8ur«^*s  own  light,  each  leaf,  they  say, 

Still  tastes  ot  the  Fountain  of  Tears 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUR  SPORT  Til 

DAY? 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

Sav,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  T 

There's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air. 
Too  bright,  too  high,  too  wild,  too  gay, 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare ! 
'Tis  like  the  returning  bloom 

Of  those  days,  alas,  gone  by, 
When  I  loved,  each  hour — I  scarce  knew  wh^m 

And  was  bless'd — I  scarce  knew  why. 

Ay — those  were  days  when  life  had  wings, 

And  flew,  oh,  flew  so  wild  a  height. 
That,  like  the  lark  wliich  sunward  springs, 

'Twas  giddy  with  too  much  light. 
And,  tliough  of  some,  plumes  bereft. 

With  that  sun,  too,  ueariy  set, 
I've  enough  of  light  and  wing  still  left 

For  a  few  gay  soarings  yet 


BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREAMS. 

'    (Welsh  Air.) 

Bright  be  thy  dreams — may  all  thy  weeping 
Turn  into  smiles  while  thou  art  deeping. 
May  those  by  death  or  seas  removed. 
The  friends,  who  in  thy  spring-thne  knew  thte, 

All,  thou  hast  ever  prized  or  loved. 
In  dreams  come  smilmg  to  thee ! 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepest. 
Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thou  sleepest ; 
Still  as  she  was — no  charm  forgot— 
No  lustre  lost  that  life  had  given  ; 

Or,  if  changed,  but  changed  to  what 
Tliou'lt  find  her  yet  in  Heaven ! 
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GO,  THEN— TIS  VAIN. 

(SiCILXAR  AlS.) 

Go,  then — *iiB  vain  to  hover 

Thus  round  a  hope  that's  dead; 
At  length  my  dream  ie  ovur ; 

"Twai  tweet— 'twas  false— 'tis  fled ! 
Farewell !  since  naught  it  moves  thee, 

Such  truth  as  mine  to  see — 
Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee, 

Perhaps  more  bleasM  will  be. 


Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightneas 

New  life  around  me  shed ; 
Farewell,  false  heart,  whose  lightness 

Now  leaves  me  death  iuctead. 
Go,  now,  those  charms  surrender 

To  some  new  lover's  sigh — 
One  who,  though  far  leas  tender, 

May  be  moro  bless'd  than  L 


THE  CRYSTAL-HUNTERS 

(Swiat  Air.) 

O'kr  mountains  brigh 

With  snow  and  light, 
We  Crystal-HuntefB  speed  along ; 

While  rocks  and  caves, 

And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song ; 
And,  when  we  meet  with  store  of  gems. 
We  grudge  not  kings  their  diadems. 

0*er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light. 
We  Crystal-Hunteri  speed  along ; 

While  grots  and  caves, 

And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 

Not  half  so  oft  the  lover  dreams 
Of  sparkles  from  his  lady's  eyes. 

As  we  of  those  refreshing  gleanis 
That  tell  where  deep  the  crystal  lies ; 

Though,  next  to  crystal,  we  too  grant. 

That  ladies'  eyes  may  most  enchant 
0*er  mountains  bright,  Slc 

Sometimes,  when  on  the  Alpine  rose 
The  golden  sunset  leaves  its  ray. 

So  like  a  gem  the  flow'ret  glows. 
We  thither  bend  our  headlong  way; 


And,  though  we  find  no  treasure  thero, 
We  bless  the  rose  that  shines  so  fair. 
0*er  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light. 
We  Crystal -Hunters  speed  along ; 
While  rocks  and  caves. 
And  icy  waves. 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 


ROW  GENTLY  HERE. 

(VznmAA  An.) 

Row  gently  here, 

My  gondolier,' 
So  softly  wake  the  tide. 

That  not  an  ear. 

On  earth,  may  hear. 
But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 
Had  Heaven  but  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 

As  starry  eyes  to  see. 
Oh,  think  what  tales  'twould  have  to  teQ 
Of  wandering  youths  like  me ! 

Now  rest  thee  here. 

My  gondolier ; 
Hush,  hush,  for  up  I  go. 

To  climb  you  light 

BiiJcony*s  heicfht. 
While  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 
Ah !  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 

But  half  such  pains  as  we 
Take,  day  and  night,  for  woman*8  love, 
What  Angels  we  should  be ! 


OH.  DAYS  OF  YOUTIL 

(Frkncb  Air.) 

On,  days  of  youth  and  joy,  long  clouded. 

Why  thus  forever  haunt  my  view  ? 
When  in  the  grave  your  light  lay  shrouded, 

Why  did  not  Memory  die  tliere  too  7 
Vainly  doth  Hope  her  strain  now  sing  me. 

Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain — 
No,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 

One  joy  that  equals  youth's  sweet  pom. 

Dim  lies  the  way  to  death  before  me. 
Odd  winds  of  Time  blow  round  my  brow  ; 

Sunshine  of  youth  !  that  once  fell  o*er  me. 
Where  is  your  warmth,  your  glory  now  1 


i 


288 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


'Tin  not  that  then  no  pain  could  sting  me ; 

'Tis  not  that  now  no  joys  remain ; 
Oh,  Wa  that  life  no  more  can  bring  roe 

One  joy  so  sweet  as  that  worst  pain. 


WHEN  FIRST  THAT  SMILE. 

(Vkwktiam  AiE.) 

When  first  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  blessed  my 
siglit, 

Oh  what  a  vision  then  came  o*er  mo ! 
Long  years  of  love,  of  calm  and  pure  delight, 

Seem*d  in  that  smile  to  pass  before  me. 
Ne^er  did  the  peasant  dream  of  summer  skies, 

Of  golden  fruit,  and  harvests  springing. 
With  fonder  hope  than  I  of  tlioee  sweet  eyes. 

And  of  the  joy  tlieir  light  was  bringing. 

Where  now  are  all  those  fondly  promised  honn? 
Ah !  woman's  faith  is  like  her  brightness — 

Fading  as  fast  as  rainbows,  or  day-flowera, 
Or  aught  that's  known  for  grace  and  lightness. 

Short  as  the  Persian's  prayer,  at  close  of  day, 
Should  be  each  vow  of  Love's  repeating ; 

Quick  let  him  worship  Beauty's  precious  ray- 
Even  while  ho  kneels,  that  ray  is  fleeting ! 


PEACE  TO  THE  SLUMB'RERS ! 

(CATALoinAic  Air.) 

Peace  to  the  slumb'rersl 
They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 

With  no  shroud  to  cover  them ; 
The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 

Are  all  that  weep  over  them. 

Peace  to  the  slumb'ren ! 

Vain  was  their  brav'ry  I — 

The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay 

Across  the  wintry  river ; 

But  brave  hearts,  ouce  s>vept  away, 

Are  gone,  alas !  forever. 

Vaui  was  their  brav'ry  I 

Wo  to  tlie  conq'ror ! 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  thein 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us. 

Ere  wo  forget  the  deep  arrears 
Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us ! 
Wo  to  tlio  conq'ror ! 


WHEN  THOU  SHALT  WANDER 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

When  thou  shalt  wander  by  that  sweet  Vt^i 
We  used  to  gaze  on  so  many  an  eve, 

When  love  was  new  and  hope  was  bright, 
Ere  I  could  doubt  or  thou  deceive — 

Oh,  then,  rememb'ring  how  swift  went  by 

Those  hours  of  transport,  even  thov  mayEt  m^ 

Yes,  proud  one  !  even  thy  heart  may  own 
That  love  like  ours  was  far  too  sweet 

To  bo,  like  summer  garments,  tlirown 
Aside,  when  pass'd  the  sunmier's  heat ; 

And  wish  m  vain  to  know  again 

Such  days,  such  nights,  as  bleas'd  thee  tliea. 


WHO'LL  BUY  MY  LOVE-KNOTST 

(PoRTUocKSK  Air.) 

Hymen,  late,  his  love-knots  selling, 
Call'd  at  many  a  maiden's  dwelling, 
None  could  doubt,  who  saw  or  knew  them. 
Hymen's  call  was  welcome  to  them. 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots  ? 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots  T 
Soon  as  that  sweet  cry  resounded, 
How  his  baskets  were  surrounded  ! 

Maids,  who  now  first  dream'd  of  trying 
These  gay  knots  of  Hymen's  t^nng ; 
Dames,  who  long  had  sat  to  watch  him 
Passing  by,  but  ne'er  could  catch  him ; 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-kuots? 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-kuots  7" — 
All  at  that  sweet  cry  assembled ; 
Some  laugh'd,  some  blush'd,  and  some  trembled 

"  Here  are  knots,"  said  H^-meu,  taking 
Some  loose  flowers,  "  of  Love's  own  making; 
"  Here  are  gold  ones — you  may  trust  'em"— 
(These,  of  course,  fouud  ready  custom,) 

"  Come,  buy  my  love-knots ! 

**  Come,  buy  my  love-kuots ! 
"  Some  are  labell'd  *  Knots  to  tie  men — 
"  Love  the  maker — Bought  of  Hymen.'  " 

Scarce  their  bargains  were  completed. 
When  the  nymphs  all  cried,  "  We're  cheated ! 
"  See  these  flowers — tliey're  drooping  mdly ; 
"  Tliis  gai-knot,  too,  ties  but  badly— 
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io*d  bay  sach  lore-knots  7 

io*d  buy  Kicb  love-knoli? 

this  tie,  with  Love*B  name  round  it— 

sliam— He  never  bound  it** 

rho  saw  the  whole  proceedinjr, 

have  laugh'd,  but  for  good-breeding ; 

Did  Hymen,  who  was  used  to 

le  that  these  dames  gave  loose  to— 

ke  back  our  love-knots ! 

ke  back  our  love-knots  V* 

said,  *'  There*8  no  returning 

s  ou  Hymen's  hands — Good  morning  !** 


,  THE  DAVrS  FROM  HEAVEN. 

«  AlK  SCSO  AT  ROMK,  OR  CBSltTMAt  EtB.> 

the  dawn  from  Heaven  is  breaking 

O'er  oar  sight. 
Earth,  from  nn  awaking, 

Hails  the  light ! 
ihose  groups  of  angels,  winging 

From  the  realms  above, 
heir  brows,  from  Fden,  bnnging 

Wroaths  of  Hope  and  Love. 

:,  their  hynws  of  glory  pealing 

Through  tlie  air, 
lortal  ears  revealing 

Who  lies  there ! 
lat  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly, 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 
whose  home's  above, — the  Holy 

Ever  Holy  One ! 


NETS  AND  CAGES.' 

(SwKDitB  Ata.) 

listen  to  my  Rtory,  while 

'  needless  task  you  ply  ; 

it  I  sing  some  maids  will  smile, 

e  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh. 

I  Love*8  the  theme,  and  Wiadom  blames 

I  tlorid  songs  as  ouis, 

uth  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames, 

speak  her  thoughts  by  flowers. 

ted  by  the  following  remArk  of  Swift:— "The 
r  «o  few  mnrrknee*  are  hap[iy.  1$.  brcnnis  yoann 
d  itielr  time  In  mtiklng  nets,  not  in  making  cages.** 
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Then  listen,  maidi,  come  listen,  white 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply ; 
At  what  I  nig  there's  some  may  mil8» 

While  some,  perhaps,  wiU  sigh. 

Young  Cloe,  bent  on  catching  Loves, 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame, 
That  none,  in  all  our  vales  and  groves, 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game : 
But  gentle  Sue,  less  giv'n  to  roam. 

While  Cloo's  nets  were  taking 
Such  lots  of  Loves,  sat  still  at  home, 

One  little  Love-cage  making. 

Come,  listen,  maids,  6lc 

Much  Cloe  langh'd  at  Susan's  task ; 

But  mark  how  things  went  on : 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  could  ask 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone ! 
So  weak  poor  Cloe's  nets  were  wove. 

That,  Uiough  she  charm'd  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Love 

Was  able  to  break  through  them. 
Come,  listen,  maids,  Slc 

Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whoee  cage  was  wroqght 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  sever, 
One  Love  with  golden  pinions  caught. 

And  caged  him  there  forever ; 
Instructing,  thereby,  all  coquettes, 

Whate'er  theur  looks  or  ages. 
That,  though  'tis  pleasant  weaving  Nets, 

'Tis  wiser  to  moke  Cages. 

Thus,  maidens,  thus  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply*— 
May  all  who  hear  like  Susan  smile, 

And  not,  like  Cloe,  sigh ! 


WHEN  THROUGH  THE  PLA.ZETTA 

(Vknktiax  AlK.) 

WuKN  through  the  Fiazetta 

Night  breathes  her  cool  air. 
Then,  dearest  Ninetta, 

III  come  to  thee  there. 
Beneath  thy  mask  shrouded, 

1*11  know  thee  afar. 
As  Love  knows,  though  clouded. 

His  own  Evening  Star. 


/ 


In  garb,  then,  resembling 
Some  gay  gondolier. 
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ril  whisper  thee,  trembling, 
**  Our  bark,  love,  ie  near: 

"  Now,  now,  while  there  hover 
'*  Thoee  clouds  o*er  the  moon, 

"  'Twill  waft  thee  safe  over 
**  Yon  silent  Lagoon." 


GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM. 

(Sicilian  Aia.) 

Go,  now,  and  dream  o*er  that  joy  in  thy  slumber- 
Moments  BO  sweet  again.  ne*er  shalt  thou  number. 
Of  Paiu*s  bitter  draught  the  flavor  ne'er  flies. 
While  PleaBure*s  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 

That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so  splen- 
did. 
Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did~- 
But,  never  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  bum 
In  tliose  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 


TAKE  HENCE  THE  BOWL. 

(Nkapolitam  Air.) 

Take  hence  the  bowl ; — though  beaming 

Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone, 
3h,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 

Of  happy  days  now  gone. 
There,  in  its  clear  reflection. 

As  in  a  wizard's  glass. 
Lost  hopes  and  dead  afl*ection, 

Like  shades,  before  me  pass. 

Each  cup  I  drain  brings  hither 

Some  scenes  of  bliss  goue  by  f-^ 
Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither. 

Warm  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 
Till,  as  the  dream  conies  o'er  me 

Of  those  long-vanish'd  years, 
Alas,  the  wine  before  ne 

Seems  turning  all  to  tean  I 


FAREWELL,  THERESA! 

(Vkmctiam  AlK.) 

Farcwell,  Theresa !  yon  cloud  that  over 
Heaven's  pale  night-star  gath*ring  we  see. 

Will  scarce  from  that  pure  oib  have  pan'd,  tn\ 
lover 
Swift  o'er  the  wide  wave  shall  wander  fipon  fl 

Long,  like  tliat  dim  cloud,  I've  hung  anmnd  thM 

Dark'ning  thy  prospects,  sadd'ning  thy  brow; 

With  gay  heart,  'Theresa,  and  bright  cheek  I  fti 

tliee ; 

Oh,  think  how  changed,  love,  how  changed 

thou  now ! 

But  here  I  free  thee:  like  one  awaking 
From  fearful  slumber,  then  break*at  the  ipeBj 

'TIS  over — the  moon,  too,  her  bondage  is  kn 
ing— 
Past  are  the  dark  clouds ;  Theren«  lareweO ! 


HOW  OFT,  \VHEN  WATCHING  STAl 

(Savotakd  Ata.) 

Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow  pale, 

And  round  me  sleeps  tlie  moonlight  scene. 
To  hear  a  flute  through  yonder  vale 

I  from  my  casement  loan. 
*'  Come,  come,  my  love  !**  each  note  then  seen 

say, 
**  Oh,  come,  my  love  !  the  night  weaxs  fast  awi 
Never  to  mortal  ear 

Could  words,  though  warm  they  be. 
Speak  Passion's  language  half  so  clear 
As  do  thoee  notes  to  me ! 

Then  quick  my  own  light  lute  I  seek. 

And  strike  the  chords  with  loudest  swell ; 
And,  though  they  naught  to  others  speak. 

He  knows  their  language  weU. 
"  I  come,  my  love  f"  each  note  then  seems  to  i 
"  I  come,  my  love ! — thine,  thine  till  break  of  i 
Oh,  weak  the  power  of  words^ 

The  hues  of  painting  dim. 
Compared  to  what  those  simple  cfaordi 
Then  say  and  paint  to  him ! 
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HEX  THE  FIRST  SUMMER  BEE. 

(Gkkmav  Aw.) 

HEX  the  firet  summer  bee 

0*er  the  young  ron  shall  hover, 

Then,  like  that  gay  rover, 

ril  come  to  thee, 
lowers,  I  to  lips,  full  of  sweets  to  the  brim— ^ 
a  meeting,  what  a  meeting  for  me  and  for 
him! 
hen  the  first  summer  bee,  Slc. 

len,  to  every  bright  tree 
In  the  garden  he*ll  wander ; 
While  I,  oh,  much  fender, 

Will  stay  with  thee. 
:h  of  new  sweetness  through  thousands  he*ll 
run, 

[  find  the  sweetness  of  thoosands  in  one. 
len,  to  every  bright  tree,  &o 


OUGII  'TIS  ALL  BUT  A  DREAM. 

(Frbxch  Air.) 

locGH  'tis  all  but  a  dream  at  the  best. 
And  still,  when  happiest,  soonest  o'er, 
t.  even  in  a  dream,  to  be  bleas'd 
Is  so  sweet,  that  I  ask  for  no  more. 

The  bosom  that  opes 

With  earliest  hopes. 
The  sooner  finds  those  hopes  untrue ; 

As  flower*  that  first 

In  spring-time  burst 
The  eariiest  wither  too ! 

Ay — ^'tis  all  but  a  dream,  &e. 

lough  by  Friendship  we  ofl  are  deceived 
And  find  Love's  sunshine  soon  o'ercast, 
rt  Fricndsiiip  will  still  be  believed. 
And  Love  trusted  on  to  the  last 

The  web  *mong  the  leaves 

The  spider  weaves 
Is  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o*er  men ; 

Though  often  she  sees 

'TIS  broke  by  the  breeze. 
She  spins  the  bright  tissue  again. 

Ay — 'tis  all  but  a  dream,  Slc 


WHEN  THE  WINE-CUP  IS  SMILIN& 

(Itauam  Ata.) 

When  the  wine-cup  is  smiling  before  as. 
And  we  pledge  round  to  hearts  that  are  true,  boy, 
true,     . 

Then  the  sky  of  this  life  opens  o'er  us. 
And  Heaven  ghres  a  glimpse  of  its  blusk 

Talk  of  Adam  in  Eden  reclining. 
We  are  better,  far  better  off  thus,  boy,  thns ; 

For  him  but  tUHt  bright  eyes  were  shining- 
See,  what  numbers  are  sparkling  for  us . 

When  on  one  side  the  grape-juice  is  dandng. 

While  on  t'other  a  blue  eye  beams,  boy,  beams, 
*T]a  enough,  'twixt  tlie  wine  and  the  glancing. 

To  disturb  ev'n  a  saint  from  his  dreams. 
Yet,  though  life  like  a  river  b  flowing, 

I  care  not  how  fast  it  goes  on,  boy,  on. 
So  the  grape  on  its  bonk  is  still  growing. 

And  Love  lights  the  waves  as  they  run. 


^VHERE  SHALL  WE  BURY  OUR  SIDIMBI 

(NXAPOUTAS  AlK.) 

Whkrk  shall  we  bury  our  shame  7 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place, 
Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace  7 
Death  may  dissever  the  chain, 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gone ; 
But  the  dishonor,  the  stain. 

Die  as  we  may,  wiH  live  on. 

Was  it  for  this  we  sent  out 

Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore  7 
Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 

Thrill'd  to  the  worid's  very  core  7 
Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slaves  !^- 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead. 
Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves, 

Shudder,  as  o'er  you  we  tread  7 


NE'ER  TALK  OF  WISDOM'S  GLOOMY 

SCHOOLS. 

(MAnSATTA  Ata.) 

Ne'er  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools ; 
Give  me  the  sage  who's  able 


To  draw  fail  monl  tbooig^liti  and  ndei 
Frmd  the  rtady  «r  the  table;— 

Who  leanw  how  GghtJy,  flectlx  P*» 
Thk  world  mud  all  that's  m  it, 

Fron  tbe  buuipci  that  but  cnmram  }m  fbtH^ 
And  m  gone  again  next  nunate ! 


The  diamond  deep*  withm  tbe  inmey 

Thepeajl  beneath  the  water; 
While  Troth,  moie  precaooe,  dwelb  m 

The  grape's  own  rosy  dangfater. 
And  none  can  prize  her  charms  like 

Oh,  none  like  him  obtain  her. 
Who  thus  can,  like  Leander,  swim 

Throagh  sparkling  floods  to  gain  her ! 


HERE  SLEEPS  THE  BARD. 

(HlOBLAMD  AlB.) 

HcRS  sleeps  the  Bard  who  knew  so  weD 
An  the  sweet  windings  of  Apollo's  shell ; 
Whether  its  roosic  roU'd  tike  torrents  near. 
Or  died,  like  distant  streamlets,  on  the  ear. 
Sleep,  sleep,  mute  bard ;  alike  nnheeded  now 
The  storm  and  zeph3T  sweep  thy  lifeleos  brow  ;~- 
That  storm,  whose  rush  is  like  thy  martial  lay ; 
That  breeze  which,  like  thy  love-song,  dies  away ! 


THE  GAZKfJ.R 


Doer  tfaoQ  not 

TnnMigfa  1 
"Tis  my  Uy^s  %ht 

Tome  berlsvs 
AH  the  while  that 

Anmnd  hisdazk 
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DO  NOT  SAY  THAT  LIFE  IS  WANING. 

Do  not  say  that  life  is  waning, 
Or  that  Hope's  sweet  day  is  set ; 

While  I've  thee  and  love  remaining, 
Life  is  in  th'  horizon  yet 

Do  not  think  those  charms  are  flying. 
Though  thy  roses  fade  and  (all ; 

Beauty  hath  a  grace  undying, 
Which  iu  thee  survives  them  all. 

Not  for  charms,  the  newest,  brightest, 
That  on  other  cheeks  may  shine, 

Would  I  change  the  least,  the  slightest. 
That  is  lingering  now  o'er  thine. 


.  m  his  month  he  bens  a  wieatl^ 
My  fcne  bath  kmm'd  m  tyh^g; 
Oh,  what  tender  tboi^hti  beanth 
Those  silent  flowcnare  lyings- 
Hid  within  the  m jaiie  wtmIIv 
My  love  hath  ki^d  m  tyiiv! 

Welcome,  dear  gazeOe,  to  thee^ 
And  joy  to  her,  the  feirait. 

Who  thns  hath  bnathed  her  md  to 
In  every  leaf  thoa  bearest ; 

Welcome,  dear  gazeOe,  to  thee^ 
And  joy  to  her,  the  fiurast! 


HaO  ye  living,  ^leaking  flowen^ 
That  breathe  ol  her  who  boond  ye 

Oh,  'twas  not  in  fields,  or  bowen^ 
Tsrason  her  lipB,she  fband  yo; — 

Yea,  ye  blushing,  speaking  flowen^ 
'Twas  on  her  lips  she  famd  ye. 


NO— LEAVE  BTY  HEART  TO  REST. 

No — ^leave  my  heart  to  net,  if  xert  it  may. 
When  youth, imd  love,  and  hope,  have  paas'd  am; 
Couldst  thou,  when  smnmer  boon  are  fled, 
To  some  poor  leaf  that's  fall'n  and  dead, 
Bring  back  the  hue  it  wore,  the  scent  it  shed  7 
No — leave  this  heait  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  paae'd  away 


Oh,  had  I  met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright. 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  trawpxil  fight; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skies^ 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman*s  eyest 

When  wreck'd  and  lost  hb  bark  before  him  ties! 

No— leave  thb  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  H  may, 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  paas'd  away 
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WHERE  ARE  THE  VISIONS. 

• 

**  Whkrx  are  the  twoom  that  roimd  me  once  hover'd» 
"Fonns  that  shed  grace    from  their  shadowa 
alone; 

'  Lootsa  freeh  as  light  from  a  star  just  disoorer'd, 
"And  voices  that  Music  might  take  for  her  own?** 

Time,  whUe  I  qMxke,  with  his  wings  resting  o'er 
me,  • 

Heard  me  say,  *' Where  are  those  Tisions,  oh 
where  r 
And  pointhig  hii  wand  to  the  sunset  before  me, 
Said,  with  a  voice  like  the  hoIk>w  wind,  **  There." 

Fondly  I  look'd,  when  the  wizard  had  spoken. 
And  there,  mid  the  dim  sliining  ruins  of  day, 

Saw,  by  their  light,  like  a  taliaman  broken. 
The  last  golden  fragments  of  hope  melt  away. 


WIND  THY  HORN,  MY  HUNTER  BOY. 

WiKD  thy  horn,  my  banter  boy. 
And  leave  thy  lute's  inglorious  sighs ; 

Hunting  is  the  hero's  joy. 
Till  war  his  nobler  game  supplies. 

Hark !  the  hound-bells  ringing  sweet. 

While  hunters  shout,  and  the  woods  repeat, 

HiUi-ho !  HiUi-ho ! 

Wind  again  thy  cheerful  horn. 
Till  echo,  faint  with  answ'ring,  dies 

Bum,  bright  torches,  bum  till  mom. 
And  lead  us  where  the  wild  boar  lies. 

Hark    the  cry,  **  He's  found,  he's  found," 

Whilt  jill  and  valley  our  shouts  resound, 

UiUi-ho!  Hilli-ho 


OH,  GUARD  OUR  AFFECTION. 

Or,  gnard  our  affisction,  nor  e'er  let  it  feel 

The  bfight  that  this  world  o'er  tlie  warmest  will 

steal: 
While  tlie  faith  of  all  round  us  is  fading  or  past. 
Let  onis,  ever  green,  keep  its  bloom  to  tlie  last 

Far  safer  for  Love  'tis  to  wake  and  to  weep. 
As  be  need  in  his  prime,  than  go  smiling  to  sleep ; 
For  death  on  his  slumber,  cold  death  follows  fast, 
While  the  love  that  is  wakeful  lives  on  to  tlie  Uust. 


And  though,  as  Time  gathers  his  clouds  o'er  our 

bead, 
A  shade  somewhat  darker  o'er  life  they  may  spread, 
Transparent,  at  least,  be  the  shadow  they  cast, 
So  that  Love's  soften'd  light  may  shme  through  to 

the  last 


SLUMBER,  OH  SLUMBER. 

**  SLincBER,  oh  slumber ;  if  sleeping  thou  mak'st 
**  My  heart  beat  so  wUdly,  I'm  lost  if  thou  wak'st" 
Thus  sung  I  to  a  maiden. 

Who  slept  one  summer's  day, 
And,  like  a  flower  o'erladen 
With  too  much  sunshine,  lay. 

Slumber,  oh  slumber,  &c. 

"  Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  ye  winds,  o'er  her 

cheeks; 
"  If  mute  thus  she  charm  me,  I'm  lost  when  she 
speaks." 
Thus  sing  I,  while,  awakmg, 

She  murmuTB  words  that  seem 
As  if  her  lips  were  taking 

Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  &c 


BRING  THE  BRIGHT  GARLANDS 
HITHER. 

Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither. 

Ere  yet  a  leaf  is  dying ; 
If  so  soon  they  must  wiuier. 

Ours  be  their  last  sweet  sighing. 
Hark,  that  low  dismal  chime !  ^ 

'TIS  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 
Oh,  bring  beauty,  bring  roses. 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  ours ; 
Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes. 

Shine  to  the  last  through  flowers. 

Haste,  ere  the  bowl's  declining. 

Drink  of  it  now  or  never ; 
Now,  while  Beauty  is  shining. 

Love,  or  she's  lost  forever. 
Hark  !  again  that  dull  chime, 
*Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Time 
Oh,  if  life  be  a  torrent, 

Down  to  oblivion  going, 
like  this  cup  be  ibt  current. 

Bright  to  the  last  drop  flowing  ? 
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IF  IN  LOVING,  SINGING. 

If  in  loving,  singing,  night  and  day 

We  coald  trifle  merrily  life  away. 

Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam, 

Like  day-fliee  skimming  o'er  the  stream. 

Or  summer  blossoms,  bom  to  sigh 

Their  sweetness  out,  and  die^ 

How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  nde. 

Thou  and  I  could  make  our  minutes  glide ! 

No  atoms  ever  glanced  so  bright. 

No  day-flies  eve*  danced  so  light. 

Nor  summer  blossoms  mix'd  their 

So  close,  as  thou  and  1 ! 


THOU  LOVST  NO  MORE. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o*er ; 

Thy  heart  is  changed,  thy  vow  is  broken. 
Thou  lov'st  no  more— thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Though  kindly  still  tliose  eyes  behold  me. 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  wore  * 

Though  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
*Tis  not  the  same — ^thou  lov*8t  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 
I*ve  thought  thee  all  tlioa  wert  before ; 

But  now — alas !  there's  no  deceiving, 
'Tis  all  too  plain,  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  eouldst  waken. 

As  lost  aflection's  life  restore. 
Give  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken. 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more 


WHEN  ABROAD  IN  THE  WORLD 

When  abroad  in  the  world  thou  appearest. 
And  the  young  and  the  lovely  are  there. 
To  my  heart  while  of  all  thou'rt  the  dearest, 
To  my  eyes  thou*rt  of  all  the  most  fair. 
They  pass,  one  by  one. 

Like  waves  of  the  sea. 
That  say  to  the  Sun, 

'*  See,  how  fair  we  can  be." 


But  Where's  the  light  like  thine. 
In  sun  or  shade  to  sliine  ? 
No— no,  'moDg  them  all,  tliere  is  notliing  like 
Nothing  like  thee. 

Oft,  of  old,  without  farewell  or  warning, 

Beauty's  self  used  to  steal  from  the  skiei: 
Fling  a  mist  round  her  head,  some  fine  mm 
And  poet  down  to  earth  in  disguise ; 
But,  no  matter  what  shroud 

Around  her  might  be, 
Men  peep'd  through  the  dond. 
And  whispered  "  'Tis  She." 
So  thou,  where  thousands  are, 
Shin'st  forth  the  only  star- 
Yes,  yes,  'mong  them  all,  there  is  noChinjjr  IQu 
Nothing  like  thee. 


KEEP  THOSE  EYES  STILL  PURELY  M 

Keep  those  eyes  still  purely  mine, 

Though  far  off  I  be: 
When  on  others  roost  they  shine. 

Then  think  they're  tum'd  on 


Should  those  lips  as  now  reqiond 

To  sweet  minstrelsy. 
When  their  accents  seem  most  fond. 

Then  thmk  they're  breathed  for  msu 

Make  what  hearts  Umo  WiH  thy  own. 

If  when  all  on  thee 
Fix  their  charmed  thoughts  akme. 

Thou  think'st  the  while  on  ma. 


HOPE  COMES  AGAIN. 

Hops  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a  strange 
Once  more  she  sings  me  her  flattering  straia 

But  hush,  gentle  syren — for,  ah,  there^s  less  da 
In  still  sufi''ring  on,  tlian  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repining. 
Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  bosom  hath  lain; 

AdU  joy  coming  now,  like  a  sudden  light  shini 
0*er  eyelids  long  darken'd,  would  bring  id 
pain. 
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en,  ye  visions,  that  Hope  would  shed  o*er 

me ; 

to  the  future,  my  lole  chance  of  rost 
es  not  in  dreamiug  of  bliss  that's  before  me, 

ah — in  (br^etting  how  once  1  was  MesL 


ly,  thou  best  and  brightest. 

*  SAY,  thon  best  and  brightest, 

My  first  love  and  my  last, 
Then  he,  whom  now  thou  slightest. 

From  life's  dark  scene  hath  pussM, 
Till  kinder  thoughts  then  move  thee  7 

Will  pity  wake  one  thrill 
or  him  who  lived  to  love  thee, 

And  dying,  loved  thee  still  7 

'  when,  that  hour  recalling 

From  which  he  dates  his  woes, 
hoa  feel'st  a  tear-drop  falling. 

Ah,  blush  not  while  it  flows : 
ut,  all  the  past  forgiving. 

Bend  gently  o'er  his  shrine, 
.nd  say,  "  This  heart,  when  living 

**  With  all  its  faults,  was  mine." 


[I EN  NIGHT  BRINGS  THE  HOUR. 

When  night  brings  the  hour 

Of  starlight  and  joy, 
There  comes  to  my  bower 

A  fairy-wing*d  boy ; 
With  eyes  so  bright, 

S   full  of  wild  arts, 
like  i.ets  of  light, 

Tu  tangle  young  hearts ; 
With  lips,  in  whose  keeping 

Love's  secret  may  dwell. 
Like  Zephyr  axleep  in 

Some  rosy  sea-sliell. 
Guess  who  he  b. 

Name  but  his  namo, 
And  his  best  kiss. 

For  reward,  you  may  claim. 

^^^K5^e'er  <'cr  the  ground 

He  printM  his  light  feet, 
Tlie  flow*rs  there  are  found 

Most  shining  and  sweet : 


His  looks,  as  soil 

As  lightning  in  May, 
Though  dangerous  oft, 

Ne'er  wound  but  in  play: 
And  oh,  when  hk  wings 

Have  broah'd  o'er  my  lyre, 
You'd  fancy  its  strings 

Were  taming  to  fire. 
Guess  who  he  is. 

Name  but  his  name. 
And  hb  best  luas, 

For  reward,  you  may  claim. 


LIKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOM'D. 

Like  one  who,  doom'd  o'er  distant  seas 

His  weary  path  to  measure. 
When  home  at  length,  with  fav'ring  breeze, 

He  brings  the  far-sought  treasure  ; 

His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore,  goes  down. 
That  shore  to  which  he  hasted  ; 

And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 
Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted. 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro*  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying. 
One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back, 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

Like  him,  alas,  I  see  that  ray 

Of  hope  before  me  periiih. 
And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 

What  yean  were  given  to  cherish. 


FEAR  NOT  THAT,  WHILE  AROUND 

THEE. 

Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee 

Life's  varied  blessings  pour. 
One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee. 

Whose  smile  thou  seek'st  no  more. 
No,  dead  and  cold  forever 

Let  our  past  love  remain  ; 
Onoe  gone,  its  spirit  never 

Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

May  the  new  ties  that  bind  thee 
Far  sweeter,  happier  prove, 
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Nor  e'er  of  roe  remind  thee, 
But  by  their  truth  and  love. 

Think  how,  asleep  or  waking, 
Thy  image  haants  me  yet ; 

But,  how  thie  heart  is  breaking 
For  thy  own  peace  forget 


WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND. 

When  Love  is  kind, 

Cheerful  and  free, 
Xiove's  sure  to  find 

Welcome  from  me 

But  when  Love  brings 
Heartache  or  pang, 

Team,  and  such  things- 
Love  may  go  hang  I 

If  Love  can  sigh 

For  one  alone. 
Well  pleased  am  I 

To  be  that  one. 

But  should  I  see 

Love  giv'n  to  rove 
To  two  or  three. 

Then — good-by,  Lovel 

Love  must,  in  short. 
Keep  fond  and  true, 

Through  good  report, 
And  evil  too. 

Else,  here  I  swear, 
Young  Love  may  go. 

For  aught  I  care — 
To  Jericho. 


Where  lingering  full  oil  through  a  simuiMr 

moon, 
Our  partings,  though  late,  appeared  always  ti 

The  rest  were  all  cull*d  from  the  banka  i 

glade, 
Where,  watching  the  sunset,  so  often  we've  i 
And  moum'd,  as  the  time  went,  that  Love  1 

power 
To  bind  in  his  chain  even  one  happy  hour. 


THE  GARLAND  I  SEND  THEE. 

TiiK  Garland  I  send  thee  was  cull'd  from  those 

bowers 
Where  thou  and  I  wander'd  in  long  vanish'd  hours ; 
Not  a  leaf  or  a  blossom  its  bloom  here  displays, 
But  bears  some  remembrance  of  those  happy  days. 

The  roses  were  gather'd  by  that  garden  grate, 
Where  our  meetings,  though  early,  seem'd  always  too 
late; 


HOW  SHALL  I  WOO? 

If  r  6peak  to  thee  in  Friendship's  nanvi^ 

Thou  think^st  I  speak  too  coldly ; 
If  I  mention  Love's  devoted  flame. 

Thou  say'st  I  speak  too  boldly. 
Between  these  two  unequal  fires. 

Why  doom  me  thus  to  hover  7 
I'm  a  friend,  if  such  thy  heart  reqnirss^ 

If  more  thou  seek'st,  a  lover. 
Which  shall  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 
Fair  one,  choose  between  the  twow 

Tho'  the  wings  of  Love  will  brightly  pb 

When  first  he  comes  to  woo  thee. 
There's  a  chance  that  he  may  fly  away 

As  fast  as  he  flies  to  thee. 
While  Friendship,  though  on  foot  she  co 

No  flights  of  fancy  trying, 
Will,  therefore,  ofl  be  found  at  home. 

When  Love  abroad  is  flying. 
Which  shall  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 
Dear  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

If  neither  feeling  suits  thy  heart. 

Let's  see,  to  please  thee,  whether 
We  may  not  learn  some  precious  ait 

To  mix  their  charms  t<^ther  ; 
One  feeling,  still  more  sweet,  to  form 

From  two  so  sweet  already— 
A  friendship  that  like  love  is  warm, 

A  love  like  friendship  steady. 
Thus  let  it  be,  thus  let  me  woo. 
Dearest,  thus  we'll  join  the  twa 


SPRING  AND  AUTUMN. 

Ev'av  season  hath  its  pleasoras ; 
Spring  may  boast  her  flofw'ry  prime* 
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Yet  the  Tineyard**  ruby  treasures 

Spring  may  take  our  loves  and  flow'rs, 

Brighten  Autnmn's  8ob*rer  time. 

So  Autunm  leaves  us  friends  and  wine 

So  Life's  year  begins  and  closes ; 

Days,  though  short*ning,  still  can  shme ; 
What  though  youth  gave  love  and  roses. 

Age  still  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 

LOVE  ALONE. 

Fhillis,  when  she  might  have  caught  me. 

Ip  thou  wouldst  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  eyes. 

'All  the  Spring  look*d  coy  and  shy, 

First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies : 

Yet  herself  in  Autumn  sought  me, 

Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a  heartless  throue, 

When  the  flowers  were  all  gone  by 

Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

Ah,  too  late ; — she  found  her  lover 

Calm  and  free  beneath  his  vine. 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth, 

Drinking  to  the  Spring-time  over 

Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth  7 

In  his  best  autunmal  wine. 

Maidens,  unloved,  like  flowers  in  darkness  thrown. 

Wait  but  that  light,  which  comes  from  Love  aloue. 

Thus  may  we,  as  years  are  flying. 

To  their  flight  our  pleasures  suit, 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in  yonder  glass  appear. 

Nor  regret  the  blossoms  dying, 

Trust  not  their  bloom,  they'll  fade  from  year  to  yeai . 

While  we  still  may  taste  the  fruit 

Wouldst  thou  they  still  should  sliine  as  first  they 

Oh,  while  days  like  this  are  ours. 

shone, 

Where's  the  lip  that  dares  repine  t 

Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love*s  eyes  alone. 
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THO  .•  ART,  OH  GOD 

(Air.— UsKsowH.* ) 

**  The  dny  te  tblne,  the  night  sUo  U  thine :  thoa  hast  pra- 
uned  ib«  tight  and  the  tun. 

**Thna  biutsetaU  the  bordera  of  the  earth:  thoabafft 
wde  samiiier  and  winter.**— Pta/m  Ixziv.  10, 17. 

Tiiou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  worid  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee. 

Where'er  we  *um,  thy  glories  shine, 

Ai.i  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine ! 

I  have  heard  that  this  air  Is  by  the  late  Mrs.  Bheridan. 
I  •  mng  to  the  beaatlAil  old  words,  *'  I  do  eonibss  thoa*rt 
mwHh  and  lUr.** 


When  Day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  op*uing  clouds  of  Even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven-^ 

Those  hues  that  make  the  Sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

When  Night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom. 
Overshadows  all  the  earth  and  skies. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plumo 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  eyes— 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  diviue. 

So  grand,  so  countless.  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

When  youthful  Spring  around  us  breathes, 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh  ; 
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Aiid  every  flower  the  Summer  wreathf 

Is  bom  beneath  that  kindliii^  eye. 
Wherever  we  turn,  thy  giories  shine, 
And  all  tilings  fair  and  bright  are  Thine . 


THE  BIRD,  LET  LOOSE 

(Alt.— BSBTBOVBN.) 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies,' 

When  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne*or  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 
But  high  she  shoots  tlirough  air  and  light, 

Above  all  low  delay, 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight. 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free. 
Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air. 

To  hold  my  course  to  Thee ! 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  Soul,  as  home  she  springs  ;•— 
Thy  Sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  Freedom  in  her  wings ! 


FALLEN  IS  THY  THRONE. 

(Air. — Martini.) 

Fall*n  is  thy  Throne,  oh  Israel ! 

Silence  is  o*er  thy  plains ; 
Thy  dwellings  all  lie  desolate, 

Thy  children  weep  in  chains. 
Where  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

On  Gthain*s  barren  shore  7 
That  Are  from  Heaven  which  led  thee. 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 

1  The  carrierpifMHi.  It  i«  well  known,  diet  at  an  elevnted 
pitch,  in  unJer  tu  suriiinunt  every  olMbtcte  between  her  and 
the  plHce  i«i  which  she  !•  destined 

s**!  have  left  mine  heritage;  I  hnve  ftven  the  denrly 
beloved  ut  my  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  enemies.** — Jert- 
miak,  zil.  7. 

s  *'  Do  not  disgrace  the  throne  of  thy  glory.**— J«r. 
ilv.  SI. 

*  **The  T^rd  called  thy  name  a  green  olive-tree ;  fair,  and 
of  gniNlly  fruit."  4lc — Jrr.  xi.  10. 

•  *'  For  he  shall  be  like  the  heath  In  the  desert.**~Jrr. 
ivii.0. 


Lord  !  thou  didst  love  Jerusaltjin-* 

Once  she  was  all  thy  own ; 
Her  love  thy  fairest  heritage,* 

Her  power  thy  glory's  throne.' 
Till  evil  came,  and  blighted 

Thy  long-loved  olive  tree  ;*— > 
And  Salem*s  shrines  were  lighted 

For  other  gods  than  Thee. 

Then  sunk  the  star  of  Solyma— 

Then  passed  her  glory's  day, 
Like  heath  that,  in  the  wildemeoi,' 

The  wild  wind  whirls  away. 
Silent  and  waste  her  bowers. 

Where  once  the  mighty  trod. 
And  stmk  those  guilty  towers. 

While  Baal  reign*d  as  God. 


«« Go"— said  the  Lord—"  Ye  Conquerac 

*'  Steep  in  her  blood  your  swords, 
**  And  raze  to  earth  her  battlemenls,* 

"  For  they  are  not  the  Lord'sl 
"  Till  Zion*s  moiumful  daughter 

**  0*er  kindred  bones  shall  tread, 
**  And  Hinnom's  vale  of  alaughtei' 

"  ShaU  hide  but  half  her  dead  r 


WHO  IS  THE  MAID? 
ST.  jcromr*s  love.* 
(Air. — Bbrtbovsh.) 

Who  is  the  Maid  my  spirit  seeks. 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slander's  bliglill 
Has  she  Love*s  roses  on  her  cheeks? 

Is  hers  an  eye  of  thito  world's  light? 
No— wan  and  sunk  witli  midnight  prayer 

Are  the  pale  looks  of  her  I  love ; 
Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there. 

Its  beam  is  kmdled  from  above. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  hearCs  elect. 

From  tlioeo  who  seek  their  Maker's  shrne 

***Tnke  away  he.  batUemcott;  for  they  are  asl 
Lord's."— Jrr.  v.  10. 

f  "  Therefore,  behold,  the  days  come,  aalth  the  Lofi 
it  shall  no  nu>re  he  called  Tophet,  nor  the  Valley  of  tiki 
of  lllnnom,  but  the  Valley  of  Blaoghter ;  for  they  shall 
in  Tophet  till  there  be  no  place.**— J^.  vii.  SB. 

*  These  lluee  were  anggesled  by  a  paasage  In  omi 
Jerome's  Ijetiera,  replying  to  some  calumnious  remsifti 
had  been  circulated  resiiecting  his  InUmacy  with  the  ■ 
Paula :— ^'  Numquid  me  vestes  serica%  nitenlae  fniissp^ 
fades,  aut  aurl  rapult  amblUo  ?  Nulla  fnit  alia  Soai 
tronarum.  que  nieam  possil  edomare  menteni,  aM  ll 
atqoo  Jejunaas,  fleta  pens  cccattt.**— £>tf«f.  •  Sitikftt 
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In  gems  and  gariandi  proudly  decked, 
Ai  if  themselvet  were  thingi  divine. 

No— IleaTon  but  faintly  wanm  the  breaat 
That  beats  beneath  a  broider'd  veil ; 

And  she  who  comes  in  glitfriug  vest 
To  mourn  her  frailty,  still  is  frail.* 

Not  BO  the  faded  form  I  prize 

And  love,  because  its  bloom  is  gone ; 
The  glory  in  those  sainted  eyes 

Is  all  the  grace  her  brow  puts  on. 
And  ne*er  was  Beauty's  dawn  so  bright, 

So  touching  as  that  form's  decay. 
Which,  like  the  altar^s  trembling  light, 

la  hioly  lustre  wastes  away. 


THIS  WORLD  IS  ALL  A  FLEETING 

SHOW. 

(Air.— Stkvsnion.) 

Trb  wofki  is  all  a  fleeting  show. 

For  man*s  illusion  given  ; 
The  smiles  of  Joy,  the  tears  of  Wo, 
Deceitful  ^ine,  deceitful  flow— 

There's  riOthing  true,  but  Heaven ' 

And  fabe  the  light  on  Glory's  plumo, 

As  fading  hues  of  Even  ; 
And  Love  and  Hope,  and  Beauty's  bloom. 
Are  UooBoms  guther'd  for  the  tomb^ 

There's  nothing  bright,  but  Heaven ! 

Pour  wand*rerB  of  a  stormy  day  ! 

From  wave  to  wuve  we're  driven, 
And  Fancy's  flash,  and  Reason's  ray. 
Serve  but  to  light  the  troubled  way— 

There's  nothing  calm,  but  Heaven ! 


OH,  THOU  I  WHO  DRY'ST  THE 
MOURNER'S  TEAR. 

(Am.— IIaydic.) 

**  He  banleth  the  tmiken  in  heart,  and  blndeth  ap  their 
vuuxub.*'— P«4i/ai  cxlvU.  3. 

Oh,  Thon !  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear. 
How  dark  this  world  would  be, 

I O*  yfl#  €fm9C^otut  niit  iaxpvovoap  iit. — Ckrjfaast.  Hom' 

0.  ft  im  LpirL  md  Tim. 

•  Tbiv  accond  vene,  which  I  wrote  lonx  after  the  flrst,  al- 

» to  lk«  fills  ofa  vwy  I«»v«l7  and  ainl«l>te  ihrl.  the  dang hier 

UvColnoel  Bniobrigie.who  was  married  in  Ashlioame 

Eh.  Ocidier  31, 1815.  and  died  of  a  fever  In  a  few  weeks 

Um  soao4  of  her  marriags-liellt  Memed  acareely  oat 


If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here. 

We  could  not  fly  to  Thee ! 
The  friends,  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 

When  winter  comes,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give. 

Must  weep  those  tears  alone. 
But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which>  like  the  plants  that  throw  • 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part. 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  wo. 

When  joy  no  longer  sooths  or  cheers. 

And  e'en  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dimm'd  and  vanish 'd  too, 
Oh,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  thy  Wing  of  Love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Our  Peace-branch  from  above? 
Then  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worids  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day ! 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  THOSE. 

Aia.— Avuo:<. 

Wkep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb. 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  frum  our  eyes, 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom. 
Or  earth  had  profaned   what  was  bom  for  the 
skies. 
Death   chill'd    the   fair   fountain,   ere  rorruw   had 
stain'd  it ; 
HTwas  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  counie, 
^nd   but  sleeps   till  the  sunshine  of  Heaven  has 
nnchaiu'd  it, 
To  water  tliat  E^len  where  first  was  its  source. 
Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  tlie  tomb, 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  eyes, 
Ere  sin  threw  a  bliglit  o'er  the  8])irit's  young  bloom, 
Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  bom  for  the 
skies. 

Mourn  not  for  her,  the  young  Bride  of  the  Vale,' 
Our  gayest  and  loveliest,  lost  tu  us  now, 

of  onr  ears  when  we  heard  of  her  donth.  Darlnf  her  la^l 
delirium  she  sung  several  hymns,  in  a  voice  even  clrnrer 
and  sweeter  thnn  n^nal.  and  nmons  them  were  s«)me  from 
the  present  colleetldnf  (pnrticulnrly, "  Tbere*s  nuthinf  \a\fht 
bat  Heaven,**)  which  this  very  interesting  girl  had  onsn 
heard  me  sing  daring  the  siuumer. 
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Ere  life'd  early  lustre  hi  A  time  to  ^w  pale, 
And  the  garland  of  Love  was  yvt  fireth  on  her 
bruw. 
Oil,  then  was  her  moment,  dear  spirit,  for  flying 
From  tills  gloomy  world,  while  its  gloom  was 
unknown — 
And  the  wild  hymns  she  warbled  so  sweetly,  in 
dying, 
Were  echoed  in  Heaven  by  lips  like  her  own. 
Weep  not  for  her — in  her  spring-time  she  flew 
To  that  land  where  the  wings  of  the  soul  are 
unfurrd ; 
And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening*s  eold  dew. 
Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  team  of  this  world. 


THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT 

SHRINE. 

(Aia  — Pt»v«!HO!i.) 

Tub  turf  shall  be  my  fragrant  shrine ; 
My  temple.  Lord  !  that  Arch  of  thine  ; 
My  ceiiser^s  breath  the  mounttun  urs. 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers.' 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves. 
When  niurmVing  homeward  to  their  caves. 
Or  when  the  stillnees  of  the  sea, 
E'en  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Theo . 

ril  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown, 
All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne  ; 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night, 
The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  *tis  bliss  to  look, 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  shming  book. 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame. 
The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name. 

1  (1  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  cloudH  awhile  the  day-beam*B  track ; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

Of  Buuny  brightness,  breaking  through. 

There*s  nothing  bright,  above,  below, 
Fp>m  flowers  that  bloom  to  stars  that  glow, 
Du'  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 
Some  feature  of  thy  Deity. 

>  Pii  nmnt  tneiti. 

1 1  hnve  Ml  much  altered  the  chnnicterof  this  air,  which  Is 
friHii  thebeffinning  of  one  of  A  viM»n*i  nld-fk*bi(Nted  eiincertfra, 
thau  wiihoQt  this  acknowledgment.  It  could  hardly,  1  think, 
l«  reotgnised. 


There's  nothing  dark,  bdow,  above. 
But  in  its  gloom  I  trace  thy  Love, 
And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  wlien 
Thy  touch  shall  turn  all  bright  again ! 


SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREL. 
Miriam's  soKa 

(Aia<— .\vi8o».^ 

*^  And  Miriam  the  Prophetets,  the  sister  of  Aaroo,  tnokt 
timbrel  in  her  band ;  and  dll  the  w«Hnen  went  ont  after  be; 
with  timbrels  and  with  dances.**— £x»rf.  xr.  90. 

Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  B!grypt*8  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free. 
Sing — for  the  pride  of  the  Tyrant  ie  broken. 
His  chariots,  his    horsemen,    all    splendid  ud 
brave- 
How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Loed  hath  bat 
spoken. 
And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  nmk  in  the 
wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  daik  wa ; 
Jkuovau  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  liee. 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lord  ! 
His  word    was    our    arrow,  hit  breath  was  our 

swonL — 
Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egyp^   ti**  ttory 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride? 
For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pQUr  of 

glory,* 
And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  in  lbs 

tide. 
Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  "EgypCu  dark  sea ; 
Jruovah  has  triumph'd— ^is  people  are  free ! 


GO,  LET  ME  WEEP. 

(  Aia.— STKVSIf  lOK.) 

Go,  let  me  weep— there's  blisB  in  tears, 
When  h^  who  sheds  them  inly  feels 

Some  ling'ring  stain  of  eariy  yean 
Effaced  by  every  drop  that  steak. 


*  **  And  it  came  to  paaa,  thac  la  the  nranriaf 
Lnrd  looked  anto  the  host  of  the  E^gyptfauM, 
pillar  of  Are  and  of  the  clond,  and  tioabled  xhm 
Egyptians.**— £xt«l.  xlv.M. 
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16  frnhlen  showen  of  worldly  wo 
Fall  dark  to  earth  and  never  rise ; 
hile  tears  that  from  repentance  flow. 
In  bright  exhalement  reach  the  ikies. 
Go,  let  me  weep. 

are  me  to  sigh  o*er  hours  that  flew 
More  idly  than  the  snmmer's  wind, 
id,  while  they  pase'd,  a  fragrance  threw, 
But  left  no  trace  of  sweets  behind^— > 
le  wannest  sigh  that  pleasure  heaves 
Is  cold,  is  faint  to  those  that  swell 
le  heart,  where  pure  repentance  grieves 
0*er  hours  of  pleasure,  k>ved  too  welL 
Leave  me  to  ngh. 


COME  NOT,  OH  LORD. 

(Aia.— Hatdh.) 

lot,  oh  Lord,  in  the  dread  robe  of  splendor 

J  wor*8t  on  the  Mount,  in  the  day  of  thine 

ire; 

veil'd   in  those  shadows,  deep,  awful,  but 

t«!nder, 

ch  Mercy  flings  over  thy  features  of  Are ! 

thou  rememb'rest  the  night,  when  thy  Na- 

tion* 

d  fronting  her  Foe  by  the  red-roHiug  stream ; 

g>'pt  thy  pillar  shed  dark  desolation, 

le  Israel  bask*d  all  the  night  in  its  beam. 

en  the  dread  clouds  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 
n  n8|  in  thy  mercy,  the  dark  side  remove  ; 
ihrouded  in  te'^^rs  the  guilty  behold  Thee, 
turn  upon  us  the  mild  light  of  thy  Love ! 


2  NOT  THE  SINFUL  MARY'S  TEARS. 

(Aia« — Stkvknio!<.) 

''cKB  not  the  sinful  Mary's  tears 
An  ofliering  worthy  Heaven, 
lien,  o'er  the  faults  of  former  years, 
She  wept — and  was  forgiven  ? 


id  it  came  between  the  camp  of  the  Efyptians  and 
f»  of  Israel :  and  it  waA  a  cload  and  darkness  lo  ihenu 
ive  llf  ht  hy  nif bt  to  the«e.**— £jm<.  xiv.  SO. 
T  sins,  which  are  many,  are  forgiven ;  for  she  loved 
^JLukM,  vU.  47. 


When,  bringing  every  balmy  sweet 

Her  day  of  luxury  stored. 
She  o'er  her  Saviour's  hallow'd  feet 

The  precious  odon  pour'd  ;— 

And  wiped  thegi  with  that  golden  hair, 
Where  once  the  diamond  shone ; 

Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  Uiere 
Which  shine  for  Goo  alone  I 

Were  not  those  sweets,  so  humbly  shed— 
That  hair — those  weeping  eyee^ 

And  the  sunk  heart,  that  inly  bled— 
Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice  7 

Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error's  sleep, 
Oh,  wouldst  thou  wake  in  lie^ven, 

Like  Mary  kneel,  like  Mary  weep, 
**  Love  much"*  and  be  forgiven  ! 


AS  DOWN  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATa 

(Aia.— Hatsh.) 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  Ocean, 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see, 
So,  deep  in  my  soul  the  still  prayer  of  devotion, 
Unheard  by  the  worid,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 
My  Goo !  silent,  to  Thee, 
Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee. 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded, 

The  needle  points  faithfully  o'er  the  dim  sea. 
So,  dark  as  I  roam,  in  this  wintry  worid  slirouded. 
The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee, 
My  God  !  trembling,  to  Thee~- 
True,  fond,  trembling,  to  Thee. 


BUT  WHO  silmj:.  see. 

(Ala.— Stkvshsoh.) 

But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  day 
When,  throned  on  Zion's  brow. 

The  LoRO  shall  rend  that  veil  away 
Which  hides  the  nations  now  7* 

When  earth  no  more  beneath  the  fear 
Of  his  rebuke  shall  lie  f 


s  '*  And  he  will  destroy,  in  this  mountain,  the  Tace  of  the 
covering  east  over  all  people,  and  the  veil  that  is  spread  over 
all  nations.**— /vaioA,  xxv.  7. 

4  *'The  rebuke  of  his  people  shall  he  Uke  away  fti  n  off 
all  the  earth.'*— /MtaA,  xxv.  8. 
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When  pain  shall  coase,  and  every 
Be  wiped  from  ev*ry  eye.* 

Then,  Judah,  thoa  no  more  ahalt  niomn 

Beneath  the  heathen's  cham ; 
Thy  da)*8  of  splendor  shall  Betum, 

And  all  be  new  again.* 
The  Fount  of  Life  shall  then  be  quaflTd 

In  peace,  by  all  who  come  ;' 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shall  waft 

Some  long-lost  exile  home. 


ALMIGHTY   GOD! 

CHORUS  or  nilESTB. 

(Air.— MozAar.) 

ALMiGimr  God  !  when  round  thy  shrine 
The  Palm-tree*s  heavenly  branch  we  twine,* 
(Emblem  of  Life's  etenial  ray, 
And  Love  that  **  fadeth  not  away,'0 
We  bless  the  flowers,  expanded  all,* 
We  bless  the  leaves  that  never  fall, 
And  trembling  say, — **  In  Elden  thus 
"  The  Tree  of  life  may  flower  for  us  !** 

When  round  thy  Cherubs — smiling  calm, 
Without  their  flames* — we  wreath  the  Palm, 
Oh  Goo  !  we  feel  the  emblem  true— 
Thy  Mercy  is  etenial  toa 
Those  Cherubs,  with  their  smiling  eyes, 
That  crown  of  Palm  which  never  diee. 
Are  but  the  types  of  Thee  above- 
Eternal  Life,  aud  Peace,  and  Love  ! 


» •*  And  Goo  8h»»II  wipe  away  all  tears  fh»ni  their  ey«s ; 
....  nuitlier  ihHll  there  be  any  nmre  pain." — Rev.  xx\.  4. 

*  **  And  he  thai  sat  a|ion  the  throne  said.  Behold,  I  niake 
all  things  new.** — Rev.  izl.  !i. 

*  **  And  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life 
freely.'*— i?«w.  xxll.  17. 

4  "The  Scriptures  having  declared  that  the  Temple  of 
Jera«Hleni  was  a  type  of  the  Messiah,  It  Is  natural  to  con- 
clude that  the  Palm*,  which  innde  so  conspicuous  a  flfrure 
in  thut  structure,  represented  thitt  Lift  and  ImmortaJitf 
nhirh  were  bniught  to  light  by  the  Gmpel.** — ObferviUioju 
M  a«  Pn/iK.  u  a  Sacred  Embiem,  by  W.  Tithe. 

*  **  And  he  carved  all  the  walls  of  the  house  mand  about 
with  cnrved  fl<:ure9  of  <!hcrubims,  and  palm-trees,  and  0pe» 
/••oer«.**— 1  ICimg:  vi.99. 

*  **  When  the  passover  of  the  bibemacles  was  revealed  lo 


OH  FAIR !  OH  PUREST . 

SAINT  AUaUSTINK   TO   HIS  SUTBR.^ 

(Air.— MooRK.) 

On  fair !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dav9 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sunny  grove. 
And  lives  imseen,  and  bathes  her  wing. 
All  vestal  white,  in  the  limpid  spring. 
There,  if  the  hov*ring  hawk  be  near, 
That  limpid  spring,  in  its  mirror  clear, 
Reflects  him,  ere  he  reach  his  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 

Bo  tliou  this  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  this  dove. 

The  sacred  pages  of  God*s  o^  n  book 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  brook 
In  whose  holy  mirror,  night  and  day, 
ThouMt  study  Heaven*s  reflectci!  'ay  ;— 
And  should  the  foes  of  virtue  dare, 
With  gloomy  wing,  to  seek  thee  thene. 
Thou  wilt  see  how  dark  their  shadows  lie 
Between  Heaven  and  thee,  and  trembling  t 

Be  thou  that  dove  ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  that  dove. 


ANGEL  OF  CHARITY. 

CAiR. — lUfrDSL.) 

Angel  of  Charity,  who,  from  above, 

Comest  to  dwell  a  pilgrim  here, 
Thy  voice  is  music,  thy  smile  is  love. 

And  Pity*s  soul  is  in  thy  tear.       * 
When  on  the  sluiue  of  God  were  laid 

First-fruils  of  all  most  frood  and  fair. 
That  ever  bloomed  in  Ekleii*s  shade. 

Thine  was  the  holiest  oflerincr  there 


the  great  lawgiver  In  the  mount,  then  the  cherubW;  b 
which  appeared  In  that  structure  were  no  longer Kaioi 
by  flniiies  :  for  the  tiibernacle  was  a  type  of  the  dtag 
tlon  of  mercy,  by  which  Jehovah  citnfirnicd  bis  gfa 
covenant  to  redeem  mankind.**— 064«ro«ti9a«  mi  tic  f 
f  In  St.  AugU!>«Une*s  Treatise  upon  the  advaniapii 
solibiry  life,  addressed  to  his  sister,  there  Is  the  Mk 
fanciful  [Husage,  from  which,  the  rettder  will  peroelvi 
thought  of  this  song  waa  taken  : — **  Te,  somr,  nWi 
nolo  ense  secuntm,  sed  timere  semperque  tuam  ftstfMt 
habere  su^iicrtnm,  ad  instnr  p:tvidc  ctilumbsr  fh*qM 
rivos  nquHmm  et  quasi  In  specnio  acripttris  ceroeie  I 
volantis  efligiem  et  cavere.  RIvl  aqnarum  senMiilia 
scrlpturarum.  qme  de  limpldinsinio  sapientic  fooie  | 
enies  **  4lc.,  4lc. — De  Fit,  Eremit.  ad  Servrtm. 
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Hope  and  her  nster,  Faith,  were  given 

But  as  our  guides  to  youder  sky ; 
Soou  as  they  reach  the  verge  of  heaven. 

There,  lost  in  perfect  btisB,  they  die.^ 
But,  long  as  Love,  Ahnighty  Love, 

Shall  on  his  throne  of  thrones  abide, 
Tlion,  Charity,  shalt  d^ell  above. 

Smiling  forever  by  His  side ! 


BEHOLD   THE    SUN. 
(AiB.— Lord  Mornihoton.) 

BsnoLO  the  3un,  how  bright 

From  yonder  Elast  he  springs, 
As  if  the  soul  of  life  and  light 

Were  breathing  from  his  wings. 

So  bright  the  Gospel  broke 

Upon  the  souls  of  men  ; 
So  fresh  the  dreaming  world  awoke 

In  Truth's  full  radiance  then. 

Before  yon  Sun  arose, 

Stars  clustered  through  the  sky— 
But,  oh,  how  dim !  how  pale  were  those. 

To  His  one  burning  eye ! 

So  Truth  lent  many  a  ray. 

To  bless  the  Pagan's  night-^ 
But,  Lord,  how  weak,  how  cold  wore  they 

To  Thy  One  glorious  Light ! 


LORD,  WHO  SHALL  BEAR  THAT  DAY. 
(Aia«->DR.  DoTCK.) 

jord,  who  shall  bear  that  day,  so  dread,  so  splendid. 
When  we  shall  see  thy  Angel,  hov'ring  o'er 

>  '"Then  Fsftb  shall  fail,  and  holy  Hope  ihnll  die. 
One  lost  In  certainty,  and  une  in  joy.**— Prior 

•  *  Aa4  the  anf  el  which  I  saw  stand  apon  the  Ma  and  upon 
he  csTth,, lifted  np  his  hand  to  heaven,  and  swnre  hy  Him 
bat  Ifvefb  fiiirerer  and  ever,  ....  that  there  ehonld  be 
aw  DO  Inoger.** — Rev.  z.  5.  6. 
t  ••  Awake,  ye  Dend.  and  eome  to  Jndgment** 
<  ''They  ehall  see  the  8on  of  Man  coming  In  the  clnods  of 
■Sim  sad  alt  the  angels  with  himy—MaiU  zxIt.  30,  and 
IV.  31. 


This  sinful  worid,  with  hand  to  heav'n  extended. 
And  hear  him  swear  by  Thee  that  Time's  no 
more?* 
When  Earth  shall  feel  thy  fast  consuming  ray — 
Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  ity? 

When   through   the   world   thy   awful   call   hath 
sounded — 
"  Wake,   all   ye  Dead,  to  judgment  wake,  ye 
Dead :"» 
And  from  the  clouds,  by  seraph  eyes  surrounded, 
The  Saviour  shall  put  forth  his  radiant  head  f 
While  Earth  and  Heav'n  before  Him  pass  away — * 
Who,  Mighty  Goo,  oh  who  shall  bear  tliat  day  7 

When,  with  a  glance,  th'  Eternal  Judge  shall  sever 
Eartii's  evil  spirits  from  the  pure  and  brighL 

And  say  to  those,  **  Depart  from  me  forever ! 

To  these,  **  Come,  dwell  with  me  in  endless  light  T** 

When  each  and  all  in  silence  uke  their  way — 

Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  7 


OH,  TEACH  ME  TO  LOVE  THEE. 

(Aif.— Hatdn.) 

Oh,  teach  me  to  love  Thee,  to  feel  what  thou  art. 
Till,  iiird  with  the  one  sacred  image,  my  heart 

Shall  all  other  passions  disown  ; 
Like  some  pure  temple,  that  shines  apart, 

Reserved  for  Thy  worship  alone. 

In  joy  and  in  sorrow,  through  praise  and  through 

blame. 
Thus  still  let  me,  living  and  dying  the  same. 

In  Thy  sen'ice  bloom  and  decay — 
Like  some  lone  altar,  whose  votive  flame 

In  holiness  wasteth  away. 

Though  bom  in  this  desert,  and  doom'd  by  my  birth 
To  pain  and  affliction,  to  darkness  and  dearth. 

On  Thee  let  my  spirit  rely — 
Like  some  rude  dial,  that,  fix'd  on  earth. 

Still  looks  for  its  light  from  th<f  sky. 

»  ••  From  whose  face  the  earth  and  the  heaven  fled  away.** 
Rev.  XX.  11. 

•  **  And  before  Him  shnll  be  gathered  all  nationa  and  Ha 
shall  sepnrnte  them  one  from  another 

**Then  shall  the  King  say  unto  them  on  his  right  hand, 
Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared 
for  yon.  Ace. 

**Then  shall  He  say  n\nn  onto  them  on  the  le(t  hand,  De 
port  fnim  me,  ye  cursed,  4tc. 

*' And  these  shall  go  awny  Into  everlasting  ptmishnient  ,* 
bat  the  righteous  Into  life  eternal.**— .Ifott.  xzv.  39,  eC  #ef . 


304 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


WEEP,  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL. 

(Air.— StsvkmIion.) 

Weep,  weep  for  him,  the  Man  of  Gtod'-^ 
In  yonder  vale  he  sunk  to  rest ; 

But  none  of  earth  can  point  the  sod* 
That  flowers  above  his  sacred  breast 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

His  doctrine  fell  like  Heaven*s  ram,' 
His  words  refreshed  like  Heaven's  dew— 

Oh,  ne*er  shall  Israel  see  again 
A  Chief,  to  Goo  and  her  so  true. 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  I 

Remember  ye  his  parting  gaze, 
llis  farewell  song  by  Jordan's  tide. 

When,  full  of  glory  and  of  days. 
He  saw  tlie  promised  land — and  died 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Yet  died  he  not  as  meu  who  sink, 
Before  our  eyes,  to  soulless  clay ; 

But,  changed  to  spirit,  like  a  wink 
Of  summer  lightning,  pass'd  away.* 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 


LIKE  MORNING,  WHEN  HER  EARLY 

BREEZE. 

(Air.— Dkbthovkh.) 

Like  morning,  when  her  early  breeze 
Breaks  up  the  surface  of  tlie  seas. 
That,  in  those  furrows,  dark  with  uight. 
Her  hand  may  sow  tlie  seeds  of  light — 

Thy  Grace  can  send  its  breathings  o'er 
The  Spirit,  dark  and  lust  before. 
And,  fresh'ning  all  its  depths,  prepare 
For  Truth  divine  to  enter  there. 

>  "  And  the  children  of  Israel  wept  for  Moses  in  the  plains 
of  Moab.*'— i>e«t.  xzztv.  8. 

<  **  And  he  buried  him  in  a  valley  In  the  land  of  Moab ; 
....  but  no  man  knoweth  of  his  sepulchre  unto  this  day.'* 
— Ibid.  ver.  6. 

s  "  My  doctrine  vhnll  drop  as  the  rain,  my  speech  shall 
distil  as  the  dew.**— .Vmm*  Son£,  Deut.  xzxiL  8. 

4  **  I  have  caused  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  eyes,  but  thou 
Shalt  not  go  over  thither.**— Dent,  zxxiv.  4. 

•  **  As  he  was  going  to  embrace  Eleaaser  and  Joshua,  and 


Till  David  touch'd  his  sacred  lyie, 
In  silence  lay  th'  tmbreathing  wire ; 
But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along, 
Ev'n  Angels  stoop'd  to  hear  that  Bong. 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  Thou,  oh  LoaD, 
Shalt  deign  to  touch  its  Ufeleas  chord- 
Till,  waked  by  Thee,  its  breath  ahaU 
In  music,  worthy  of  the  skies ! 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 

(Air.— Gbrmah.) 

Comb,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  you  langunht 
Come,  at  Goo's  altar  fervently  kneel ; 

Here  bring  your  wotmded  hearts,  here  tell  y« 
guish — 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  b 

Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  streying, 
Hope,  when  all  others  die,  faddeas  and  pan 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  Gon's  name  ai] 
**  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannol 

Go,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  vm. 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  kt  can  revei 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  ■ 
"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Goo  cannot  het 


AWAKE,  ARISE,  THY  LIGHT  IS  (X 

(Air. — STKvxNsoM.y 

Awake,  arise,  thy  light  is  come  ;* 

The  nations,  that  before  outshone  thee, 

Now  at  thy  feet  lie  dark  and  dumb-~ 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  on  thee ! 

Arise — the  Gentiles  to  thy  ray. 

From  ev'ry  nook  of  earth  shall  cluster ; 

And  kings  and  princes  haste  «o  pay 
Their  homage  to  thy  rising  lustre.^ 

was  still  discoursing  with  them,  a  cloud  stood  ovw'l 
the  sudden,  and  he  disappeared  In  a  certain  v«lley.d 
he  wrote  in  the  Holy  Biioks  that  he  died,  which  wi 
out  of  rear,  lest  they  should  venture  to  say  that,  bse 
his  extnuirdlnary  virtue,  he  went  to  God.** — JMcyAa 
Iv.,  chap.  viii. 

•  "  Arise,  shine ;  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  glof] 
Lord  is  risen  upon  th§e.** — Uaiak,  Ix. 

Y  **  And  the  GenUles  shall  cume  to  thy  light,  aad  1 
the  brightness  of  thy  rising.**— /^. 
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e  eyes  around,  and  we, 

ga  fieldn,  o*er  farthest  waters, 

sons  return  to  thee, 

etum  thy  home-sick  daughters.' 

t  rich,  from  Midian's  tents, 
their  treasures  down  before  thee  ; 
mng  her  gold  and  scents, 
y  air  and  sparkle  o'er  thee.' 

*e  these  that,  like  a  cloud,' 
Bring  from  all  earth's  dominions, 
long  absent,  when  allowM 
rd  to  shoot  their  trembling  pinions. 

sles  shall  wait  for  me,* 

)  of  Tarshish  round  will  hover, 

y  sons  across  the  sea, 

,  their  gold  and  silver  over. 

on  thy  pomp  riiall  grace*— 
he  pine,  the  palm  victorious 
fy  our  Holy  Place, 
e  the  grrouiid  I  tread  on  glorious. 

all  Discord  haunt  thy  wa)*8,* 
waste  thy  cheerless  nation ; 
alt  call  thy  portab,  Praise, 
shalt  name  thy  walls,  Salvation. 

more  shall  make  thee  bright,^ 
1  shall  lend  her  lustre  to  thee ; 
Limself,  shall  be  tliy  Light, 
I  eternal  glory  through  thee. 

ill  never  more  go  down  ; 
ym  Heav'n  itself  descended, 
hy  everlasting  crown — 
(  of  mourning  ail  are  ended.* 

ect,  and  righteous  Land ! 
»ch,  forever  green  and  vernal, 
ve  planted  with  this  hand — 
1  shalt  in  Life  Eternal.* 


De  eye»roand  aUiut,  and  see ;  all  they  gnther 
iher,  they  ctime  to  thee :  thy  sons  ^h»\\  o«inie 
tiy  daughters  shall  tx;  oursed  at  thy  side."— 

nde  of  camoh  shall  cover  thco ;  the  droroe- 
D  and  Epheh;  all  they  from  Sheba  shall 
11  hfinjj  Bold  and  incense.**— 76. 
be^e  that  fly  as  a  cluad,  and  as  the  doves  to 
"— /». 

Isles  shnll  WHit  f<ir  me,  and  the  ships  of 
o  brinft  thy  sons  from  far,  their  silver  and 
ibemr—fk. 

of  Letnnon  shall  come  anto  thee;  the  flr- 
ree,  and  the  box  together,  to  beautify  the 
ictuary ;  and  1  will  make  the  place  of  my 
lb. 


THERE  IS  A  BLEAK  DESERT. 

(Alft.— CRSfCSMTUn.) 

Therb  is  a  bleak  Desert,  where  daylight  growi 

weary 
Of  wasting  its  smilo  on  a  region  so  dreary — 

What  may  that  desert  be  7 
*Tis  Life,  cheerless  Life,  where  the  few  joys  that 

come 
Are  lost  like  that  daylight,  for  'tis  not  their  home. 

There  is  a  lone  Filgrim,  before  whose  faint  eyes 
The  water  he  pants  for  bat  sparkles  and  flies— 

Who  may  that  Pilgrim  be? 
*Tis  Man,  hapless  Man,  through  this  life  tempted  on 
By  tair  shining  hopes,  that  in  shuiing  are  gone. 

There  is  a  bright  Foimtain,  through  that  Desert 

stealing 
To  pure  lips  alone  its  refreshment  revealing — 

What  may  that  Fountain  be  7 
*Tis  Truth,  holy  Truth,  that,  like  springs  mider 

ground. 
By  the  giAed  of  Heaven  alone  can  be  found.** 

Tliere  is  a  fair  Spuit,  whose  wand  hath  the  spell 
To  point  where  those  waters  in  secrecy  dwell — 

Who  may  that  Spuit  be? 
'Tis  Faith,  humble  faith,  who  hath  leam*d  that, 

where'er 
Her  wand  bends  to  woisliip,  the  Truth  must  be 

there ! 


SINCE  FIRST  THY  WORD. 

(Air.— Nicholas  Frccman.) 

Since  first  Thy  Word  awaked  my  heart. 
Like  new  life  dawning  o'er  me. 


•  '*  Violence  shall  no  more  be  heard  in  thy  land,  wasting 
nor  destruction  within  thy  borders;  but  thou  sh.-tlt  call  thy 
whIU,  Salvation,  and  thy  gates,  Praise."— /ia/aA,  Ix. 

'  ••  Thy  sun  shall  be  no  more  thy  light  by  day ;  neither  for 
brightness  shall  the  moon  give  light  unto  thee:  but  the 
Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light,  and  thy  God 
thy  glor>-.»»— /ft. 

•  "Thy  sun  shall  no  more  go  down ;  ....  for  the  Loav 
shall  bo  thine  everlasting  light,  and  the  days  of  thy  moom- 
ing  shall  be  ended." — /*. 

•  **Thy  people  also  shall  be  all  righteous;  they  shnll  in- 
herit  the  land  forever,  the  branch  of  my  planting,  the  work 
of  my  hands."— /J. 

»  In  singing,  the  following  line  had  better  be  adopted :~ 
"Can  but  by  the  giOed  of  Heaven  be  found.** 
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Whero*er  I  turn  mine  eyos,  Thou  art, 
AH  light  and  love  before  me 

Naught  else  I  feel,  or  hear  or  aee 
All  bonds  of  earth  I  eever— 

Tliee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 
I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Like  him  whose  fetters  dropp*d  away 

When  liglit  shone  o*er  his  prison,* 
My  spirit,  touch*d  by  Mercy's  ray, 

Hath  from  her  chains  arisen. 
Aud  shall  a  soul  Thou  bidd*st  be  free. 

Return  to  bondage? — never! 
Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 


HARK !  TIS  THE  BREEZE. 

(Air.— RouiscAuO 

Hark  !  *tis  the  breeze  of  twilight  calling 

Earth's  weary  children  to  repose ; 
While,  round  the  couch  of  Nature  falling, 

Gently  the  night's  soil  curtains  close. 
Soon  o'er  a  worid,  in  sleep  reclining. 

Numberless  stars,  through  yonder  dark, 
Shull  look,  like  eyes  of  Cherubs  shining 

From  out  the  veils  that  hid  the  Ark. 

Guard  us,  oli  Thou,  who  never  sleepest, 

Thou  who,  in  silence  tiiroued  above, 
Throughout  all  time,  unwearied,  keepest 

Thy  watch  of  Glory,  Pow'r,  aud  Love. 
Grant  that,  beneath  thine  eye,  securely. 

Our  souls,  awhile  from  life  withdrawn. 
May,  ui  their  darkness,  stilly,  purely. 

Like  "  sealed  fountains,"  re^t  Ull  dawn. 


L 


WHERE  IS  YOUR  DWELLING,  YE 
SAINTED? 

(Ais.— Hassc.) 

WiiRRC  is  your  dwelling,  ye  Sainted  7 
Through  what  Elysium  more  bright 

Tlian  fancy  or  hope  ever  painted. 
Walk  ye  in  glory  and  light? 

1  *  And,  behold,  the  angel  of  the  Loan  came  apoc  am, 
tnd  a  Itsht  .ohined  In  the  prison,  ....  aad  lUs  ciialas  All 
offfMni  his  hands."— .4cf#,  lU.'' 


Wlio  the  same  kingdom  inherits? 

Breathes  there  a  khiI  that  may  dare 
Look  to  tliat  worid  of  Spirits, 

Or  hope  to  dwell  with  you  there? 

Sagos !  who,  ev'n  in  exploring 

Nature  through  all  her  bright  ways, 
Went,  like  the  Seraphs,  adoring, 

And  veil'd  your  eyes  in  the  Uaic — 
Martyrs !  who  left  for  our  reaping 

Truths  you  had  sown  m  your  blood-* 
Sinners !  whom  long  yean  of  weeping 

Chasten'd  from  evil  to  good — 

Maidens !  who,  like  the  yoong  Creaoeot, 

Turning  away  yoiur  pale  brows 
From  earth,  aud  the  light  of  Uie  Present, 

Look'd  to  yoiur  Heavenly  Spouse- 
Say,  through  what  regran  endianted, 

Walk  ye,  in  Heaven's  sweet  air? 
Say,  to  what  spirits  *tis  granted. 

Bright  souls,  to  dwell  with  yoo  there? 


HOW   LIGHTLY   MOUNTS  THE  MUJ 

WING. 

(Air. — AxoNTMOcs.) 

How  lightly  mounts  tlie  Muse's  wing, 
Whose  theme  is  in  the  skies — 

Like  morning  larks,  that  sweeter  sng 
The  nearer  Heav'n  tliey  rise. 

Though  Love  his  magic  l}Te  may  tone, 
Yet  ah,  the  flow'rs  he  round  it  wreath^ 

Were  pluck'd  beneath  pale  Paasioo's  moa 
Whose  madness  in  their  odor  breatbeai 


How  purer  far  the  sacred  lute. 
Round  which  Devotion  ties 

Sweet  flow'rs  that  turn  to  heaVnly 
And  palm  that  never  dieSi 


Though  War's  high>soimding  haip  maj  h 
Most  welcome  to  the  hero's  ears, 

Alas,  his  chords  of  victory 

Are  wet,  all  o'er,  with  human  teaiii 


How  for  more  sweet  their  numben 
Who  hymn,  like  Saints  above, 

No  victor,  but  th'  Eternal  One, 
No  trophies  but  of  Love  * 
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0  FORTH  TO  THE  MOUNT. 

(Air. — Stcvknsok.) 

to   the   Mount — bring  the    olive-branch 
me,* 

ce,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come  ! 
dt  time,*  wlien  tlie  moon  upon  Ajalon's 
le, 

7  motionless  down,'  saw  the  kings  of  the 
rth, 

?8cnce  of  GoD*8  mighty  Champion,  grow 
le- 
ver had  Judah  an  hour  of  such  niirth  ! 

to   the    Mount — briujj    the  olive-branch 
•me, 
ce,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 

rtle  and  palm — ^bring  the  boughs  of  each 

jrthy  to  wave  o'er  the  tents  of  the  Free.* 
t  day,  when  the  footsteps  of  Israel  shone, 
light  not  their  own,  through  the  Jordan's 
ep  tide, 
raters   shrunk  back    as    the   Ark  glided 

ver  ha**  Jndah  an  hoiir  of  such  pride  ! 

to  the    Mount — ^briug   the    olive-branch 
•me, 
cc,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come  ' 


S'OT   SWEET  TO   THINK,   HERE- 
AFfER. 

(Air. — IIaydn^ 

»t  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
>n  the  Spirit  leaves  this  sphere, 
irith  deathless  wing,  shall  waft  her 
hose  she  long  hath  moumM  for  here  7 

,  from  which  *twas  death  to  sever, 
B,  this  world  can  ne*er  restore, 
as  warm,  as  bright  as  ever, 
1  meet  us  and  be  lost  no  more. 

iiat  tbey  should  publish  and  proclaim  In  all  their 

in  Jerusaleiu,  sitylnft.  Go  Torih  unio  Ihe  mount, 

klive-bninches,**  Atc^  tuc. — JWA.  vilL  15. 

laee  the  dnys  of  Jeshua  the  son  of  Nan  unto  that 

*t  the  children  of  Israel  done  so :  and  there  was 

flaJness.**— AVA.  viil.  17. 

stand  thon  still  npim  Cilieon;  and  then,  Moon, 

ey  ut  AjaUm.**— J0«A.  z.  13. 

I  ollve-bmnches,  and  pine-branches,  and  myrtle- 

ind  pnlni-bmnches,  and  branches  of  thick  trees, 

Hiihs.**— JVa.  vlU.  15. 

Lite  priests  that  bare  the  ark  of  the  covenajit  of  the 


Wlien  wearily  wo  wander,  asking 
Of  earth  and  heav'n  where  are  they. 

Beneath  whose  smile  we  once  lay  basking, 
Bless'd,  and  thinkuig  bliss  would  stay  7 

Hope  still  litis  her  radiant  finger 

Pointing  to  th'  eternal  Home, 
Upon  whose  portal  yet  they  linger. 

Looking  back  for  us  to  come. 

Alas,  alas — doth  Hope  deceive  us  7 

Shall  friendship— love— shall  all  those  ties 

That  bind  a  moment,  and  then  leave  us, 
Be  foimd  again  where  nothing  dies  7 

Oh,  if  no  other  boon  were  given. 

To  keep  our  hearts  from  wrong  and  ^alay 
AVho  would  not  try  to  win  a  Heaven 

Where  all  we  love  shall  live  again  7 


WAR  AGAINST  BABYLON. 

(Aia. — NovKLLo.) 

*'  War  against  Babylon  !*'  shout  we  aroimd,* 

Be  our  banners  through  earth  unfiiri*d ; 
Rise  up,  ye  nations,  ye  kings,  at  the  soimd^ — 

"  War  against    Babylon !"   sliout    througii    tht 
worid! 
Oh  thou,  that  dwellcst  on  many  waters,^ 

Thy  day  of  pride  is  ended  now  ; 
And  the  dark  curse  of  IsraePs  daughters 

Breaks,  like  a  thunder-cloud,  over  thy  brow ! 
War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  ! 

Make  bright  the  arrows,  and  gather  the  shields,* 

Set  the  standard  of  God  on  high  ; 
Swarm  we,  like  locusts,  o*er  all  her  fields, 


« 


»» 


vengeance    our 


"  Zion"  our  watchword,   and 
cry ! 
Wo  !  wo  I — the  time  of  thy  visitation" 

Is  come,  proud  Land,  thy  doom  is  cast— 
And  the  black  surge  of  desolation 
Sweeps  o*er  thy  guilty  head,  at  last ! 

War,  war,  war  against  Babylon ! 


Lord  stood  Arm  on  dry  ground  in  the  midst  of  Jordan,  and 
all  the  Israelites  passed  over  on  dry  ground.** — Josh.  ill.  17. 

*  "  Shout  against  her  round  about.** — Jer.  I.  15. 

*  **  Set  ye  up  a  standard  in  the  land,  blow  the  trumpet 
among  the  nations,  prepare  the  nations  against  her,  call  to- 
gether against  her  the  kingd(»ms,**  ite^  k^.-^Jtr.  11.  S7. 

*  **  Oh  thou  that  dwellest  upon  jiany  waters,  ....  thine 
end  Is  come.** — J^r,  11.  13. 

*  "  Make  bright  the  arrows;  gather  the  shields  ....  set 
up  the  standard  upon  the  walls  of  Babylon.** — Jer.  II  11,  li. 

M  -  vVo  unto  them !  for  their  day  is  come,  the  time  of 
their  visitation  !**~Jcr.  1.  ^aJ. 
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THE    SUMMER   FETE 


TO 

THE  HONORABLE  MRS.  NORTON. 

For  the  groundwork  of  the  following  Poem  I  am 
uidebted  to  a  memorable  Fdte,  given  eome  years 
since,  at  Boyle  Farm,  the  seat  of  the  late  Lord 
Henry  Fitzgerald.  In  commemoration  of  that 
evening — of  which  the  lady  to  whom  these  pages 
are  inscribed  was,  I  well  recollect,  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  ornaments — I  was  induced  at  the 
time  to  write  some  verses,  which  were  afterwards, 
however,  thrown  aside  unfinished,  on  my  discover- 
ing that  the  same  task  had  been  undertaken  by  a 
noble  poet,*  whose  playful  and  happy  jeu-d* esprit 
on  the  subject  has  since  been  published.  It  was 
but  lately,  that,  on  finding  the  fragments  of  my 
own  sketch  among  my  papers,  I  thought  of  founding 
on  them  such  a  description  of  an  imaginary  F6te  as 
might  furnish  me  with  situations  for  the  introduction 
of  music. 

Such  is  the  origin  and  object  of  the  following 
Poem,  and  to  Mrs.  Norton  it  is,  with  every  feeling 
of  admiration  and  regard,  inscribed  by  her  father's 
warmly  attached  friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE 

Sloperton  Cottajre^ 
J^ovanber,  1831. 


THE  SUMMER  FETE. 


"  Where  are  ye  now,  ye  summer  days, 

"  That  once  inspired  the  poet's  lays  7 

*'  Bless'd  time  !  ere  England's  n}'mphs  and  swains, 

**  For  lack  of  sunbeams,  took  to  coals — 
"  Summers  of  light,  undimm'd  by  rains, 
*•  Whose  only  mocking  trace  remains 

"  In  watering-pots  and  parasols." 

llius  spoke  a  young  Patrician  maid. 
As,  on  the  morning  of  that  F6te 

>  Lonl  Francis  Egerton. 


Which  bards  unborn  thai]  celebrate, 
She  backward  drew  her  curtain's  shade, 
And,  closing  one  half-dazzled  eye, 
Peep'd  with  the  other  at  the  sky — 
Th'  important  sky,  whose  light  or  gloom 
Was  to  decide,  this  day,  the  doom 
Of  some  few  hundred  beauties,  wits, 
Blues,  Dandies,  Swains,  and  Exquisites. 

Faint  wore  her  hopes ;  for  June  had  now 

Set  in  with  all  his  usual  rigor ! 
Young  Zephyr  yet  scarce  knowing  how 
To  nurse  a  bud,  or  fan  a  bough, 

But  Eurus  in  perpetual  vigor ; 
And,  such  the  biting  summer  air, 
That  she,  the  n}'mph  now  nestling  there- 
Snug  as  her  own  bright  gems  recline, 
At  night,  within  their  cotton  shrine- 
Had,  more  than  once,  been  caught  of  late 
Kneeling  before  her  blazing  grate, 
Like  a  young  worshipper  of  fire, 

With  hands  uplifted  to  the  flame. 
Whose  glow,  as  if  to  woo  them  nigher, 

Through  the  wliite  fingers  flushing 


But  oh  !  the  light,  th*  unhoped-for  light, 
That  now  illumed  this  morning's  heaven ! 

Up  sprung  IS.nthe  at  the  si^t. 

Though — hark  ! — the  clocks  but  strike  ch 

And  rarely  did  the  nymph  surprise 

Mankind  so  early  with  her  eyes. 

Who  now  will  say  that  England's  snn 
(Like  England's  self,  these  spendthrift  da; 

His  stock  of  wealth  hath  near  outrun, 
And  must  retrench  his  golden  rays — 

Pay  for  the  pride  of  sunbeams  past, 

And  to  mere  moonshine  come  at  last  7 

**  Calumnious  thought  !'*  I&nthe  cries, 

While  coming  mirth  lit  up  each  glance. 
And,  prescient  of  the  ball,  her  eyes 

Already  had  begun  to  dance : 
For  brighter  sun  than  that  ivhich  now 

Sparkled  o'er  London's  spires  and  towui^ 
Had  never  bent  from  heaven  his  brow 

To  kiss  Firenze's  City  of  Flowere. 
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What  mast  it  be — if  thus  so  fair 

'Mid  the  smoked  groves  of  Grosrenor  Square — 

What  must  it  bo  where  Thames  is  seen 

Gliding  between  his  banks  of  green, 

While  rival  villas,  on  each  side, 

Peep  from  their  bowexs  to  woo  his  tide, 

And,  like  a  Turk  between  two  rows 

Of  Harem  beauties,  on  he  goe»— 

A  lover,  knred  for  ev*n  the  grace 

With  which  he  slides  from  their  embrace. 

In  one  of  those  enchanted  domes, 

One,  the  most  flow*ry,  cool,  and  bright 
Of  all  by  which  that  river  roams. 

The  FHe  is  to  be  held  to-night— 
That  F6te  already  link*d  to  fame. 

Whose  cards,  in  many  a  fair  one*s  sight 
(When  look'd  for  long,  at  last  they  came,) 

Seem*d  circled  with  a  fairy  light ; — 
That  Fdte  to  which  the  cull,  the  flower 
Of  England's  beauty,  rank  and  power, 
FrcHn  the  young  spinster,  just  come  outf 

To  the  old  Premier,  too  long  tn — 
From  legs  of  far  descended  gout. 

To  the  last  new-moustachio*d  chin — 
An  were  convoked  by  Fashion's  spells 
To  the  small  circle  where  she  dwells. 
Collecting  nightly,  to  allure  us. 

Live  atoms,  which,  together  hurl'd. 
She,  like  another  Epicurus, 

Sets  dancing  thus,  and  calls  "  the  World.** 

Behold  how  busy  in  those  bowere 

(Like  May-flies,  in  and  out  of  flowers,) 

Tne  countless  menials  swarming  run. 

To  furnish  forth,  ere  set  of  sun. 

The  banquet-table  richly  laid 

Beneath  yon  awning's  lengthened  shade, 

Wliere  fruits  shall  tempt,  and  wines  entice. 

And  Luxury's  self,  at  Gunter's  call, 
Breathe  from  her  summer-throne  of  ice 

A  spirit  of  coolness  over  all. 

And  now  th'  important  hour  drew  nigh. 
When,  'neath  the  flush  of  evening's  sky. 
The  west  end  '*  world"  for  mirth  let  loose. 
And  moved,  as  he  of  Syracuse' 
Ne'er  dreamt  of  moving  worids,  by  force 
Of  four-hone  power,  had  all  combined 
Through  Grosvenor  Gate  to  speed  their  coune. 
Leaving  that  portion  of  mankind. 
Whom  they  caU  **  Nobody,"  behind ;— 


>  Aichfsnedet. 

*  I  man  not  oertntn  whether  the  Dowagers  of  this  Sqnaro 
feawe  f«i  yieldod  lotbe  Innoratioos  ofGa*  and  Police,  but  at 


No  Star  for  London's  feasts  to-day, 
No  moon  of  beauty,  new  this  May, 
To  lend  the  night  her  crescent  ray  ;~- 
Nothing,  in  short,  for  ear  or  eye. 
But  veteran  belles,  and  wits  gone  by, 
The  relics  of  a  past  beau-monde, 
A  worid,  like  Cuvier's,  long  dethroned ! 
Ev'u  Parliament  this  evening  nods 
Beneath  th*  harangues  of  minor  gods, 

On  half  its  usual  opiate's  share ; 
The  great  dispeusers  of  repose. 
The  flrst-rate  furnishers  of  prose 

Being  ail  call'd  to — ^pnse  elsewhere. 

Soon  as  through  Grosvencr's  lordly  square*-— 

That  last  impregnable  redoubt. 
Where,  guarded  with  Patrician  cai« 

Primeval  Error  still  holds  out — 
Where  never  gleam  of  gas  must  dare 

'Gainst  ancient  Darkness  to  revolt. 
Nor  smooth  Macadam  hope  to  spare 

The  dowagers  one  single  jolt ; — 
Where,  fur  too  stately  and  sublime 
To  profit  by  the  lights  of  time. 
Let  Intellect  march  how  it  will. 
They  stick  to  oil  and  watchmen  still  >— > 
Soon  as  through  that  illustrious  square 

The  first  epistolary  bell. 
Sounding  by  fits  upon  the  air. 

Of  parting  pennies  rung  the  kndl ; 
Wam'd  by  that  telltale  of  the  hours. 

And  by  the  daylight's  westering  beam. 
The  young  I&nthe,  who,  with  flowers 

Half-crown'd,  had  sat  in  idle  dream 
Before  her  glass,  scarce  knowing  where 
Her  fingers  roved  through  that  bright  hair, 

While,  all  capriciously,  she  now 

Dislodged  some  curi  from  her  white  brow. 
And  now  again  replaced  it  there ; — 
As  though  her  task  was  meant  to  be 
One  endless  change  of  ministry — 
A  routing-up  of  Loves  and  Graces, 
But  to  plant  others  in  their  places. 

Meanwhile — what  strain  is  that  which  floats 
Through  the  small  boudoir  near — like  notes 
Of  some  young  bird,  its  task  repeating 
For  the  next  linnet  music-meeting  T 
A  voice  it  was,  whose  gentle  sounds 
Still  kept  a  modest  octave's  bounds, 
Nor  yet  had  ventured  to  exalt 
Its  rash  ambition  to  B  alt, 


the  time  when  the  above  lines  were  written,  they  still  obstl> 
nately  persevered  in  their  old  rigime ;  and  woald  not  suifer 
themselves  to  be  either  well  goarded  or  well  lighted. 
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That  point  towards  which  when  ladies  rise, 
The  wise  man  takes  his  hat  and — flies. 
Tones  of  a  harp,  too,  gently  play'd, 

Came  with  this  youthful  voice  communing, 
Tones  true,  for  once,  without  the  aid 

Of  that  inflictive  process,  tuning — 
A  process  which  must  ofl  have  given 
Poor  Milton's  ears  a  deadly  wound  ; 
So  pleased,  among  the  joys  of  Heav'n, 

Ho  8]>ecifies  "  harps  ever  tuned."* 
She  who  now  sung  this  gentle  strain 

Was  our  young  nymph's  still  younger  sister — 
Scarce  ready  yet  for  Fashion's  train 

In  their  light  legions  to  enlist  her, 
But  counted  on,  as  sure  to  bring 
Her  force  into  the  field  next  spring. 

The  song  she  thus,  like  Jubal*s  shell, 
Gave  forth  '*  so  sweetly  and  so  well," 
Was  one  in  Morning  Post  much  famed. 
From  a  divine  collection,  named, 

"  Songs  of  the  toilet" — every  Lay 
Taking  for  subject  of  its  Muse, 

Some  branch  of  feminine  array, 
Some  item,  with  full  scope,  to  choose. 
From  diamonds  down  to  dancing  shoes ; 
From  the  last  hat  that  Horbault's  hands 

Bequeathed  to  an  admiring  world, 
Down  to  the  latest  flounce  that  stands 
Like  Jacob's  Ladder— or  expands 

Fur  forth,  tempestuously  unfuri'd. 

Speaking  of  one  of  these  new  Lays, 
The  Morning  Post  thus  sweetly  says : — 
"  Not  all  that  breathes  from  Bishop's  lyre, 

"  That  Bamett  dreams,  or  Cooke  conceives, 
"  Can  match  for  sweetness,  strength,  or  fire, 

"  This  fine  Cantata  upon  Sleeves. 
"  The  very  notes  themselves  reveal 

**  The  cut  of  each  new  sleeve  so  well ; 
"  A  flat  betrays  the  Imbecilles^ 

"  Light  fugues  the  flying  lappets  tell ; 
**  While  rich  cathedral  chords  awake 
"  Our  homage  for  the  Manchea  cTEcique,** 

*Twas  the  first  op'ning  song — the  Lay 

Of  all  least  deep  in  toilet-lore. 
That  the  young  n}'mph,  to  while  away 

The  tiring  hour,  Uius  warbled  o'er : — 


'•  their  prolden  harp^  they  took— 

narjM  ever  tuned.**  Paradise  Lett,  book  III. 


SONG. 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love. 

In  all  thy  best  array  thee ; 
The  sun's  below — the  moon's  above— 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  thee. 
Put  on  thee  all  that's  bright  and  rare, 

The  zone,  the  wreath,  the  gem. 
Not  so  much  gracing  charms  so  fair, 

As  borrowing  grace  from  them. 
Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love, 

In  all  that's  bright  array  thee ; 
The  sun's  below — the  moon's  abov^— 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  thee. 

Put  on  the  plumes  thy  lover  gave, 

The  plumes,  that,  proudly  dancing, 
Proclaim  to  all,  where'er  they  wave, 

Victorious  eyes  advancing. 
Bring  forth  the  robe,  whose  hue  of  heaven 

From  thee  derives  such  light, 
That  Iris  would  give  all  her  seven 

To  boast  but  one  so  bright. 
Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love, 
&c.  &C.  &c 

Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  thee,  love, 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  thee. 
And  hearts,  where'er  thy  footsteps  move. 

Will  beat,  when  they  come  nigh  tliee. 
Tliy  every  word  shall  be  a  spell. 

Thy  every  look  a  ray. 
And  tracks  of  wondering  eyes  shall  tell 

The  glory  of  thy  way  ! 
Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  thee,  love. 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  thee. 
And  hearts,  where'er  thy  footsteps  move, 

Shall  beat  when  they  come  nigh  the^ 


Now  in  his  Palace  of  the  West, 

Sinking  to  slumber,  the  bright  Day, 
Like  a  tired  monarch  fann'd  to  rest. 

Mid  the  cool  airs  of  Evening  lay  ; 
While  round  his  couch's  girfden  rim 

The  gaudy  clouds,  like  courtiers,  crept— 
Struggl'uig  each  other's  light  to  dim. 

And  catch  his  last  smile  ere  he  slept 
How  gay,  as  o'er  the  gliding  Thames 

The  golden  eve  its  lustre  poiu^d. 
Shone  out  the  high-bom  knights  and  dames 

Now  group'd  around  that  festal  board ; 

>  The  name  given  to  those  large  sleeves  that  bang  UmmcIj'. 
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A  living  masj  of  plumes  and  flowers, 

As  though  they*d  robb*d  both  birds  and  bowers-^ 

A  peopled  rainbow,  swarmmg  through 

With  habitants  of  every  hue ; 

While,  as  the  sparkling  juice  of  France 

High  in  the  crystal  brimmerB  flowM, 

Each  sunset  ray  that  mix'o  by  chance 
With  the  wine's  sparkles,  showed 

How  sunbeams  may  be  taught  to  dance 

If  not  in  written  form  expreas'd, 
Twas  known,  at  least,  to  every  guest, 
That,  though  not  bidden  to  parade 
Their  scenic  powers  in  masquerade, 
(A  pastime  little  found  to  thrive 

In  the  bleak  fog  of  England's  skies. 
Where  wit's  tlie  thing  we  beet  contrive. 

As  maaqueraderB,  to  disguitey) 
It  yet  was  hoped — and  well  that  hope 

Was  answer'd  by  the  young  and  gay — 

That,  in  the  toilet's  tusk  to-day, 
Fancy  should  take  her  wildest  scope ; — 
That  the  rapt  milliner  should  be 
Let  loose  through  fields  of  poesy, 
The  tailor,  in  inventive  trance. 

Up  to  the  heights  of  Epic  clamber. 
And  all  the  regions  of  Romance 

Be  ransack'd  by  the  femme  de  chambre. 

Accordingly,  with  gay  Sultanas, 
Rebeccas,  Sapphos,  Roxalanas — 
Circasnan  slaves  whom  Love  would  pay 

Half  h»  maternal  realms  to  ransom  ;— - 
Young  nunsf  whi«e  chief  religion  lay 

In  lookmg  most  profanely  handifome  ; — 
Mtises  in  muslin — pa&toral  maids 
With  hats  from  Uie  Arcade-tan  shades^ 
And  foi*une-tellois,  rich,  'twas  plain, 
As  fortune-Aun/ers  form'd  their  train. 

With  these,  and  more  such  female  groups, 
Were  mix'd  no  less  fantastic  troops 
Of  male  ezhibiteis — all  willing 
To  took,  ev'n  more  than  usual,  killing ; — 
Bean  tyrants,  smock-faced  braggadocios, 
And  brigands,  chacmingly  ferocious ; — 
M.  P.'s  tum'd  Turks,  good  Moslems  then. 

Who,  last  uight,  voted  for  the  Greeks ; 
And  Friars,  stanch  No- Popery  men, 

In  close  confab  with  Wiiig  Caciques. 

Bat  where  is  slio — the  nymph,  whom  late 
We  left  before  her  giass  delaying, 

Like  Eve,  when  by  the  lake  she  sate, 
In  the  clear  wave  her  charms  surveying, 

Aod  saw  in  that  first  glassy  mirror 

The  first  fair  face  that  lured  to  error. 


"  Where  is  she,"  ask'st  thou  7— watch  all  looks 

As  centering  to  one  point  they  bear. 
Like  sun -flowers  by  the  sides  of  brooks, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun — and  she  is  there. 
Ev'n  in  disguise,  oh  never  doubt 
By  her  own  light  you'd  track  her  out : 
As  when  the  moon,  close  shawl'd  in  fog. 
Steals,  as  she  thinks,  through  heaven  incog. 
Though  hid  herself,  some  sidelong  ray. 
At  every  step,  detects  her  way. 

But  not  in  dark  disguise  to-night 

Hath  our  young  heroine  veil'd  her  light ; — 

For  see,  she  walks  the  earth,  Love's  own, 

His  wedded  bride,  by  holiest  vow 
Pledged  *n  Olympus,  and  made  <iiiown 
To  murtiib  by  the  type  wliich  now 
Hangs  glitt'riug  on  her  snowy  brow. 
That  butterfly,  mysterious  trinket, 
Which  means  the  Soul,  (iho'  few  would  think  It,) 
And  sparkling  thus  on  brow  so  white, 
Tells  us  we've  Psyche  |icre  to-night  I 

But  hark !  some  song  hath  caught  her  ears — 

And,  lo,  how  pleased,  as  though  she'd  ne'er 
Hoard  the  Grand  Opera  of  the  Spheres, 

Her  goddess-sliip  approves  the  air ; 
And  to  a  mere  terrestrial  strain, 
Inspired  by  naught  but  pink  champagne, 

Her  butterfly  as  gayly  nods 
As  though  she  sat  with  all  her  train 

At  some  great  Concert  of  the  Gods, 
With  PhoDbus,  leader — Jove  director 
And  half  the  audience  drunk  with  ucctar. 

From  a  male  group  the  carol  came — 

A  few  gay  youths,  whom  round  the  board 

The  last-tried  flask's  superior  fame 
Had  lured  to  taste  the  tide  it  pour'd ; 

And  one,  who,  from  his  youth  and  lyre, 

Seem'd  grandson  to  the  Teian  sire, 

Thus  gayly  sung,  while,  to  his  song. 

Replied  in  chorus  the  gay  throng : — 


SONG. 


Some  mortals  there  may  be,  so  wise,  or  so  fine. 
As  in  evenings  like  this  no  enjoyment  to  see  ; 

But,  as  Fm  not  particular — wit,  love,  and  wine. 
Are  for  one  ni^t's  amusement  suflicient  for  me. 

Nay — humble  and  strange  as  my  tastes  may  appear — 
If  driv'n  to  the  worst,  I  could  manage,  thank 
Heaven, 
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To  put  up  with  eyes  such  as  beam  round  me  hero, 
And  such  wine  as  we're  sipping,  six  days  out  of 
seven. 
So  pledge  me  a  bumper — ^your  sages  profound 
May  be  blest,  if  they  will,  on  their  own  patent 
plan: 
But  as  we   are   not  sages,  why — send  the  cup 
round — 
We  must  only  be  happy  the  best  way  we  can. 

A  reward  by  some  king  was  once  ofTer'd,  we're  told, 

To  whoe'er  could  invent  a  new  bliss  for  mankind ; 
But  talk  of  new  pleasures ! — give  me  but  the  old, 

And  rU  leave  your  mventors  all  new  ones  they 
find. 
Or  should  I,  in  quest  of  fresh  realms  of  bliss. 

Set  sail  in  the  pinnace  of  Fancy  some  day, 
Let  the  rich  rosy  sea  I  embark  on  be  this. 

And  such  eyes  as  weVe  hero  bo  the  stare  of  my 
way! 
In  Ihe  mean  time,  a  bumper — your  Angels,  on  high, 

May  hava  pleasures   unknown  to  life's  limited 
span; 
But,  as  we  are  not  Angels,  why — ^let  the  flask  fly — 

We  must  only  be  happy  all  ways  that  we  can. 


Now  nearly  fled  was  sunset's  light. 

Leaving  but  so  much  of  its  beam 
As  gave  to  objects,  late  so  bright. 

The  coloring  of  a  shadowy  dream  ; 
And  there  was  still  where  Day  had  set 

A  flush  that  spoke  him  loath  to  die— 
A  last  link  of  his  glory  yet. 

Binding  together  earth  and  sky. 
Say,  why  is  it  that  twilight  best 
Becomes  even  brows  the  loveliest  7 
That  dimness,  with  its  sofl'uing  touch. 

Can  bring  out  grace,  unfelt  before. 
And  charms  we  ne'er  can  see  too  much. 

When  seen  but  half  enchant  the  more  7 
Alas,  it  is  tiiat  every  joy 
In  fulness  finds  its  worst  alloy. 
And  half  a  bliss,  but  hoped  or  guess'd. 
Is  sweeter  than  the  whole  possess'd ;-~ 
That  Beauty,  when  least  shone  upon, 

A  creature  most  ideal  grows ; 
And  there's  no  light  from  nrKx>n  or  sun 

Like  that  Imagination  throws  y^ 
It  is,  alas,  that  Fancy  shrinks 

Ev'u  from  a  bright  reality. 
And  turning  inly,  feels  and  thinks 

Far  hsav'nlier  things  than  e'er  will  he. 


v^ 


Such  was  th'  efiect  of  twilight's  hour 

On  the  fair  groups  that,  round  and  immdf 
From  glade  to  grot,  from  bank  to  bow'r. 

Now  wander'd  through  this  fairy  ground ; 
And  thus  did  Fancy — and  champagne— 

Work  on  the  sight  their  dazzling  spells, 
Till  nymphs  that  look'd,  at  noonday,  plain, 

Now  brighten'd,  in  the  gloom,  to  belles ; 
And  the  brief  mterval  of  time, 

'Twixt  after  dinner  and  before. 
To  dowagers  brought  back  tlieir  prime. 

And  shed  a  halo  round  two-score. 

Meanwhile,  new  pastimes  for  the  eye. 

The  ear,  the  fancy,  quick  succeed  ; 
And  now  along  the  waters  fly 

Light  gondoles,  of  Venetian  breed. 
With  knights  and  dames,  who,  calm  reoinied, 

Lisp  out  love-sonnets  as  they  glide- 
Astonishing  old  Thames  to  find 

Such  doings  on  his  mortal  tide. 

So  briglit  was  still  that  tranquil  river. 
With  the  last  shaft  from  Daylight's  qulTei, 
That  many  a  g^up,  in  turn,  were  seen 
Embarking  on  its  wave  serene ; 
And,  'mong  the  rest,  in  chorus  gay, 
A  band  of  mariners,  irom  th'  ides 
Of  sunny  Greece,  all  song  and  smOea, 
As  smooth  they  floated,  to  the  play 
Of  their  oar's  cadence,  sung  this  lay  >— > 


TRIO. 


Our  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy. 
Our  home  b  on  the  sea  ; 

When  Nature  gave 

The  ocean-wuve. 
She  mark'd  it  for  the  Free. 
Whatever  stonns  befall,  boy, 
Wliatever  stonns  befall. 

The  island  bark 

Is  Freedom's  ark. 
And  floats  her  safe  through  alL 

Behold  yon  sea  of  isles,  boy. 
Behold  yon  sea  of  isles. 

Where  ev'ry  shore 

Is  sparkling  o'er 
With  Beauty's  richest  snules. 
For  us  hath  Freedom  clairo'd,  boy, 
For  us  hath  Freedom  claim*d 

Those  ocean-nesta 

Where  Valor  rests 
His  eagle  wing  untamed. 
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4iid  ■haU  the  Modem  dare,  boy, 
And  ehall  the  Moslem  dare, 

While  Grecian  hand 

Can  wield  a  brand, 
To  plant  h'w  Creecent  there  ? 
No — by  our  fathers,  no,  boy. 
No,  by  the  Craes  we  show— 

Fnvn  Maina's  rills 

To  Thracia's  hills 
All  Greece  re-echoes  «  No !" 


like  pleaMint  thoughts  that  o*er  the  mind 

A  minute  come,  and  go  again, 
Er'n  so,  by  snatches,  in  the  wind, 

Was  caught  and  lost  that  choral  strain. 
Now  fuH,  now  faint  upon  the  ear, 
As  the  bark  floated  far  or  near. 
At  length  when,  lost,  the  closing  note 

Had  down  the  waters  died  aloug, 
Forth  from  another  fairy  boat, 

Freighted  with  music,  came  this  song  ^— 


SONG. 


Shoothlt  flowing  through  verdant  vales. 

Gentle  river,  thy  current  runs, 
Sbelter'd  safe  (rom  winter  gales, 

Shaded  cool  from  summer  suns. 
Thus  on  Youtirs  sweet  momeuts  glide. 

Fenced  with  flow'ry  shelter  round  ; 
No  rude  tempest  wakes  the  t'>do, 

All  its  path  IB  fairy  ground. 

But,  fair  river,  the  day  will  come. 

When,  woo*d  by  wbisp*riDg  groves  in  vain, 
Thoult  leave  those  bauks,  thy  shaded  home. 

To  mingle  with  the  stormy  main. 
And  thou,  sweet  Youth,  too  soon  wilt  pass 

Into  the  worId*s  unsheltered  sea. 
Where,  once  thy  wave  hath  mix*d,  alai^ 

All  hope  of  peace  is  lost  for  thee. 


Next  turn  we  to  the  gay  saloon 
Bea^ylendont  as  a  summer  noon, 

Where,  'neath  a  pendent  wreath  of  lights, 
A  Zodiac  of  flowers  and  tapers-^ 

-  Is  Caf  Und  the  partitwn  of  this  opera  of  Rossini  was 
iferred  to  the  story  of  Peter  the  llemiit ;  by  which  means 
ladeconun  of  giving  such  names  as  '*  Molse,**  **  Pharaon,** 


(Such  as  in  Russian  ball-rooms  sheds 
Its  glory  o'er  young  dancers'  heads) — 

Quadrille  performs  her  mazy  rites, 
And  reigns  supreme  o*er  slides  and  capers  \-^ 
Working  to  death  each  opera  strain, 

As,  with  a  foot  that  ne'er  reposes, 
She  jigs  through  sacred  and  profane. 

From  "  Maid  and  Magpie"  up  to  "  Moses  f  ^ 
Wearing  out  tunes  as  fast  as  shoes, 

Till  fagg'd  Rossini  scarce  respires  ; 
Till  Mayerbeor  for  mercy  sues. 

And  Weber  at  her  feet  expires. 

And  now  the  set  hath  ceased — the  bows 
Of  fiddlers  taste  a  brief  repose, 
While  light  along  the  painted  floor. 

Arm  witiuu  arm,  the  couples  stray, 
Talking  their  stock  of  nothings  o'er, 

Till — nothing's  left,  at  last,  to  say. 
When,  lo  I — most  opportunely  sent — 

Two  Exquisites,  a  he  and  slie, 
Just  brought  from  Daiidyland,  and  m6uit 

For  Fashion's  grand  Menagerie,  * 

Enter'd  the  room — and  scarce  were  there 
When  all  flock'd  round  them,  glad  to  stare 
At  any  monsters,  any  where. 

Some  thought  them  perfect,  to  their  tastes ; 
While  others  hinted  that  the  waists 
(That  in  particular  of  the  he  thing) 
Ijeil  far  too  ample  room  for  breathing : 
Whereas,  to  meet  these  critics'  wishes. 

The  isthmus  there  should  be  so  small, 
That  Exquisites,  at  last,  like  fishes, 

Must  manage  not  to  breathe  at  all. 
The  female  (these  same  critics  said,) 

Though  orthodox  from  toe  to  chin, 
Yet  lack'd  that  spacious  width  of  head 

To  hat  of  toadstool  much  akin — 
That  build  of  bonnet,  whose  extent 
Sl)ould,  like  a  doctt'ine  of  dissent. 

Puzzle  church -doors  to  let  it  in. 

However — sad  as  'twas,  no  doubt, 

Tliat  nymph  so  smart  should  go  about, 

With  head  unconscious  of  the  place 

It  ought  to  fill  in  Infinite  Space — 

Yet  all  allow'd  that,  of  Aer  kind, 

A  prettier  show  'twas  hard  to  finl ; 

While  of  that  doubtful  genus,  •*  dressy  men,'* 

The  male  was  thought  a  first-rate  specimen 

Such  Savans,  too,  as  wish'd  to  trace 

The  manners,  habits,  of  tliis  race— 


A.C.  to  the  dances  selected  from  It  (as  was  duns  In  Parte j  has 
been  avoided. 


J 
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To  know  what  rank  (if  rank  at  all) 

'Mong  reasoning  things  to  them  should  fall — 

What  sort  of  notions  heaven  imparts 

To  high-built  heads  and  tight-laced  hearts, 

And  how  far  Soul,  which,  Plato  says, 

Abhors  restraint,  can  act  in  stays — 

Might  now,  if  gifted  with  discerning, 

Find  opportunities  of  learning : 

As  those  two  creatures — from  their  pout 

And  frown,  'twas  plain — had  just  falfn  out ; 

And  all  their  little  thoughts,  of  course, 

Were  stirring  in  full  fret  and  force  ; — 

Like  miles,  tlirough  microscope  espied, 

A  world  of  nothings  magnified. 

But  mild  the  vent  such  beings  seek, 
The  tempest  of  their  souls  to  speak : 
As  Opera  swains  to  fiddles  ngh. 
To  fiddles  fight,  to  fiddles  die. 
Even  so  this  tender  couple  set 
Their  w^cU-bred  woes  to  a  DueL 


WALTZ  DUET.» 

IIR. 

LoNO  as  I  waltzM  with  only  thee. 

Each  blissful  Wednesday  that  went  by. 
Nor  stylish  Stultz,  nor  neat  Nugee 
Adom'd  a  youth  so  bledt  as  L 
Oh  !  ah !  uh  !  oh  ! 
Those  happy  days  are  gone — ^lieigho 

SUE. 

Long  as  with  thee  I  skimm*d  the  ground 

Nor  yet  was  scom'd  for  Lady  Jane, 
No  blither  nymph  lelotum*d  round 
To  Collinet*s  immortal  strain. 
Oh  I  ah  !  &c. 
Those  happy  days  are  gone — heigho ! 

HE. 

With  T^ady  Juno  now  whiri'd  about 

I  know  no  bounds  of  time  or  breath  ; 
And,  should  the  chunner*s  head  hold  out, 
My  heart  and  heels  are  hers  till  death. 
Oh!  ah!  &c. 
Still  round  and  round  through  life  we'll  go. 

SHE. 

To  Ijord  Fitznoodle's  eldest  son, 

A  youth  renown'd  for  waistcoats  smart, 

>  ft  Is  hnrdly  necessary  to  remind  the  re»dcr  that  thi» 
Duet  it  a  pirml)  of  Uir  often-tntni^lnted  and  parodied  ode  of 
llormca,  '*  Duoec  graius  cram  tibl/*  iLC, 


I  now  have  given  (excuse  the  pan) 
A  vested  interest  in  my  heart 
Oh  !  ah !  &c 
Still  round  and  round  with  him  1*11  gc 

HE. 

Wliat  if,  by  fond  remembrance  led 
Again  to  wear  our  mutual  chain. 
For  me  thou  cutt'st  Fitfhoodle  dead, 
And  I  levant  from  Lady  Jane. 
Oh  !  ah  !  &c. 
Still  round  and  roimd  again  we'll  go. 

SHE. 

Though  he  the  Noodle  honors  grret 

And  thine,  dear  youth,  ^re  not  00  high. 
With  thee  in  endless  waltz  a'U  live. 

With  thee,  to  Weber's  Stop- Waltz,  die! 
Oh !  ah  .  Slc. 

Thus  round  and  round  throngfa  life  we'll  | 

[Exeunt  waUxiMg, 


While  thus,  like  motes  that  dance  away 

Existence  in  a  summer  ray. 

These  gay  things,  bom  but  to  quadrille. 

The  circle  of  their  doom  fulfil — 

(That  dancing  doom,  whose  law  decrees 

That  they  should  live,  on  the  alert  toe, 
A  life  of  ups-and-downs,  like  keys 

Of  Broadwood's  in  a  long  concerto : — ) 
While  thus  the  fiddle's  ipell,  within. 

Culls  up  its  realm  of  restless  sprites. 
Without^  as  if  some  Mandarin 

Were  holding  there  his  Feast  of  I^hts, 
Lamps  bf  all  hues,  from  walks  and  bowecs, 
Broke  on  the  eye,  like  kindling  flowexs. 
Till,  budding  into  light,  each  tree 
Bore  its  full  fruit  of  brilliancy. 

Here  shone  a  garden — lamps  all  o'er. 

As  though  the  Spirits  of  the  Air 
Had  tak'n  it  in  their  heads  to  pour 

A  shower  of  summer  meteora  there  ; — 
While  here  a  lighted  shrubb'ry  led 

To  a  small  lake  that  sleeping  lay, 
Cnidled  in  foliage,  but,  o'erbead. 

Open  to  heaven's  sweet  breath  and  ray  ; 
While  round  its  rim  thero  burning  stood 

Lamps,  with  young  flowers  beside  them  beddi 
That  shrunk  from  such  warm  neighborhood ; 
And,  looking  bashful  in  the  flood, 

Blush'd  to  behold  themselves  so  wedded. 

Hither,  to  this  embower'd  retreat. 
Fit  but  for  nights  so  still  and  sweet ; 
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Nij^lits,  such  as  Eden*8  calm  recall 
In  its  (list  lonely  hour,  when  all 

So  sUeut  m,  below,  on  high, 

That  if  a  star  falls  down  the  sky, 
You  almost  think  you  hear  it  fall— 
Hither,  to  this  recess,  a  few, 

To  shun  the  dancers'  wild*ring  noise, 
And  giTo  an  hour,  ere  night-time  flew. 

To  Music*s  more  ethereal  joys. 
Came  n  ith  their  voices — ready  all 
As  Echo,  waiting  for  a  call- 
In  hymn  or  ballad,  dirge  or  glee. 
To  weave  their  mingling  minstrelsy. 

And,  first,  a  dark-eyed  nymph,  array'd — 
Liko  her,  whom  Art  hath  deathless  made, 
firight  Moua  Lisa' — with  that  braid 
Of  hair  across  the  brow,  and  one 
Small  gem  that  in  the  centre  shone-^ 
Wit^  face,  too,  in  its  form  resembling 

Da  Vinci*s  Beauties— the  dark  eyes, 
Now  lucid,  as  through  crystal  trembling. 

Now  soil,  as  if  suffused  with  sighs — 
Her  lute,  that  hung  beside  her,  took, 
And,  bending  o*er  it  with  shy  look. 
More  beautiful,  in  shadow  thus. 
Than  when  with  life  mottt  luminous. 
Passed  her  light  finger  o'er  the  chords, 
And  sun<;  to  them  these  mournful  words : — 


SONG. 


Unro  hither,  bring  thy  lute,  while  day  is  dying- 
Here  will  I  lay  mo,  and  list  to  thy  song ; 

should  tones  of  other  days  mix  with  its  sighing, 
T<»>es  of  a  light  heart,  now  banish'd  so  long, 

rhaae  them  away — they  bring  but  pain, 

ind  let  thy  theme  be  wo  again. 

<B7  on,  thou  mournful  lute — day  is  fast  going, 
Soon  will  its  light  from  thy  chords  die  away  ; 

>tut  little  gleam  in  the  west  is  still  glowing, 
When  tfiat  hath  vanisird,  farewell  to  thy  lay. 

[ark,  how  it  fades !— 6ee,  it  is  fled  ! 

ow,  sweet  lute,  be  thou,  too,  dead. 


The  gmap,  that  late,  in  garb  of  Greeks, 
Sung  their  light  chorus  o'er  the  tidfr— 

I  The  crlehMietl  pnrtmit  by  Leonardo  dn  Vinci,  which  he 
Ktvd  to  hAve  occupied  funr  yean  In  paintinc— Fuart, 
L  vIL 


Forms,  such  as  up  the  wooded  creeks    . 

Of  Hclle's  siiore  at  noonday  glide. 
Or,  nightly,  on  her  glist'ning  sea. 
Woo  the  bright  waves  with  melody— 
Now  link*d  their  triple  league  again 
Of  voices  sweet,  and  sung  a  strain. 
Such  as,  had  Sappho's  tuneful  ear 

But  caught  it,  on  the  fatal  steep. 
She  would  have  paused,  entranced,  to  hear, 

And,  for  that  day,  deferred  her  leap. 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  niorhts  that  oil 
Their  lustre  o'er  th'  iEgean  fling. 

Beneath  my  casement,  low  and  soft, 
I  heard  a  Lesbian  lover  sing ; 

And,  list'ning  both  with  ear  and  thought 

These  sounds  upon  the  niglit-hreeze  cauglit- 
**  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  ho, 
**  Who  gazes  at  this  hour  on  thee  I" 

The  song  was  one  by  Sappho  sung. 

In  the  first  love-dreams  of  her  lyre, 
When  words  of  passion  from  her  tongue 

Fell  like  a  shower  of  living  fire. 
And  still,  at  close  of  ev'ry  strain, 
I  heard  these  burning  words  again— 
"  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
"  Who  listens  at  this  hour  to  thee  I" 


Once  more  to  Mona  Lisa  turn'd 

Each  a^sking  eye — nor  tuni'd  in  vain  ; 

Though  tlie  quick,  transient  blush  that  buiu*d 
Bright  oVr  her  cheek,  and  died  again, 

Show*d  with  what  inly  sliame  and  fear 

Was  utlor'd  what  all  lovod  to  liear. 

Yet  not  to  sorrow's  languid  lay 
Did  she  h<*r  lute-song  now  devote ; 

But  thus,  with  voice  that,  like  a  ray 
Of  soiitliem  sunshine,  scem'd  to  float- 
So  rich  with  climuto  was  eacli  note— 

Caird  up  in  every  heart  a  dream 

Of  Italy,  with  lliis  soft  tlicme  :— 


SONG. 


On,  where  art  thou  dreaming. 
On  'and,  or  on  sea  ? 
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lu  my  lattice  b  gleamiugr 
The  watch-light  for  thee ; 

And  this  fond  heart  iv  glowing 
To  welcome  thee  home, 

And  the  night  is  fast  going, 
But  thou  art  not  come : 

No,  thou  com'st  not ! 

'Tis  the  time  when  night-flowen 

Should  woke  from  their  rest ; 
*Ti8  the  hour  of  all  hours, 

When  the  lute  singeth  best 
But  the  flowers  are  half  sleeping 

Till  Ihy  glance  tliey  see  ! 
And  the  hush*d  lute  is  keeping 

Its  music  for  thee. 

Yet,  thou  com*st  not . 


Scarce  had  the  last  word  left  her  Up, 
When  a  light,  boyish  form,  with  trip 
Fantastic,  up  the  green  walk  came, 
Prank'd  in  gay  vest,  to  which  the  flame 
Of  every  lamp  he  pass'd,  or  blue, 
Or  green,  or  crimson,  lent  its  hue  ; 
As  though  a  live  chameleon's  skin 
He  had  despoird  to  robe  him  in. 
A  zone  ho  wore  of  clattering  shells, 

And  from  his  lody  cap,  where  shone 
A  peacock's  plume,  there  dangled  bells 

That  rung  as  he  came  dancing  on 
Close  after  him,  a  page — in  dress 
And  shap<s  his  miniature  express — 
An  ample  basket,  filPd  with  store 
Of  toys  and  trinkets,  laughing  bore  ; 
Till,  having  reach'd  this  verdant  seat, 
He  laid  it  at  his  master's  feet. 
Who,  half  in  speech  and  half  in  song. 
Chanted  this  invoice  to  the  throng : — 


SONG. 


VVuo*LL  buy?— 'tis  Folly's  shop,  who'll  buy ?- 

We  vo  toys  to  suit  all  ranks  and  ages ; 
B^idra  our  usual  fools'  supply. 

We've  lots  of  playthingH,  too,  for  sages. 
For  reuMoners.  here's  a  juggler's  cup, 

That  fullest  seems  when  nothing's  in  it ; 
And  uine-pins  set,  like  sj'stems,  up, 

To  be  knock'd  down  the  following  minute. 
Who'll  buy  7— 'tis  Folly's  shop,  w  VU  buy  ? 


Gay  cape  we  here  of  foolscap  make. 

For  bards  to  wear  in  dog-day  weathei ; 
Or  bards  the  bells  alone  may  take, 

And  leave  to  wits  the  cap  and  feather 
Tetotums  we'veifor  patriots  got, 

Who  court  the  mob  with  antics  humble ; 
like  theirs  the  patriot's  dizzy  lot, 

A  glorious  spin,  and  then — a  tumUe. 

Who'll  buy,  &c,  &c 

Here,  wealthy  misers  to  inter, 

We've  shrouds  of  neat  poet-oUt  paper ; 
While,  for  their  hcin,  we've  quiek^ver. 

That,  fast  as  they  can  wish,  will  caper. 
For  aldermen  we've  dials  true. 

That  tell  no  hour  but  that  of  dinner ; 
For  courtly  parsons  sermons  new. 

That  suit  aliko  both  saint  and  sinner. 

Who'll  buy,  &c  &e 

• 

No  time  we've  now  to  name  oar  terms. 

But,  whatsoe'er  the  whims  that  seize  yoo. 
This  oldest  of  all  mortal  firms, 

Folly  and  Co.,  will  try  to  please  yoo. 
Or,  should  you  wish  a  darker  hue 

Of  goods  than  toe  can  reconunend  yoo, 
Why  then  (as  we  with  lawyers  do) 

To  Knavery's  shop  next  door  well  send  jm 

Who'll  buy,  6uL,  &e 


\\liile  thus  the  blissful  moments  roll'd. 

Moments  of  rare  and  fleeting  light. 
That  show  themselves,  like  grains  of  gdd 

In  the  mine's  refuse,  few  and  bri^il ; 
Behold  where,  opening  far  away. 

The  long  Conservatory's  range, 
Stripp'd  of  the  flowers  it  wore  all  day. 

But  gaining  lovelier  in  exchange. 
Presents,  on  Dresden's  costliest  ware, 
A  sup|)er,  such  as  Gods  might  share. 

Ah  much-loved  Supper ! — blithe  repast 
Of  other  times,  now  dwindling  fast. 
Since  Dinner  far  into  the  night 
Advanced  the  march  of  appetite  ; 
Deploy *d  his  never-ending  forces 
Of  various  vintage  and  three  courses. 
And,  like  those  Goths  who  play'd  the  dickfl 
With  Rome  and  all  her  sacred  chickens, 
Put  Supper  and  her  fowls  so  white, 
Legs,  wings,  and  drumsticks,  all  to 


Now  waked  once  more  by  wini 
b  the  true  Hippocrene,  where 


tii 
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Fhe  Mnw'i  swans  with  hafypiest  wing, 
Wpping  their  bills,  before  they  sing^ 
Fhe  minstrels  of  the  table  greet 
riie  li8t*ning  ear  with  descant  sweet  :— 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 


THE   LEVEE   AND  '  COUCIIEB. 


Call  the  Loves  around, 

Let  the  whispering  sound 
Of  their  wings  be  heard  alone, 

Till  soft  to  rest 

My  Lady  blest 
At  this  bright  hour  hath  gone. 

Let  Faucy*s  beams 

Flay  o*er  her  dreams, 
Till,  touch*d  with  light  all  through, 

Her  spirit  bo 

Like  a  summer  sea. 
Shining  and  slumbering  toa 
And,  while  thus  hush*d  she  lies, 
Let  the  whisperM  chorus  rise^ 
d  evening,  good  evening,  to  our  Lady*s  bright 


ft 


eyes. 

But  the  day-beam  breaks, 

See,  our  Lady  wakes ! 
Call  the  Loves  around  once  more. 

Like  stars  that  wait 

At  Morning's  gate. 
Her  first  steps  to  adore. 

Let  the  veil  of  night 

>*rom  her  dawning  sight 
All  gently  pass  away. 

Like  mists  that  flee 

From  a  summer  sea, 
Leaving  it  full  of  day. 
And,  wliile  her  last  dream  flios, 
Let  the  whisper'd  chorus  rise — 
d  morning,  good  morning,  to  our  Ijady's  bright 
eye*" 


SONG. 


:P  to  see  tliee  be  to  love  thee. 

If  to  love  thee  be  to  prixe 
taught  of  earth  or  heav'n  above  thee. 

Nor  to  live  but  for  those  eyes : 
[f  such  love  to  mortal  given. 
Bo  wrong  to  earth,  be  wrong  to  heav*n. 


Tis  not  for  thee  the  fault  to  blame, 
For  from  those  eyes  the  madness  came. 
Forgive  but  thou  the  crime  of  loving, 

In  this  heait  more  pride  *twill  raise 
To  be  thus  wrong,  with  thee  approving* 

Than  right,  with  all  a  world  to  praise ! 


But  say,  while  light  these  songs  resound. 

What  moans  that  buz  of  whispering  round, 

From  lip  to  lip— as  if  the  Power 

Of  Mystery,  in  this  gay  hour. 

Had  thrown  some  secret  (as  we  fling 

Nuts  among  children)  to  that  ring 

Of  rosy,  restless  lips,  to  be 

Thus  scrambled  for  so  wantonly  ? 

And,  mark  ye,  still  as  each  reveals 

The  mystic  news,  her  hearer  steals 

A  look  towards  yon  enchanted  chair. 

Where,  like  the  Lady  of  the  Mask, 
A  nymph,  as  exquisitely  fair 

As  Love  himself  for  bride  could  ask, 
SitB  blushing  deep,  as  if  aware 
Of  the  wing*d  secret  circling  there. 
Who  is  this  nymph  7  and  what,  oh  Muse, 

What,  in  the  name  of  all  odd  things 
That  womau*s  restless  brain  pursues. 

What  mean  these  mystic  whisporicgs  7 

Tlius  runs  the  tale : — yon  IJushing  maid. 
Who  sits  in  beauty^s  light  array 'd. 
While  o*er  her  leans  a  tall  young  Dervise, 
(Who  from  her  eyes,  as  all  observe,  is 
Learning  by  heart  the  Marriage  Service,^ 
Is  the  bright  heroine  of  our  song, — 
The  Love-wed  Psyche,  whom  so  long 
We*ve  missed  among  tliis  mortal  train. 
We  thought  her  wing'd  to  heaven  again 

But  no— earth  still  demands  her  smile  ; 
Her  friends,  the  Gods,  must  wait  awhile. 
And  if,  for  maid  of  heavenly  birth, 

A  young  Duke's  proffcr'd  heart  and  hand 
Be  things  worth  waiting  for  on  earth. 

Both  are,  this  hour,  at  her  command. 
To-night,  in  yonder  half-lit  shade, 

For  love  concerns  expressly  meant. 
The  fond  proposal  first  was  made. 

And  love  and  silence  hlush'd  consent 
Parents  and  friends  (all  here,  as  Jews, 
Enchanters,  housemaids,  Turks,  Hindoos,) 
Have  heard,  approved,  and  blcss*d  the  tie ; 
And  now,  hadst  thou  a  poet's  eye. 
Thou  might'st  behold,  in  th*  air,  above 
That  brilliant  brow,  triumphant  Love, 
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Holding,  as  if  to  drop  it  down 

Gently  upou  her  curls,  a  crown 

Of  Ducal  shape — but,  oh,  such  gems ! 

Pilfcr'd  from  Peri  diadems, 

And  set  in  ^Id  like  that  which  shines 

To  deck  tiio  Fairy  of  the  Mines: 

In  short,  a  crown  all  glorious— such  as 

Love  orders  when  he  makes  a  Duchess. 

But  see,  *tb  mom  in  heaven ;  the  Sun 
Up  the  bright  orient  hath  begun 
To  canter  his  immortal  team  ; 

And,  though  not  yet  arrived  in  sight, 
His  leader*s  nostrils  send  a  steam 
Of  radiance  forth,  so  rosy  bright 
As  makes  their  onward  path  all  light. 
What's  to  be  done?  if  Sol  will  be 
So  deuced  eoriy,  so  must  we ; 


And  when  the  day  thus  shines  oatright, 
£v*n  dearest  friends  must  bid  good  night 
So  farewell,  scene  of  mirth  and  masking* 

Now  almost  a  by -gone  tale ; 
Beauties,  late  in  lamp-light  basking. 

Now,  by  daylight,  dim  and  pale  ; 
Harpers,  yawning  o'er  your  harps. 
Scarcely  knowing  flats  Irom  sharps ; 
Mothers  who,  while  bored  you  keep 
Time  by  nodding,  nod  to  sleen : 
Heads  of  air,  tliat  stood  last  night 
Crep^,  crispy,  and  upright. 
But  have  now,  alas !  one  sees,  a 
Leaning  like  the  tower  of  I^sa ; 
Fare  ye  well — thus  sinks  away 

All  that's  mighty,  all  that's  bright ; 
Tyre  and  Sidon  had  their  day. 

And  ev'n  a  Ball — has  but  its  night ! 


EVENINGS  IN  GREECE. 


In  thus  connecting  together  a  series  of  Songs  by 
a  tiiread  of  poetical  narrative,  my  chief  object  has 
been  to  combine  Recitation  with  Music,  so  as  to 
enable  a  greater  number  of  persons  to  join  in  the 
performance,  by  enlisting,  as  readers,  those  who 
may  not  feel  willing  or  competent  to  take  a  part  as 
sin^jers. 

The  Island  ol  Zea,  where  the  scene  is  laid,  was 
called  by  the  ancients  Ceos,  and  v^na  the  birthplace 
of  Siinonidcs,  Bucchylides,  and  other  eminent  per- 
sons. An  account  of  its  present  state  may  be  found 
in  the  Travels  of  Dr.  Clarke,  who  says,  that  **  it 
appeared  to  him  to  be  the  best  cultivated  of  any  of 
the  Grecian  Isles." — VoL  vi.  p.  174. 
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EVENINGS  IN  GREECE. 


FIRST  EVENING. 

••  TnK  sky  is  bright — the  breeze  is  fair, 
"  And  the  mainsail  flowing,  full  and  free — 


"  Our  farewell  word  is  woman's  pray'r, 
"  And  the  hope  before  us — Liberty ! 

"  Farewell,  farewell. 
'*  To  Greece  we  give  our  riiining  blades, 
"  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maid 

"  The  moon  is  in  the  heavens  above, 
"  And  the  wind  is  on  the  foaming  sea — 

"  Thus  shines  the  star  of  woman's  love 
"  On  the  glorious  strife  of  Liberty ! 

**  Farewell,  farewell. 
"  To  Greece  we  give  our  shining  blades 
"  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maitl 


Thus  sung  they  from  the  bark,  that  now 
Tum*d  tu  the  sea  its  gallant  prow. 
Bearing  within  it  hearts  as  brave. 
As  e'er  sought  Freedoni  o'er  the  wave ; 
And  leavinjr  on  that  islet's  shore. 

Where  still  the  farewell  beacons  bum. 
Friends,  that  shall  many  a  day  look  o'er 

The  long,  dim  sea  for  their  return. 

Virgin  of  Heaven  !  speed  iUe'ir  way — 
Oh,  speed  their  way, — the  choaen  flow'ra 
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Of  Zea*8  yoath,  the  hope  and  stay 

Of  parents  in  their  wintry  hour, 
Th»  love  of  maidens,  and  the  pride 
Of  the  young,  happy,  blushing  bride, 
Wboee  naptidJ  wreath  has  not  yet  died~- 
AU,  all  are  in  tliat  precious  bark, 

Which  now,  alas,  no  more  is  seen — 
Though  every  eye  still  turns  to  mark 

The  moonlight  spot  where  it  had  been 

Vainly  vou  look,  ye  maidens,  sires, 

And  mothers,  your  beloved  are  gone ! — 
Now  may  you  quench  those  signal  fires, 

Whone  light  they  long  lookM  back  upon 
From  their  dark  deck — watching  the  flame 

As  fast  it  faded  from  their  view. 
With  thoughts,  that,  but  for  manly  shame, 

Iltfd  made  them  droop  and  weep  like  you. 
Home  to  your  chambers !  home,  and  pray 
For  the  bright  coming  of  that  day, 
When,  b!e8B*d  by  heaven,  the  Cross  shall  sweep 
The  Crescent  from  the  iEgcan  deep. 
And  your  brave  warriors,  hastening  back. 
Will  bring  such  glories  in  their  track, 
As  shall,  for  many  an  age  to  come, 
Shed  light  around  their  name  and  home. 

There  is  a  Fount  on  Zea*s  isle. 
Round  whk;h,  in  soil  luxuriance,  smile 
All  the  sweet  flowers,  of  every  kind, 

On  which  the  sun  of  Greece  looks  down, 

Pleased  as  a  lover  ou  th««  crown 
His  mistress  for  her  brow  hath  twined. 
When  he  beholds  each  flow'ret  there, 
Himself  had  wisli'd  her  most  to  wear ; 
Here  bloom'd  the  laurcl-ro^,*  whose  wreath 

Haugs  radiant  round  the  Cypriot  shrines. 
And  here  those  bramble-flowers  that  breathe 

Their  odor  into  Zante*s  wines  -? — 
T^e  splendid  woodbine,  that,  at  eve, 

To  grace  their  floral  diudems. 
The  lovely  maids  of  Patmos  weave  t* — 

And  that  fair  plant,  whose  tangled  stems 
Shine  like  a  Nereid's  hair,*  when  spread, 
DishevellM,  o*er  her  azure  bed  ; — 
All  these  bright  children  of  the  clime, 
(Each  at  its  own  most  genial  time, 
The  summer,  or  the  year's  sweet  prime,) 
like  beautiful  earth -stars,  adorn 
The  Va!!cv,  where  that  Fount  is  bom : 


I  **Neriuni  01c%nder.  In  Cyprus  it  retains  its  nnclcnt 
B'Uiie,  IIb«id<id»phoe,  snd  Uie  (Jyprint^  adorn  their  chiirclies 
with  <he  fliiwen  on  feast-days.** — Journal  of  Dr.  SibtAorpe, 
trmfptit's  T^kff.  •  Id. 

*  Lofliiceim  Csprifoliiuii,  used  by  tho  girls  of  PaUnos  for 


While  round,  to  grace  its  cradle  g^een, 
Groups  of  Velani  oaks  are  seen, 
Tow'ring  on  every  verdant  height — 
Tall,  shadowy,  in  the  evening  light, 
Like  Genii,  set  to  watch  the  birth 
Of  some  enchanted  child  of  earth- 
Fair  oaks,  that  over  Zea's  vales. 

Stand  with  their  leafy  pride  unfuri'd ; 
While  Commerce,  from  her  thousand  sails, 

Scatters  their  fruit  Uiroughout  tho  world  '* 

'Twas  here — as  soon  as  prayer  and  sleep 
(Those  truest  friends  to  all  who  weep) 
Had  lightened  every  heart,  and  made 
Ev*n  sorrow  wear  a  softer  shade— 
^rwas  here,  in  this  secluded  spot. 

Amid  whose  breathings  calm  and  sweel 
Grief  might  be  sooth'd,  if  not  forgot. 

The  Zean  nymphs  resolved  to  meet 
Each  evening  now,  by  the  same  light 
That  saw  their  farewell  tears  that  night ; 
And  try,  if  sound  of  lute  and  song. 

If  wandVing  *mid  tlie  moonlight  flowers 
In  various  talk,  could  charm  along 

With  lighter  step,  the  lingering  hours, 
Till  tidings  of  that  Bark  should  come. 
Or  Victory  waft  their  warriors  Lome  I 

When  first  they  met — the  wonted  smile 

Of  greeting  having  gleum'd  awhile — 

'Twould  touch  ev'n  Moslem  heart  to  see 

The  sadness  that  came  suddenly 

O'er  their  young  brows,  when  they  lookM  roiiiid 

Upon  that  bright,  enchanted  ground ; 

And  thought,  how  many  a  time,  with  thoie 

Who  now  were  gone  to  the  rude  wars, 
They  there  had  met,  at  evening's  close, 

And  danced  till  mom  outshone  the  stars  I 

But  seldom  long  doth  hang  th'  eclipse 

Of  sorrow  o'er  such  youthful  breasts — 
The  breath  from  her  own  blushing  lips, 

That  on  the  maiden's  mirror  rests. 
Not  swifter,  lighter  from  the  glass. 
Til  an  sadness  from  her  brow  doth  pass. 
Soon  did  they  now,  as  round  the  Well 

They  sat,  beneath  the  rising  moon — 
And  some,  with  voice  of  awe,  would  tell 
Of  midnight  fays,  and  nymphs  who  dwell 

In  holy  founts— wliile  some  would  tune 


«  Cu'cuta  europo'a.  *'Frnm  ihe  twi^tlnf  nnd  Uvinineof 
the  stcHH.  it  i>  coiiifMired  hy  the  Creeks  lu  the  dishevel! e«l 
hair  of  tho  Nereids.**—  IValpote  9  TtLrkey. 

*"The  priMluce  of  the  island  In  thc!>e  arnrns  alone 
nnionnts  anuaally  to  fifteen  thousand  quintals.** — C  /c*-Ae*tf 
TravdM. 
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Their  idle  lutee,  that  now  had  lain, 
For  days,  without  a  single  strain ; — 
And  othere,  from  the  rest  apart, 
With  laugh  that  told  the  ligfaten'd  heart. 
Sat,  whispVihg  in  each  otlier's  ear 
Secrets,  that  all  in  turn  would  hear ; — 
Soon  did  they  find  this  thouglitless  play 
So  swifUy  steal  their  griefs  away. 
That  many  a  njnnph,  though  pleased  the  while, 
Reproach*d  her  own  forgretful  smile. 
And  sigh*d  to  tliiuk  she  could  ho  gay. 

Among  th^e  maidens  there  was  one. 
Who  to  Leucadia*  late  had  been— 

Had  stood,  beneath  the  evening  sun, 
On.  its  white  tow'ring  clif&,  and  seen 

The  very  spot  where  Sappho  sung 

Her  swan-like  music,  ere  she  sprung 

(Still  holding,  in  that  fearful  leap, 

By  her  loved  lyre)  into  the  deep. 

And  dying  quenchM  the  fatal  fire, 

At  once,  of  both  her  heart  and  lyre. 

Mutely  they  listened  all — and  well 
Did  the  young  travelKd  maiden  tell 
Of  the  dread  height  to  which  that  steep 
Beetles  above  the  eddying  deep*— 
Of  the  lone  sea-birds,  wheeling  round 
The  dizzy  edge  with  mournful  sound— 
And  of  those  scented  lilies*  found 
Still  blooming  on  that  fearful  place^ 
As  if  caird  up  by  Love,  to  grace 
Th*  inmiortal  spot,  o*er  which  the  last 
Bright  footsteps  of  his  martyr  paasM ! 

AVhile  fresh  to  eVry  listener's  thought 
These  legends  of  Leucadia  brought 
All  that  of  Sappho*s  hapless  flame 
Is  kept  alive,  still  watch*d  by  Fame— 
The  maiden,  tuning  her  sod  lute, 
While  all  the  rest  stood  round  her,  mute, 
Thus  sketched  tlie  languishment  of  soul. 
That  o*er  the  tender  Lesbian  stole ; 
And,  in  a  voice,  whose  Uuilling  tone 
Fancy  might  deem  the  Lesbian's  own. 
One  of  those  fervid  fragments  gave. 

Which  still, — ^like  sparkles  of  Greek  Fire, 
Undying,  ev*n  beneath  the  wave, — 

Bum  on  tlut)ugh  Time,  and  ne*er  expire. 


1  Now  Sant&  Maura— the  Uland,  from  whose  cliffii  Sap 
pho  lenpcd  into  the  ^ea. 

3  ''The  precipice,  which  Is  fenrAilly  dizzy,  Is  aboat  one 
hardred  and  fourteen  feet  from  the  wnter,  which  Is  of  a  pru- 
foan  J  depth,  as  appears  from  the  dark-blue  color  and  the 
eddy  that  plays  round  the  pointed  and  projecting  rocks.*' — 
0«odi$sotC$  Ionian  IsltM. 


SONG. 

As  o'er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  Maid 

In  love-sick  languor  hung  her  head, 
Unknowing  where  her  fmgen  stray'd, 

She  weeping  tum'd  away,  and  said, 
«*  Oh,  my  sweet  Mother — ^'tis  in  ▼««!— 

"  I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I  wove— 
*<  So  wilder*d  is  my  heart  and  brain 

«*  With  thiuking  of  that  youth  I  love  I"* 

Again  the  web  she  tried  to  trace, 

But  tears  fell  o'er  each  tangled  thread ; 
While,  looking  in  her  mother's  face. 

Who  watchful  o'er  her  leau'd,  she  sakl, 
"  Oh,  my  sweet  Mother — ^'tis  in  rain — 

*<  I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I  wove— 
*'  So  wikier'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 

«  With  thmking  of  that  yoatb  I  love !" 


A  silence  foUow'd  this  sweet  air. 

As  each  in  tender  musing  stood. 
Thiuking,  with  lips  that  moved  in  prayer. 

Of  Sappho  and  that  fearful  flood  : 
While  some,  who  ne'er  till  now  had  known 

How  much  their  hearts  resembled  hen. 
Felt  as  they  made  her  grie&  their  own. 

That  they,  too,  were  Love's  worshii^ieriu 

At  length  a  murmur,  all  but  mute. 
So  faint  it  was,  came  from  the  lute 
Of  a  young  melancholy  maid, 
Whose  fingers,  all  uncertain  play'd 
From  chord  to  choitl,  as  if  in  chase 

Of  some  lost  melody,  some  strain 
Of  other  times,  whose  faded  trace 

She  sought  among  those  chords  again 
Slowly  the  half-forgotten  theme 

(Though  bom  in  feelings  ne'er  foi|^) 
Came  to  her  memory — as  a  beam 

Falls  broken  o'er  some  shaded  spot  ;^- 
And  while  her  lute's  sad  s^nnphony 

Fiii'd  up  each  sighing  pause  between ; 
And  Love  himself  might  weep  to  see 

What  ruin  comes  where  he  hath  been — 
As  wither'd  still  tlie  grass  is  found 
Whore  fays  have  danced  tlieir  merry  lound^- 


*  See  Mr.  Goodis8on*s  Tory  interesting  desciiptloa  ef 
these  circumstauces. 

<  I  have  attempted.  In  these  four  lines,  to  give  aoais  M 
of  that  benntlful  fVa(mient  of  Sappho,  beflnnlnf  Thm 
ftdrtp,  which  represents  so  truly  (as  Warton  mnarlis)  **l 
languor  and  Usilessness  of  a  person  deeply  In  love.** 
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Thos  nmply  to  the  1ist*ning  throng 
She  breathed  her  melancholy  song:— 


SONG. 


VcKPUfG  for  thee,  my  lore,  through  the  long  day, 

iooely  and  wearily  life  wean  away. 

Veeping  for  thee«  my  love,  through  the  long  night — 

io  rest  in  darkneas,  no  joy  in  light ! 

iaoght  left  but  Memory,  whose  dreary  tread 

ioonda  through  thia  ruin*d  heart,  where   all  lies 

dead- 
wakening  the  echoes  of  joy  long  fled ! 


Of  many  a  stanza,  this  alone 
Had  *0caped  obliyion— like  the  one 
Stray  fragment  of  a  vi  reck,  which  thrown, 
With  the  lost  veasers  name,  ashore. 
Tells  who  they  were  that  live  no  more. 

When  thus  the  heart  is  in  a  vein 
Of  tender  thought,  the  simplest  strain 
Can  touch  it  with  peculiar  power — 

As  when  the  air  is  warm,  the  scent 
Of  the  most  wild  and  rustic  flower 

Can  fill  the  whole  rich  element-^ 
And,  in  such  moods,  the  homeliest  tone 
That's  linked  with  feelings,  once  our  own — 
Willi  friends  or  joys  goue  by — will  be 
W<»lh  choirs  of  loftiest  harmony ! 

But  some  there  were,  among  the  group 

Of  damsels  there,  too  light  of  heart 
To  let  their  qnrits  longer  droop, 

Ey*n  imder  munc*s  melting  art ; 
And  one  upspringing,  with  a  bound, 
From  a  low  bank  of  flowers,  look'd  round 
With  eyes  that,  though  so  full  of  light, 

Uad  still  a  trembling  tear  withm ; 
And,  while  her  fingers,  in  swiil  flight, 

Flew  o*er  a  fairy  mandolin, 

1  This  word  Is  defrauded  here,  I  suspect,  of  a  syllable ; 
r.  Clarke,  if  I  recollect  right,  n>.-ikes  It  **  UalAlaika.** 
s  *■  I  taw  above  thirty  ptrUes  enfmged  In  dancing  the  Ro- 
•ikanpoa  the  land;  In  some  of  these  gmnps,  the  girl  who 
4  fheiB  chased  the  retreating  wave.** — Douglat  on  tJu 
Udtrm  Ortekt. 

>  **!■  danein/the  Rom'tlka  (snys  Mr.  Dnuglas)  they  begin 
I  flaw  aad  sotemn  step  till  they  have  gained  the  time,  but 
f  Agnxs  the  air  becomes  more  sprightly ;  the  conductress 


Thus  sung  the  song  her  lover  late 
Had  sung  to  her — the  eve  before 
That  joyous  night,  when,  as  of  yore. 

All  Zea  met,  to  celebrate 

The  Feast  of  May,  on  the  sea-shore. 


SONG. 


When  the  Balaika' 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
1*11  dance  the  Romaika 

By  moonlight  with  thee 
If  waves  then,  advancing. 

Should  steal  on  our  play, 
Thy  white  feet,  in  dancing. 

Shall  chase  them  away.* 
When  the  Balaika 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
Thoult  dance  the  Romaika, 

My  own  love,  with  me. 

Then,  at  the  closing 

Of  each  merry  lay, 
How  sweet  His,  reposing. 

Beneath  the  night  ray  ! 
Or  if,  declining, 

The  moon  leave  the  skies. 
We'll  talk  by  the  shining 
'    Of  each  other's  eyes. 

Oh  then,  how  featly 

The  dance  we'll  renew, 
Treading  so  fleetly 

Its  light  mazes  through :' 
Till  stars,  looking  o*er  us 

From  heaven's  high  bow'rs. 
Would  change  their  bright  chorus 

For  one  dance  of  ours ! 
When  the  Balaika 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
Thou'lt  dance  the  Romaika, 

My  own  love,  with  me. 


How  changingly  forever  veers 

The  heart  of  youth,  'twixt  smiles  and  teats ! 

of  the  dance  sometimes  setting  to  her  partner,  sometimes 
darting  before  the  rest,  and  leading  them  through  the  most 
rapid  revolutions;  sometimes  crossing  nnder  the  hands, 
which  are  held  up  to  let  her  pass,  and  giving  as  much  live- 
liness and  Intricacy  as  she  can  to  the  figures,  Into  which 
she  conducts  her  companions,  while  their  business  is  to 
follow  her  in  all  her  movements,  without  breaking  tlie 
chain,  or  losing  the  measure.** 
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Ev'n  as  in  April,  the  light  vane 
Now  points  to  sunshine,  now  to  raiu. 
Instant  this  lively  lay  dispell'd 

The  shadow  from  each  blooming  brow, 
And  Dancing,  joyous  Dancing,  held 

Full  empire  o*er  each  fancy  now. 

But  say — what  shall  the  measure  be  ? 

<*  Shall  we  the  old  Romaika  tread," 
(Some  eager  a6k*d)  <*  as  anciently 

"  'Twas  by  the  maids  of  Delos  led, 
**  When,  slow  at  finit,  then  circling  fast, 
"  As  the  gay  spirits  rose— at  last, 
<*  With  hand  in  hand,  like  links,  enlock'd, 

"  Through  the  light  air  they  seem'd  to  flit 
«  In  labyrinthine  maze,  that  mock'd 

"  The  dazzled  eye  that  foUow'd  it?" 
Some  caird  aloud  **  the  Fountain  Dance  I" — 

While  one  young,  dark-eyed  Amazon, 
Whose  step  was  air-like,  and  whose  glance 

Flashed,  like  a  sabre  in  the  sun. 
Sportively  said,  **  Shame  on  these  soft 
**  And  languid  strains  we  hear  so  oft. 
«  Daughters  of  Freedom!  have  not  we 

**  LeamM  from  our  lovers  and  our  sires 
"  The  Dance  of  Greece,  while  Greece  was  free — 

**  That  Dance,  where  neither  flutes  nor  lyres, 
"  But  sword  and  shield  clash  on  the  ear 
"  A  music  tyrants  quake  to  hear?' 
**  Heroines  of  Zea,  arm  with  me, 
"  And  dance  the  dance  of  Victory  !" 

Thus  saying,  she,  with  playful  grace. 
Loosed  the  wide  hat,  that  o'er  her  face 
(From  Anatolia'  came  the  maid) 

Hung,  shadowing  each  sunny  charm ; 
All  \  with  a  fair  young  armorer's  aid, 

Fixing  it  on  her  rounded  arm, 
A  mimic  shield  with  pride  display'd  ; 
Then,  springing  towards  a  grove  that  spread 

Its  canopy  of  foliage  near. 
Plucked  off  a  lance-like  twig,  and  said, 
"  To  anns,  to  arras !"  while  o'er  her  head 

She  waved  the  light  branch,  as  a  spear. 

Promptly  the  laughing  maidens  all 
Obej  'd  theii  Chiefs  heroic  call ; — 
Rouitd  the  sliield-arm  of  each  was  tied 

Hat,  tiu'ban,  shawl,  as  chance  might  be  ; 

The  grove,  their  verdant  armory, 
Falchion  and  lance*  alike  supplied  ; 

1  For  a  description  of  tlie  Pyrrhic  Dance,  tee  De  Gays,  &c. 
—ft  nppearr.  fniiii  Apuleiux  (lib.  x.)  that  thU  war-dance  was, 
•inon^  4he  Hnclonis,  sometime*  performed  by  fenitiles. 

8ee  the  euftv^e  of  the  Greek  women  of  NatuUa  in  Ca»- 
tatln*  Mituf't  dcs  OtkcmoMa 


And  as  their  glossy  locks,  let  ireey 

Fell  down  their  shoulders  carelesdy. 
You  might  have  dream'd  you  saw  a  throng 

Of  youthful  Thyads,  by  the  beam 
Of  a  May  moon,  boimdiug  along 

Peneus'  silver-eddied*  stream ! 

And  now  they  stepp'd,  with  measured  trea^ 

Martially,  o'er  the  shining  fleki ; 
Now,  to  the  mimic  combat  led, 
(A  heroine  at  each  squadron**  bead,) 

Struck  lance  to  lance  and  sword  to  shield: 
While  still,  through  every  varying  feat. 
Their  voices,  heard  in  .ontiast  sweet 
With  some,  of  deep  but  soften  d  aound. 
From  lips  of  aged  sires  around, 
Who  smiling  watch'd  their  childreD*a  |ilay-~ 
Thus  simg  the  ancient  Pyrrhic  lay  >— 


SONG. 


«  Raise  the  buckler — ^poise  the  lance— 

"  Now  here^now  there — ^retreat — advance !" 

iSuch  wore  the  sounds,  to  which  the  warrior  bt] 
Danced  in  those  happy  days,  when  Greeot 
free; 
When  Sparta's  youth,  ev'n  in  the  hour  of  joy, 
Thus  train'd  tlieir  steps  to  war  and  victory. 
"  Raise  the  buckler — poise  the  lanc»— 
"  Now  here — now  there— retreat — advance !" 
Such  was  the  Spartan  wairiorB*  dance. 
**  Grasp  the  falchion — gird  the  sliield-^ 
"  Attack— defend— do  all,  but  yield." 

Thus  did  thy  sons,  oh.  Greece,  one  glorious  nig^ 

Dance  by  a  moon  like  this,  till  o'er  the  sea 
That  morning  dawu'd  by  whose  immortal  ligfat 

They  nobly  died  for  thee  and  liberty  f 
"  Raise  the  buckler — poise  the  lance— 
"  Now  here — now  there^retreat — advance  f 
Such  was  the  Spartan  heroes'  dance. 


Scarce  had  they  closed  this  martial  lay 
When,  flinging  their  light  spears  away, 

t  The  sword  was  the  weapon  chiefly  used  In  thisii 

«  Homer,  11.  U.  753. 

*  It  Is  said  that  Leonldas  and  his  conpaaioos  eafi 
them.«6lvcs,  on  the  eve  of  the  battle,  la  Bute  and  tf^j 
nostlc  exercises  of  ihelr  eoantry. 
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)inbatant8,  in  broken  ranks, 
breathlea  from  th^  war-field  fly ; 
own,  upon  the  velvet  banks 
flow'ry  dopee,  exhaosted  lie, 
osy  huutreoBee  of  Thrace, 
^  at  sunset  from  the  chase. 

I  gills  !**  an  aged  Zean  said — 
ho,  himself,  had  fought  and  bled, 
ow,  with  feelings,  half  delight, 
laduees,  watch'd  their  mimic  fight — 
1  maids !  who  thus  with  War  can  jest — 

Love,  in  Man*B  helmet  dress'd, 
^n,  in  his  childish  innocence, 
eased  with  the  shade  that  helmet  flings, 
hinks  not  of  the  blood,  that  thence 

dropping  o*er  his  snowy  wings, 
-true  it  is,  young  patriot  maids. 

Honor's  arm  still  won  the  fray, 
ick  but  shone  on  righteous  blades, 
'ar  were  a  game  for  gods  to  play ! 

no,  alas ! — hear  one,  who  well 
ath  tracked  the  fortunes  of  the  brave — 
r  met  in  mournful  ditty,  tell 
liat  glory  waits  the  patriot's  grave :" — 


SONG 


liy  the  shore,  at  break  of  day, 
anquish'd  Chief  expiring  lay, 
>n  the  sands,  with  broken  sword, 
le  traced  his  farewell  to  the  Free ; 
I,  there,  the  last  unfinishM  word 
[e  dying  wrote  was  "  Liberty !" 

uight  a  Sea-bird  shriek'd  the  knell 
him  who  thus  for  Freedom  fell ; 
*  words  he  wrote,  ere  evening  came, 
Vere  covered  by  the  sounding  sea ; — 
pass  away  the  cause  and  name 
H  him  who  dies  for  Liberty ! 


tribute  of  subdued  applause 
harm'd,  but  timid,  audience  pays, 
murmur,  which  a  minstrel  draws 
m  hearts,  that  feel,  but  fear  to  praise, 
r^d  this  song,  and  left  a  pause 

oKtrning  wo  ptild  our  vUU  to  the  Cave  of  Tro- 
uid  the  Foontaiat  of  Memory  and  Oblivion,  Jost 


Of  silence  after  it,  that  hung 
Like  a  fix'd  ipell  on  every  tongue. 

At  length,  a  low  and  tremulous  sound 
Was  heard  from  midst  a  group,  that  round 
A  bashful  maiden  stood,  to  hide 
Her  blushes,  while  the  lute  she  tried — 
Like  roses,  gath'ring  round  to  veil 
The  song  of  some  young  nightingale. 
Whose  trembling  notes  steal  out  between 
The  cluster*d  leaves,  herself  unseen. 
And,  while  that  voice,  in  tones  that  mere 

Through  feeling  than  thi*.  .^h  weakness 
Came,  with  a  stronger  sweetness,  o'er 

Th'  attentive  ear,  this  strain  was  heard  :— 


eir'd, 


SONO. 


I  SAW,  from  yonder  silent  cave, 

Two  Fountains  running,  side  by  si^ 
The  one  was  Mem'ry's  limpid  wave. 

The  other  cold  Oblivion's  tide.' 
"  Oh  Love  !"  said  I,  in  thoughtless  mood. 

As  deep  I  drank  of  Lethe's  stream, 
**  Be  all  my  sorrows  in  this  flood 

«  Forgotten  like  a  vanish'd  dream !" 

But  who  could  bear  that  gloomy  blank. 

Where  joy  was  lost  as  well  as  pain  7 
Quickly  of  Mem'ry's  fount  I  drank. 

And  brought  the  past  all  back  again  ; 
And  said,  **  Oh  Love !  whate'er  my  lot, 

"  Still  let  this  soul  to  thee  be  true— 
<*  Rather  than  have  one  bliss  forgot, 

**  Be  all  my  pains  remember'd  too !" 


The  group  that  stood  around,  to  shade 
The  blushes  of  that  bashful  maid. 
Had,  by  degrees,  as  came  the  lay 
More  strongly  forth,  retired  away, 
Like  a  fair  shell,  whose  valves  divide. 
To  show  the  fairer  pearl  inside : 
For  such  she  was— a  creature,  bright 

And  delicate  as  those  day-flow'is. 
Which,  while  they  last,  make  up,  in  light 

And  sweetness,  what  they  want  in  bours. 


npon  tho  water  of  Ilercyna,  which  flows  through  stapendoiu 
rocks:'^  irUlUms't  Travels  is  Greece. 
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So  rich  upon  the  ear  had  grown 

Rose,  like  a  city  of  chrysolite. 

Her  voice's  melody — its  tone 

Call'd  from  the  wave  by  witchery. 

Gath'ring  new  courage,  as  it  found 

This  ruin — ^now  by  barb'rous  hands 

An  echo  in  each  bosom  round-^ 

Debased  into  a  motley  shed. 

That,  ere  the  n3rmph,  with  downcast  tye 

Where  the  once  splendid  column  stands 

Still  on  the  chords,  her  lute  laid  by, 

Inverted  on  its  leafy  head-^ 

"  Another  Song,"  all  lips  eiclaim'd, 

Form'd,  as  they  tell,  in  times  of  dd. 

And  each  some  matchless  fay'rite  named  ; 

The  dwelling  of  that  bard,  whoee  lay 

While  blushing,  as  her  fingers  ran 

Could  melt  to  tears  the  stem  and  cold, 

O'er  the  sweet  chords,  she  thus  began : — 

And  sadden,  'mid  their  mirth,  the  gay^ 

Simonides,'  whose  fame,  through  years 

And  ages  past,  still  bright  a.  sears — 

Like  Hesperus,  a  star  of  tears ! 

SONG. 

'Twas  hither  now — to  catch  a  Yiew 

Of  the  white  waters,  as  they  play'd 

On,  Memory,  how  coldly 

SUenti)  J  the  light— a  few 

Thou  paintest  joy  gone  by : 

Of  the  more  icstless  damsels  stray  \  ; 

fiike  rainbows,  thy  pictures 

And  some  would  linger  'mid  the  sccLt 

But  mournfully  shine  and  die 

Of  hanging  foliage,  that  perfumed 

Or,  if  some  tmts  thou  keepest. 

The  ruin'd  walls ;  while  otheiv  went, 

That  former  days  recall, 

Culling  whatever  flow'ret  bloomed 

As  o'er  each  line  thou  weepest, 

In  the  lone  leafy  space  between. 

Thy  tears  efface  them  all 

Where  gilded  chambers  once  had  been ; 

Or,  turning  sadly  to  the  sea, 

But,  Memory,  too  truly 

Sent  o'er  the  wave  a  sigh  unblest 

Thou  paintest  grief  that's  past ; 

To  some  brave  chi>inpion  of  the  Fre*^— 

Joy's  colors  are  fleeting. 

Thinking,  alas,  how  cold  might  bo. 

But  those  of  Sorrow  last 

At  that  still  hour,  his  place  of  rest ! 

And,  while  thou  bring'st  before  us 

Dark  pictures  of  past  ill. 

Meanwhile  there  came  a  sound  of  aong 

Life's  evening,  closing  o'er  us. 

From  the  dark  ruins — a  laint  strain, 

But  makes  them  darker  stilL 

As  if  some  echo,  that  among 

Those  minstrel  halls  had  slumber'd  long. 

Were  murm'ring  into  life  again. 

But,  no^tho  nymphs  knew  well  the  toi»- 

So  went  the  moonlight  hours  along, 

A  maiden  of  their  train,  who  loved, 

lu  this  sweet  glade  ;  and  so,  with  song 

liike  the  night-bird,  to  sing  alone. 

And  witcliin?  sounds — not  such  as  they, 

Had  deep  into  those  ruina  roved. 

The  cymbalists  of  Ossa,  play'd, 

And  there,  all  other  thoughts  forgot. 

To  chase  the  moon's  eclipse  away,' 

Was  warbling  o'er,  m  lone  delight. 

But  sr  t*.  and  holy— did  each  moid 

A  lay  that,  on  that  very  spot. 

Lighten  hjr  heart's  eclipse  awhile. 

Her  lover  sung  one  moonlight  n]gfat>— 

And  win  back  Sorrow  to  a  smile. 
Not  far  from  this  secluded  place. 

On  the  sea-shore  a  ruin  stood ; — 

• 

A  relic  of  th'  extinguish'd  race. 

SONG. 

Who  once  look'd  o'er  that  foamy  flood. 

• 

When  fair  loulis,*  by  the  light 

Ah  !  where  are  they,  who  heard,  in  former  faM 

Of  golden  sunset,  on  the  sight 

The  voice  of  Song  in  these  neglected  bow's t 

Of  mariners  who  sail'd  that  sea, 

They  are  gone — all  gone  ! 

1  This  supersUtlnus  custom  of  the  Thessallans  exists  also, 

quite  into  a  valley  watered  by  the  streams  of  a  iM 

as  Pietru  deila  Valle  tells  as,  among  the  Persians. 

whence  loulls  received  Its  name.** 

s  An  ancient  city  of  Zea.  the  walls  of  which  were  of 

*  Zea  was  the  birthplace  of  this  poet,  whose  vsnssl 

■iirlile.    Its  remains  (says  Clarice)  *'  extend  from  the  shore, 

Catallos  called  **  tears.** 
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I,  who  told  his  pain  in  such  sweet  tone, 
who  heard  him,  wisli'd  his  pain  their  own — 
!  gone — he  is  gone ! 

nrhoi  while  he  sung,  sat  list'ning  hy, 

Tht,  to  strains  like  these  Hwere  sweet  to 

lie— 

s  gone— she  too  is  gone ! 

in  future  hours,  some  bard  will  say 
lo  hears,  and  him,  who  sings  this  lay — 
are  gon»— they  both  are  gone ! 


on  was  now,  from  Heaven's  steep, 
ng  to  dip  her  silv'ry  urn 
)  bright  and  silent  deep — 
Llie  young  nymphs,  on  their  return 
loee  romautic  ruins,  found 
iier  playmates,  ranged  around 
red  Spnng,  prepared  to  tune 
uting  hymn,'  ere  sunk  the  moon, 
fair  Fountain,  by  whose  stream 
sarts  had  form'd  so  many  a  dream. 

s  not  read  the  tales,  that  tell 

^leuns*  sacred  Well, 

d  what  legend-songs  recount 

.,  and  its  holy  Fount,* 

^,  at  once,  from  the  hard  rock 

;he  laps  of  living  flowers — 

riUage  maidens  loved  to  flock, 

immer-nights,  and,  like  the  hours, 

n  harmonious  dance  and  song, 

1  the  unconscious  night  along ; 

oly  pilgrims,  on  their  way 

elos*  isle,  stood  looking  on, 

ted  with  a  scene  so  gay, 

ought  their  boats,  till  morning  shone  T 

IS  the  scene  this  lovely  glade 
fair  inmates  now  displayed, 
d  the  Fount,  in  linked  ring, 
went,  in  cadence  slow  and  light, 
n  to  that  enchanted  Spring 
led  their  Farewell  for  the  night : — 


Sonfv  of  the  Well,**  as  they  were  called  among 
.  still  eiist  in  Greece.  De  Ouyi  tells  us  that  he 
the  yoang  women  In  Prince's  Island,  assembled 
ng  at  a  poblic  welt,  suddenly  strike  up  a  dance, 
<  sung  in  concert  to  them.** 
ahabltants  of  Syra,  both  ancient  and  modem, 
lidered  as  the  worshippers  of  wnter.  The  old 
which  the  nymphs  of  the  Island  assembled  in 
ages,  eilsts  in  its  orif inal  state ;  the  same  ren- 


SONG. 

Here,  while  the  moonlight  dim 
Falls  on  that  mossy  brim. 
Sing  we  our  Fountain  H}'mn, 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 
Nothing  but  Music's  strain, 
When  Lovers  part  in  pain. 
Sooths,  till  they  meet  again. 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea ! 

Bright  Fount,  so  clear  and  cold. 
Round  which  the  njnnphs  of  old 
Stood,  with  their  locks  of  gold, 

Foimtain  of  Zea ! 
Not  even  Castaly, 
Famed  though  its  streamlet  be. 
Murmurs  or  shines  like  thee. 

Oh,  Fount  of  Zea! 

Thou,  while  oiur  hymn  we  sing. 
Thy  silver  voice  shall  bring. 
Answering,  answering. 

Sweet  Fount  of  Zea ! 
For,  of  all  rills  that  run. 
Sparkling  by  moon  or  sun, 
Thou  art  the  fairest  one. 

Bright  Fount  of  Zea ! 

Now,  by  those  stars  that  glance 
Over  heaven's  still  expanse. 
Weave  we  our  mirthful  dance, 

Daughters  of  Zea ! 
Such  as,  in  former  days. 
Danced  they,  by  Diau's  rays. 
Where  the  Eurotas  strays,' 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea ! 

But  when  to  merry  feet 
Hearts  with  no  echo  beat, 
Say,  can  the  dance  be  sweet? 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 
No,  naught  but  Music's  strain. 
When  lovers  part  in  pain, 
Sooths,  till  they  meet  again, 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea ! 


dczvous  as  It  was  formerly,  whether  of  love  and  piUantry, 
or  of  gossiping  and  tale-telling.  It  is  near  to  the  town,  and 
the  most  limpid  water  gushes  continually  from  the  solid 
rock.  It  Is  regarded  by  the  inhabitants  with  a  degree  of  re- 
ligions venemiion  ;  and  they  preserve  a  tradition,  that  the 
pilgrims  of  old  time.  In  their  viray  lo  Dclos,  itsorted  hither 
for  purification.'* — Oark: 
t  *•  Quails  In  Eumts  ripis,  aut  per  Juga  Cynthi 
Exercet  Diana  choros.**— rir/>l. 
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When  evening  shades  are  falling 

0*er  Ocean's  sunny  sleep, 
To  pilgrims'  hearts  recalling 

Their  home  beyond  the  deep ; 
When,  rest  o'er  all  descending, 

The  shores  with  gladness  smilet 
And  lutes,  their  echoes  blending. 

Are  heard  from  isle  to  isle, 
Then,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea,' 
We  pray,  we  pray  to  thee ! 

The  noonday  tempest  over. 

Now  Ocean  toils  no  more. 
And  wings  of  halcyons  hover. 

Where  all  was  strife  before. 
Oh  thus  may  life,  in  closing 

Its  short  tempestuous  day. 
Beneath  heaven's  smile  reposing. 

Shine  all  its  storms  away : 
Thus,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
We  pray,  wo  pray  to  thee ! 


On  Hello's  sea  the  light  grew  dim, 
As  the  last  sounds  of  that  sweet  hynm 

Floated  along  its  azure  tide- 
Floated  in  light,  as  if  the  lay 
Had  mix'd  with  sunset's  fading  ray, 

And  light  aqd  song  together  died. 
So  soft  through  evening's  air  had  breathed 
lliat  choir  of  youthful  voices,  wreathed 
In  many-linked  harmony, 
That  boats,  then  hurrying  o'er  the  sea. 
Paused,  when  they  reach'd  this  fairy  shore. 
And  lingor'd  till  the  strain  was  o'er. 

Of  those  young  maids  who*ve  met  to  fleet 

In  song  and  dance  this  evening's  hours. 
Far  happier  now  the  bosoms  beat. 

Than  when  they  last  adom'd  these  bowers ; 
For  tidings  of  glad  sound  had  come. 

At  break  of  day,  from  the  far  islee-— 
Tidings  like  breath  of  life  to  some-^ 
That  Zea's  sons  would  soon  wing  home, 

Crown'd  with  the  light  of  Vict'ry's  smiles. 
To  meet  that  brightest  of  all  meeds 
lliat  wait  on  high,  heroic  deeds, 

>  One  of  the  titles  of  the  Virgin  :—**  Blaria  lllanilnatriz, 
si'.'e  Stella  Mnxlar—Jsidor. 


When  gentle  eyes  that  scarce,  for  tears. 

Could  trace  the  warrior's  parting  track. 
Shall,  like  a  misty  mom  that  clears. 
When  the  long-absent  aim  appears, 
Sliine  out,  all  bliss,  to  hail  him  back. 

Uow  fickle  still  the  youthful  breast ! — 

More  fond  of  change  than  a  yoong  moon. 
No  joy  so  new  was  e'er  poeseas'd 

But  Youth  would  leave  for  newer  aoon. 
These  Zean  nymphs,  though  bright  the  qxiCt 

Where  first  they  held  their  evening  play» 
As  ever  fell  to  fairy's  lot 

To  wanton  o'er  by  midnight's  ray. 
Had  now  exchanged  that  shelter'd  scene 

For  a  wide  glade  beside  the  sea — 
A  lawn,  whose  soft  expanse  of  green 

Tiun'd  to  tlie  west  sun  smilingly. 
As  though,  in  conscious  beauty  bright. 
It  joy'd  to  give  him  light  for  light 

And  ne'er  did  evening  more  serene 
Look  down  from  heav'n  on  lovelier  scene. 
Calm  lay  the  flood  around,  while  fleet. 

O'er  the  blue  shining  element. 
Light  barks,  as  if  with  fairy  feet 

That  stirr'd  not  the  hush'd  waten,  went; 
Some  that,  ere  rosy  eve  fell  o'er 

The  blushing  wave,  with  mainsaH  free, 
Had  put  forth  from  the  Attic  shore. 

Or  the  near  Isle  of  Ebony  ;•— 
Some,  Hydriot  barks,  that  deep  in  caves 

Beneath  Colonna's  pillar'd  cliflSi, 
Had  all  day  lurk'd,  and  o'er  the  waves 

Now  shot  their  long  and  dart-like  skiflk 
Wo  to  the  craft,  however  fleet. 
These  sea-hawks  in  their  course  ahall  meet^ 
Laden  with  juice  of  Lesbian  vines. 
Or  rich  from  Naxos'  emery  mines ; 
For  not  more  sure,  when  owlets  flee 
O'er  the  dark  crags  of  Pendelee, 
Doth  the  night-falcon  mark  his  prey. 
Or  pounce  on  it  more  fleet  than  tliey. 

And  what  a  moon  now  lights  tlie  glade 

Where  tliese  young  island  nymphs  are  intli 
Full-orb'd,  yet  pure,  as  if  no  shade 
Had  touch'd  its  virgin  lustre  yet ; 
And  freshly  bright,  as  if  just  made 
By  Love's  own  hands,  of  new-bom  light 
Stol'n  from  his  mother's  star  to-night 

On  a  bold  rock,  that  o'er  tho  flood 
Jutted  from  that  soft  glade,  there  stood 
A  Chapel,  fronting  tow'rds  the 
Built  in  some  by-gone  century/ 
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e,  nightly,  as  the  loaman's  mark, 
I  waves  rose  high  or  clouds  were  dark, 
ip,  bequeathe  by  some  kind  Saint, 
oVr  the  wave  its  glimmer  faint, 
Dg  in  way-worn  men  a  sigh 
>ray*r  to  heav'n,  as  they  went  by. 
I  there,  around  tliat  rock -built  shrine 
rroup  of  maidens  and  their  sires 
tood  to  watch  the  day's  decline, 
d,  as  the  light  fell  o*er  their  lyres, 
to  the  Queen -Star  of  the  Sea 
soft  and  holy  melody. 

I^^tor  thoughts  and  lighter  song 
woo  tlie  coming  hours  along: 
nxurk,  where  smooth  the  herbage  lies, 
1  gay  pavilion,  curtaiu'd  deep 
Bilken  folds,  through  which,  bright  eyes, 
m  time  to  time,  are  seen  to  peep ; 
twinkling  lights  that,  to  and  fro, 
th  those  veil8,  like  meteors,  go, 
1  of  some  spells  at  work,  and  keep 
r  fancies  chained  in  mute  suspense, 
ling  what  next  may  shine  from  thence, 
mg  the  pause,  ere  hands  unseen 
It  mystic  curtain  backward  drew, 
II,  that  late  but  shone  between, 
lalf-caoght  gleams,  now  burst  to  view, 
ure  'twas  of  the  early  days 
irious  Greece,  ere  yet  those  rays 
h,  inmiortal  Mind  were  hers 
nade  mankind  her  worshippers  ; 
,  yet  unsung,  her  landscapes  shone 
jlory  lent  by  Heaven  alone  ; 
mples  crown*d  her  nameless  hills, 
[use  immortalized  her  rills  ; 
ight  but  the  mute  poesy 
1,  and  ftars,  and  shining  sea 
d  that  land  of  bards  to  be. 
,  prescient  of  the  gifU^d  race 
it  yet  would  realm  so  hlej^t  adorn, 
» took  pains  to  deck  the  place 
ere  glorious  Art  was  to  be  boru. 

ras  the  scene  that  mimic  stage 
\thens  and  her  hills  purtray'd  ; 
»,  in  her  first,  youthful  age, 
yet  th«)  simple  violet  braid,* 
then  adom*d  her,  had  shone  down 
ory  of  earth's  loHiest  crown. 
yet  undreamM,  her  seeds  of  Art 
sleeping  in  the  marble  mine — 
ig  till  Genius  bade  tliem  start 
Ul  but  life,  in  sliapes  divuie  ; 

» '*  VloIet-crowDcd  Athens.'*'-Piaiar 


Till  deified  the  quarry  shone 
And  all  Olympus  stood  m  stone ! 

There,  in  the  foreground  of  that  scene, 

On  a  soft  bank  of  living  green, 

Sat  a  young  nymph,  with  her  lap  full 

Of  newly  gathered  flowers,  o'er  which 
She  graceful  lean'd,  intent  to  cull 

All  that  was  there  of  hue  most  rich. 
To  form  a  wreath,  such  as  the  eye 
Of  her  young  lover,  who  stood  by, 
With  palette  mingled  fresh,  might  choose 
To  fix  Vy  Painting's  rainbow  hues. 

The  wreath  w:^  brm'd  ;  the  maiden  raised 

Her  speaking  eyes  to  his,  while  he — 
Oh  not  upon  the  flowers  now  gazed, 

But  on  that  bright  look'   witcher}'. 
While,  quick  as  if  but  then  the  thought. 
Like  light,  had  reach'd  his  soul,  he  caught 
His  pencil  up,  and,  warm  and  true 
As  life  itself,  that  love-look  drew : 
And,  as  his  raptured  task  went  on, 
And  forth  each  kindling  feature  shone. 
Sweet  voices,  through  the  moonlight  air, 

From  lips  as  moonlight  fresh  and  pure, 
Thus  haird  the  bright  dream  passing  there. 

And  sung  the  Birth  of  Portraiture.* 


SONG. 


As  once  a  Grecian  maiden  wove 

Her  garland  mid  the  summer  bow*rs. 
There  stood  a  youth,  with  eyes  of  love, 

To  watch  her  while  she  wreath'd  the  flow'ra. 
The  youth  was  skilKd  in  Painting's  art. 

But  ne'er  had  studied  woman's  brow. 
Nor  knew  what  magic  hues  the  heart 

Can  shed  o'er  Nature's  charms,  till  now 

CHORUS. 

Blest  be  Love,  to  whom  wo  owe 
All  that's  fair  and  bright  below. 

His  hand  had  pictured  many  a  rose. 

And  sketch'd  the  rays  that  light  the  brock  ; 
But  what  were  these,  or  what  were  those, 

To  woman's  blush,  to  woman's  look  7 
"  Oh,  if  such  magic  pow'r  there  be, 

"  Tliis,  this,"  he  cried,  "  is  all  my  prayer, 
"  To  paint  that  living  light  I  see, 

*<  And  fix  the  soul  that  sparkles  tliere." 

*  The  whole  of  thU  sc«n«  was  socgested  by  Plin]r*i«  %reottnt 
of  the  artist  Paoslas  aad  bis  mistreu  Glyeera,  lib.  iixv.  c.  4(. 
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ICf  prayer,  as  soon  an  breathed,  was  heard ; 

His  palette,  touched  by  Lore,  grew  warm, 
And  Painting  saw  her  hues  transferred 

From  lifeless  flow'rs  to  woman's  fonn. 
Still  OS  from  tint  to  tint  he  stole, 

The  fair  design  shone  out  the  more, 
And  there  was  now  a  life,  a  soul. 

Where  only  colors  glow*d  before. 

Then  first  carnations  1eam*d  to  speak, 

And  lilies  into  life  were  brought ; 
While,  mantling  on  the  maiden's  cheek. 

Young  roses  kindled  into  thought 
Then  hyocintlis  their  darkest  dyes 

Upon  the  locks  of  Beauty  threw ; 
And  violets,  transform'd  to  eyes, 

Inslirined  a  soul  within  their  blue. 

CHORUS. 

• 

Blest  be  Love,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  that's  fair  and  bright  below. 
Song  was  cold  and  Painting  dim 
Till  song  and  Painting  leam'd  from  him. 


Soon  as  the  scene  had  closed,  a  cheei 

Of  gentle  voices,  old  and  young, 
Rose  from  the  groups  that  stood  to  hear 

Til  is  tale  of  yore  "o  aptly  sung ; 
And  while  some  nymplis,  in  haste  to  tell 
The  workers  of  that  fairy  spell 
How  crowned  with  praise  their  task  had  been. 
Stole  in  behind  the  curtain'd  scene, 
The  rest,  in  happy  converse  stray'd— 

Talking  that  ancient  love-tale  o'er— 
Some,  to  the  groves  that  skirt  the  glade. 

Some,  to  the  chapel  by  the  shore, 
To  look  what  lights  were  on  the  sea. 
And  think  of  th'  absent  silently. 

But  soon  that  summons,  known  so  well 
Through  how'r  and  hall,  in  Eastern  lands. 

Whose  sound,  more  sure  than  gong  or  bell, 
levers  und  slaves  alike  commands, — 
The  clapping  of  young  female  hands, 

1  Tho  trnvullnr  Bhaw  monllons  a.  beaatlflil  rill  In  f^rtx\ry, 
wlik'h  ii>  rcrtiivird  InUi  a  large  basin  called  Skr^b  wet  krub. 
"Drink  nnd  nwny,** — there  being  great  dangbr  ol  oieeung 
with  tliiev(*5  and  niinnsslns  in  such  places. 

*  1*he  Anbinn  shepherd  has  a  peculiar  eeninony  In  wean- 
ing tlio  you  us  ciiniel :  when  the  proper  time  arrives,  he  turns 
th«  camel  lu-^nr  Jn  the  /Ising  rtar,  Car.opns,  and  snys,  **  Do 
you  see  ('ann-jju-*  T  from  thh  momeit  you  taste  not  another 
drop  of  nil!k  *  ^Hichcrdpgn. 

*  *'  Whosvcr  Ktums  from  a  pilgrimage  to  Mecca  hangs 


Calls  back  tlie  groups  from  rock  and  firid 
To  see  some  new-form'd  scene  reveal'd^ 
And  floet  and  eager,  down  the  skipet 
Of  tho  green  glade,  like  antelopes. 
When,  in  their  thirst,  they  hear  the  wnaA 
Of  distant  riUs,  the  light  nymphs  booiuL 


Far  different  now  the  seem 

Of  Libyan  sands,  by  moonlight's  ny , 
An  ancient  well,  whereon  were  traced 

The  warning  words,  for  such  as  stray 

Unarmed  there,  "  Drink  and  away !"' 
Wliile,  near  it,  from  the  night-ray  Kreend, 

And  like  his  bells,  in  hnsh'd  repose, 
A  camel  slept — young  as  if  wean'd 

When  last  tho  star,  Canopos,  rase.* 

Such  was  the  back -ground's  sileni  <ceiie  y~ 

While  nearer  lay,  fast  sliimb'riug  too. 
In  a  rude  tent,  with  brow  serene, 

A  youth  whose  cheeks  of  way-worn  bns 
And  pilgrim-bonnet,  told  the  tale 
That  he  had  been  to  Mecca's  Vale : 
Haply  in  pleasant  dreams,  ev'n  now 

Thinking  the  long-wish'd  hotir  is  come 

When,  o'er  the  well-known  porch  at  boma, 
His  hand  shall  hang  the  aloe  bought 
Trophy  of  his  accomplish'd  vow.* 
But  brief  his  dream — for  now  the  call 

Of  the  camp-chiefs  from  rear  to  van, 
"  Bind  on  your  burdens,"*  wakes  up  all 

The  widely  slumb'ring  caravan ; 
And  thus  meanwhile,  to  greet  the  ear 

Of  the  young  pilgrim  as  he  wakes. 
The  song  of  one  who,  ling'ring  near. 

Had  watch'd  his  slumber,  cheerly  breaki. 


SONG. 


Up  and  march !  the  timbrel's  soond 
Wakes  the  slumb'ring  camp  around ; 
Fleet  thy  hour  of  rest  hath  gone. 
Armed  sle«rper,  up,  aud  on  ! 
Long  aud  weary  is  our  way 
0*er  the  burning  sands  to-day ; 

this  plant  (the  mitre-shnped  Aloe)  over  his  atreet-dHV 
token  of  bis  having  performed  this  holy  Jooroey.**— A 

«  This  form  of  notice  to  the  caravans  to  pfepaie  ftr  ■ 
ing  was  applied  by  HhAx  tu  the  necessity  of  rellafrt 
tho  pleasures  of  this  wnrlii  and  prcpHdng  fiw  daalli>* 
me  YfhnX  room  is  there  for  pleasure  in  the  bower  of  Bi 
when  every  moment  the  boll  makes  proclamatkNi,  *n 
your  bazdens  t*  ** 
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But  to  pilgrim's  homeward  feet 
Ev'u  the  desert^s  path  is  sweet 

When  wc  lie  at  dead  of  night. 
Looking  op  to  heaven's  light, 
Hearing  but  the  watchman's  tone 
Faintly  chanting,  '*  God  is  one,"' 
Oh  what  thoughts  then  o'er  us  come 
Of  our  distant  village  home. 
Where  the  chant,  when  ev'uing  sets. 
Sounds  from  all  the  minarets. 

Cheer  tliee ! — soon  shall  signal  lights. 
Kindling  o'er  the  Red  Sea  heights. 
Kindling  quick  from  man  to  man. 
Hail  our  coming  caravan  ^ 
Think  what  bliss  that  hour  will  be ! 
Looks  of  home  again  to  see, 
And  our  names  again  to  hear 
Murmur'd  out  by  voices  dear. 


So  paas'd  the  desert  dream  away, 
Fleeting  as  his  who  heard  this  lay. 
Nor  k»ng  the  pause  between,  nor  moved 

The  speU-bound  audience  from  tliat  spot ; 
While  still,  as  usual,  Faucy  roved 

On  to  the  joy  that  yet  was  not ; — 
Fancy,  who  hath  no  present  home, 
But  builds  her  bower  in  scenes  to  come, 
Walking  forever  in  a  light 
That  flows  from  regions  out  of  sight 

But  see,  by  gradual  dawn  descried, 
A  mountain  realm — rugged  as  e'er 
Upraised  to  heav*n  its  summits  bare. 

Or  told  to  earth,  with  frown  of  pride. 
That  Freedom's  falcon  nest  was  there, 

Too  high  for  hand  of  lord  or  king 

T;  hood  her  brow,  or  cliain  her  wing. 

Tis  Maina's  land — ^lier  ancient  hills, 
The  abode  of  nymphs'— her  countless  rills 
And  torrents,  in  their  downward  dash. 

Shining,  like  silver,  through  the  shade 
Of  the  sea-pine  and  flow'ring  ash — 

All  with  a  truth  so  fresh  portray'd 
As  wants  but  touch  of  life  to  be 
A  worid  of  wann  reality. 


I      >  The  watchmen,  in  the  ramp  of  the  caravans,  go  their 
I  iMads,  crying  one  after  another,  **  Gitd  is  one/*  ^m  ^« 
***Ii  was  cu^lonmry,*^  says  Irwin,  **to  light  op  flres  on 
Ike  anonDilns,  within  view  of  CtMseir,  to  give  notice  of  the 
Sfpraack  of  tiM  eaiavans  that  canie  from  the  Nile.** 


And  now,  light  bounding  forth,  a  band 

Of  mountaineers,  all  smiles,  advance — 
Nymphs  with  theu"  lovers,  hand  in  hand, 

Link'd  in  the  Ariadne  dance  •* 
And  while,  apart  from  that  gay  throng, 
A  minstrel  youth,  in  varied  song, 
Tells  of  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  ills 
Of  these  wild  children  of  the  hills. 
The  rest  by  turns,  or  fierce  or  gay, 
As  war  or  sport  inspu^es  the  lay, 
Follow  each  change  that  wakes  the  strings^ 
And  act  what  thus  the  lyrist  sin^ : — 


SONG. 


No  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's, 

His  home  is  near  the  sky, 
Where,  throned  above  this  world,  he  iiears 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Or,  should  the  sound  of  hostile  drum 
Proclaim  below,  "  We  come— wo  come," 
Each  crag  that  towers  in  air 
Gives  answer,  "  Come  who  dare !" 
While,  like  bees,  from  dell  and  dingle, 
Swift  the  swarming  warriors  mingle, 
A: A  their  cry  "  Hurra !"  will  be, 
"  Hurra,  to  victory  I" 

Then,  when  battle's  hour  is  over, 

St»e  the  happy  mountain  lover, 

With  the  nymph,  who'll  soon  be  bride, 

Seated  blushing  by  his  side,— 

Every  shadow  of  his  lot 

In  her  sunny  smile  forgot 

Oh,  no  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's. 

His  homo  is  near  the  sky, 
Where,  throned  above  this  world,  he  bean 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Nor  only  thus  through  summer  suns 
His  blithe  existence  chccrly  runs — 

Ev'n  winter,  bleak  and  dim. 

Brings  joyous  hours  to  him  ; 
When,  his  rifle  behind  him  flinging. 
He  watches  the  roe-buck  springing. 
And  tiway,  o'er  the  hills  away 
Re-ec\ioes  liis  glad  "  hurra." 

Then  hc^w  blest,  wlicn  night  is  closing, 
By  the  kindled  hearth  reposing, 


t  vlrglnibus  Imcchata  Laconis 

Taypcuu  Viro 

*  Sec,  for  oil  account  of  this  dance,  De  Guy*s  Travels 
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To  tiis  rebeck'*  drowiy  «ong, 

O'er  him,  the  noUcst  Star  of  Fama 

Ho  beguiles  tli6  hour  along; 

That  e'er  in  life's  young  gloo'  "^  '— 

Or,  provoked  by  merry  glances, 

And  now  were  oiitlieirmouniful  way. 

To  >  brleker  movement  danCH, 

WaHiiTg  the  newstliroughllelle'sklav 

Till,  weary  al  laM,  in  elumberV  chaio. 

News  that  would  cloud  ev'n  Freedom's  ray 

II«  droums  o'er  chase  and  dance  again. 

And  sadden  Vict'ry  'mid  her  sinilea. 

Dnuiin*,  dreuiu  them  o'er  agato. 

Their  IilId  tlins  lord,  and  heurd,  with  pain. 

Out  spread  lliB  galrol'a  wings  oeain  ; 

And,  as  Ell-  s])fd  her  iwift  cnroer. 

Again  that  Hymn  rose  on  the  eai^ 

■•  Thou  art  not  dead— thou  art  not  dead  V 

A«  alow  that  minstrot,  at  the  close. 

As  oft  'twas  sung,  in  ogea  floivn. 

Sunk.  HThilo  he  sung,  to  feigu'd  ropoM, 

or  him,  the  Athenian,  who,  to  shed 

^1y  did  Ihe^,  nrhose  mimic  art 

A  tyrant's  Nood,  pout'd  out  bis  own. 

t'ollow'd  tite  cli3i)g>r»<,r  hix  lay. 

Portray  llie  lull,  iho  nwl,  (ho  start. 

T-nrough  ivliich,  as  faiuUy  died  away 

Hia  lule  and  vmcr,  Ihe  mliMrel  pan'd, 

TUl  vMce  and  lute  Uy  huah'd  at  lasL 

SONG. 

Hut  now  far  olhor  eong  came  o'er 

"  TiioD  art  not  dead— thou  ai>    ot  dead  i^ 

Tlioir  eturtltd  care— song  that,  at  first. 

As  solemnly  the  niglit-wiud  bore 

Thy  soul,  lo  realms  above  ua  fled. 

Across  llic  -WaVO  iu  inouniful  burel, 

Tliough,  like  a  star,  it  dwells  o'er  head, 

Serin 'd  10  liic  Cuncy,  like  a  dir^ 

Still  lights  this  world  below. 

OfSdnie  loi;e  Spirit  or  IL*  Sua. 

Thou  art  imld.;ad— thou  url  not  dead  ! 

Smg\as  o'er  JtrUe's  onoieut  surge 

The  requiem  of  her  Brave  and  Free. 

Through  Isles  of  light,  where  heroes  tread. 

Sudden,  amid  Iheir  pastime,  pause 

And  tlow're  ethereal  blow. 

The  wo.Krriiit!  nympl.s    u„ci,  ai  Iho  oound 

Thy  god-like  SpLni  now  ie  led. 

Oribat  Klraiigp  music  iiejrur  draws, 

Thy  lip,  with  life  ainbrorial  fed. 

With  mule  inquiring  eye  look  iwmd. 

Forgets  oil  Idslo  Of  wo. 
Thou  art  not  ,I,.^l1— ihou  art  not  dead  ! 

Asking  each  other  what  can  be 

The  source  of  this  sad  minstrelsy  1 

Nor  longer  con  Ihej  do.jbl,  the  Song 

The  myrtle,  round  that  l^lchion  spread 

Coursps  11  le  bright  waves  swift  along. 

Which  struck  Uie  immarlst  blow 

And  tMW,  peiliap,  boueatli  the  brow 

0(  the  Sainl's  R.-  k  wilt  shoot  iu  prow 

The  imtriot's  hope,  tlie  tyraiil's  dreud— 

Round  Freedom's  shrine  shull  grow. 

Instantly  all,  with  hearts  (list  sigh'd 

Thou  art  ..ot  d.'[.d— thoi.  art  not  dead  t 

•Twiit  fear's  and  f:iticy'»n.fluLNiDP, 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

Flew  to  the  ruck,  and  saw  from  thenco 

A  rtvl-ull'd  piniiuce  tow'rjs  them  glide. 

When  hearts  like  thine  have  brake  or  blld, 

Eeall?r'd  llie  miVilllighl's  smite*  away. 

Their  mcm'ry  ligliW  a  flame,  instead. 

Soon  as  Die  marineni  saw  that  throng 

Which,  4^v'u  from  out  the  narrow  bed 

From  the  tlirt'-aiiin;.  young  and  old, 

or  deal!,  its  buams  sl>all  throw. 

Sudden  lli.^y  sbct'd  their Kiil  Bndsong, 

Thon  BTt  not  dead— ihoo  art  not  dead ! 

And,  -liVitf  (licir  jiinnace  idly  roll'd 

Oil  the  light  surge,  lliose  tidings  told  ^- 

Thy  name,  by  myriads  song  and  said, 

Twas  from  nn  isle  of  mouraful  name. 

From  age  to  age  sbatt  go, 

From  Mi««>lo.,Khi.  lart  Ihey  camo- 
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Long  aa  the  oak  and  ivy  wed, 

As  bees  shall  haunt  Hymettus'  head, 

Or  HeUe*8  watera  flow. 
Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Harmodiue,  no. 


'Mong  those  who  lingered  Iist*ning  there,— 

Listening,  with  ear  and  eye,  as  long 
As  breath  of  night  could  towards  them  bear 

A  murmur  of  that  mournful  song,— 
A  few  there  were,  in  whom  the  lay 

Had  caird  up  feelings  far  too  sad 
To  pass  with  the  brief  strain  away. 

Or  turn  at  once  to  theme  more  glad ; 
Aud  who,  in  mood  untuned  to  meet 

The  light  laugh  of  the  happier  train, 
Wandered  to  seek  some  moonlight  seat 
Where  they  might  rest,  in  converse  sweet, 

Till  Tauis!i*d  smiles  should  come  again. 

And  seldom  e*er  hath  noon  of  night 
To  sadness  lent  more  soothing  light. 
On  one  side,  in  the'dark  blue  sky, 
L>nely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 
or  Jove  himself,  while,  on  the  other, 

*Mong  tiny  stars  that  round  her  gleamM, 
Tiie  young  moon,  like  the  Roman  mother 

Among  her  living  "  jewels,"  beamed. 

To!ich'd  by  the  lovely  scenes  around, 
A  pensive  maid — one  who,  though  young, 

Had  known  what  'twos  to  see  unwound 
Tlie  ties  by  which  her  heart  had  clung — 

Waken'd  her  soft  tamboura*s  sound. 
And  to  its  faint  accords  tlius  suuir : — 


SONG. 


Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  e]^^* 

In  sleep  the  smiling  infant  lies, 

.So,  wutch*d  by  all  the  stars  of  night, 

Yon  landscape  sleeps  in  light 

And  while  the  night-breeze  dies  away. 

Like  relics  of  some  faded  strain. 
Loved  voices,  lost  for  many  a  day. 

Seem  whispMng  round  again. 
Oh  ]^uth  !  oh  Love !  ye  dreams,  that  ihed 
iiiuch  glory  once— whore  are  ye  fled? 

Pure  ray  of  light  that,  down  the  sky, 
Art  pointing,  like  au  angeFs  wand, 


As  if  to  guide  to  realms  that  lie 

In  that  bright  sea  beyond : 
Who  knows  but,  in  some  brighter  deep 

Than  ev'n  that  tranquil,  moonlit  main. 
Some  land  may  lie,  where  those  who  weep 

Shall  wake  to  smife  again ! 


With  checks  that  had  regain*d  their  power 
And  play  of  smiles, — and  each  bright  eye, 

Like  violets  after  morning's  shower, 
Tlie  brighter  for  the  tears  gone  by. 

Back  to  the  scene  such  smiles  should  grace 

These  wand*ring  nymphs  their  path  retrace, 

And  reach  the  spot,  with  rapture  new. 

Just  as  the  veils  asunder  flew, 

And  a  fresh  vision  burst  to  view. 

There,  by  her  own  bright  Attic  flood, 
The  blue-eyed  Queen  of  Wisdom  stood ; — 
Not  as  she  haunts  the  sage*s  dreams, 

With  brow  unveiKd,  divine,  severe  ; 
But  soften'd,  as  on  bards  she  beams. 

When  fresh  from  Poesy's  high  sphere, 
A  music,  not  her  own,  she  brings. 
And,  through  the  veil  which  Fancy  flmgi 
O'er  her  stem  features,  gently  sings. 

But  who  is  ho — that  urchin  nigh. 

With  quiver  on  the  rose-trees  hung, 
Who  seems  just  dropped  from  youder  sky, 
And  stands  to  watch  that  maid,  with  eye 
So  full  of  thougiit,  for  one  so  young  7 — 
That  child — but,  wlenco !  lend  thine  cor. 
And  thus  in  song  tlie  tule  tliou'lt  hear :— • 


SONG. 


As  Lore,  one  summer  eve,  was  straying, 

Who  should  he  see,  at  that  soft  hour, 
But  youn;;  Minerva,  gravely  pKying 

Her  flute  within  an  olive  bow*r. 
I  need  not  say,  'tis  Love*s  opinion 

That,  grave  or  merry,  good  or  ill. 
The  sex  all  bow  to  his  dominion. 

As  woman  will  be  woman  stilL 

Though  seldom  yet  the  boy  hath  giv'n 
To  learned  dames  hb  smil«*>  or  siglis, 

So  handsome  Pallas  looked,  th  t  ev'L, 
Love  quite  forgot  the  maid  was  wise. 
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Besides,  a  youth  of  his  discerning 

Knew  wcil  that,  by  a  shady  rill, 
At  sunset  hour,  whatever  her  learning, 

A  woman  will  be  woman  stilL 

fler  flute  he  praised  in  terms  ecstatic^— 

Wishing  it  dumb,  uor  cared  how  soon  ;— 
For  Wisdom's  notes,  howe*er  chromatic, 

To  liove  seem  always  out  of  tune. 
But  long  as  he  found  face  to  flatter, 

Tiiie  nymph  found  breath  to  shake  and  thrill ; 
As,  weak  or  wise — it  doesn*t  matter — 

Woman,  at  heart,  is  woman  stilL 

Love  changed  his  plan,  with  warmth  exclaiming, 

**  How  rosy  was  her  lip's  soft  dye !" 
And  much  that  flute,  the  flatt*rer,  blaming, 

For  twisting  lips  so  sweet  awry. 
The  nymph  look*d  down,  beheld  her  features 

Reflected  in  the  passing  rill, 
And  started,  shockM — for,  ah,  ye  creatures ! 

Ev*n  when  divine,  you're  women  still. 

Quick  from  the  lips  it  made  so  odious, 

Thai  graceless  flute  the  Goddess  took, 
And,  while  yet  filfd  with  breath  melodious, 

Flung  it  into  the  glassy  brook ; 
Where,  as  its  vocal  life  was  fleeting 

Adown  the  current,  faint  and  siurill, 
'Twas  heard  in  plaintive  tone  repeating, 

"  Woman,  alas,  vain  woman  still  !*' 


An  interval  of  dark  repose- 
Such  as  the  summer  lightning  knows, 
'Twixt  flash  and  flush,  as  still  more  bright 
The  quick  revealment  comes  and  goes, 
Op'uing  each  time  the  veils  of  night. 
To  show,  within,  a  world  of  light — 
Such  pause,  so  brief,  now  passed  between 
This  last  guy  vision  aud  the  scene. 

Which  now  its  depth  of  light  disclosed. 
A  bow'r  it  seem'd,  an  Indian  bow'r. 

Within  whose  shade  a  nymph  reposed, 
Sleeping  away  noon's  sunny  hour— 
Love'y  as  «he,  the  Sprite,  who  weaves 
Her  mansion  of  sweet  Durva  leaves, 
And  there,  as  Indian  legends  say. 
Dreams  the  long  summer  hours  away. 
And  mark,  how  charm'd  this  sleeper  seems 
With  some  hid  fancy— Hshe,  too,  dreams ! 
Oh  for  a  wizard's  art  to  tell 

The  wonders  that  now  bless  her  sight ! 
'Tia  done— a  truer,  holier  spell 
Than  e'er  from  wizard  s  lip  yet  fell 

Thus  brings  her  vision  all  to  light  j— 


SONG. 

*<  Who  comes  so  gracefully 
*  **  Gliding  along, 
'  While  tlie  blue  rivulet 

"  Sleeps  to  her  song ; 
"  Song,  richly  vying 
'*  With  the  faint  sighing 
"  Which  swans,  in  dying, 

"Sweetly  prolong?" 

So  sung  the  shepherd -boy 
By  the  stream's  side. 

Watching  that  fairy  boat 
Down  the  flood  glide. 

Like  a  bird  winging, 

Through  the  waves  bringing 

That  Syren,  singing 
To  the  hush'd  tide. 

**  Stay,"  said  the  shepherd-bo 

"  Fairy-boat,  stay, 
"  Linger,  sweet  minstrelsy, 

"  Linger  a  day." 
But  vain  his  pleading. 
Past  him,  unheeding. 
Song  and  boat,  speeding. 

Glided  away. 

So  to  our  youthful  eyes 
Joy  and  hope  shone; 

So,  while  we  gazed  on  them. 
Fast  they  flew  on  ; — 

Like  flow'rs,  declining 

Ev'u  in  the  twining. 

One  moment  shining. 
And,  the  next,  gone ! 


Soon  as  the  imagined  dream  went  b;| 
lYrose  the  nymph,  with  anxious  eye 
Tum'd  to  the  clouds,  as  though  sonx 

She  waited  from  that  sun-bright  d 
And  muTireird  that  it  came  not  sooa 

As  her  young  tlioughts  would  hav< 

But  jcy  is  in  her  glance  ! — tlie  wing 
Of  a  white  bird  is  seen  above  ; 

And  oh,  if  round  his  neck  he  bring 
The  long-wish 'd  tidings  from  her  I 

Not  half  so  precious  in  her  eyes 
Ev'u  that  high-omen'd  bird*  would 

>  The  llama. 
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Who  dooms  the  brow  o*er  which  he  flies 
To  wear  a  ciown  of  Royalty. 

She  had,  hezself,  last  evening,  sent 

A  winged  messenger,  whose  flight 
Through  the  clear,  roseate  element. 

She  watcb'd  till,  lessening  out  of  nght 
Far  to  the  gulden  West  it  went. 
Wafting  to  him,  her  distant  love, 

A  missive  in  that  language  wrought 
Which  flowers  can  speak,  when  aptly  wov3> 

Each  hue  a  word,  each  leaf  a  thought 

And  now— oh  speed  of  pinion,  known 

To  Love's  light  messengen  alone  !— 

E^  yet  another  evening  takes 

Its  larewell  of  the  golden  lakes, 

She  sees  another  envoy  fly, 

With  the  wish'd  answer,  through  the  sky. 


SONG 


^VeijCoxb,  sweet  bird,  through  the  bonny  air  wing- 
ing. 
Swift  hast  thou  come  o*er  Ihe  far-shining  sea, 

X^e  Seba's  dove,  on  thy  snowy  neck  bringing 
Love*s  written  vows  from  my  lover  to  me. 

Oh,  in  thy  absence,  what  hours  did  I  number  !— 
Saying  oft,  "  Idle  bird,  how  could  he  rest  7" 

fiut  thou  art  come  at  last,  take  now  thy  slumber. 
And  lull  thee  in  dreams  of  all  thou  lov'st  best 

Yet  dost  thou  droop — even  now  while  I  utter 
Love*8  happy  welcome,  thy  pulse  dies  away ; 

Cheer  thee,  my  bird — were  it  life's  ebbing  flutter. 
This  fondling  bosom  should  woo  it  to  stay. 

Dot  no — thou'rt  dying — ^thy  last  task  is  over- 
Farewell,  sweet  martyr  to  Love  and  to  me  ! 

The  smiles  thou  hast  waken'd  by  news  from  my 
lover. 
Will  now  all  be  turned  into  weeping  for  thee. 


\Vhile  tlius  the  scene  of  song  (their  last 
For  the  sweet  smnmer  season)  pass'd, 
A  few  presiding  nymphs,  whose  care 

Watch'd  over  all,  invisibly. 
As  do  those  guardian  sprites  of  air. 

Whose  watch  we  feel,  but  cannot  se». 
Had  from  the  circle— scarcely  miss'd, 

Ere  they  were  qmrkling  there  again-^ 


Glided,  like  fairies,  to  assist 

Their  handmaids  on  the  moonlight  plain, 
Where,  hid  by  intercepting  shade 

From  the  stray  glance  of  curious  eyes, 
A  feast  of  fruits  and  wines  was  laid — 

Soon  to  shine  out,  a  glad  surprise  ! 

And  now  tlie  moon,  her  ark  of  light 

Steering  through  Heav*n,  as  though  she  bora 
In  safety,  through  that  deep  of  night, 
Spirits  of  earth,  the  good,  the  bright. 

To  some  remote  immortal  sliore, 
Had  half-way  sped  her  glorious  way, 

When,  round  reclined  on  hillocks  green, 
In  groups,  beneath  that  tranquil  ray, 

The  Zeans  at  their  feast  were  seen. 
Gay  wai  »he  picture— ev'ry  maid 
Whom  late  the  lighted  scene  displayed, 
Still  in  her  fancy  garb  ancy*d ; — 
The  Arabian  pilgrim,  smiling  hero 

Beside  the  nymph  of  India's  sky ; 
WhQe  there  the  Mainiote  mountaineer 
Whispered  in  young  Minerva's  ear. 

And  urchin  Love  stood  laughing  by. 

Meantime  the  elders  round  the  board. 

By  mirth  and  wit  themselves  made  young, 

High  cups  of  juice  Zacynthian  pour'd. 

And,  while  the  flask  went  round,  thus  sung  • 


SONG. 


Vr  with  the  sparkling  brimmer. 

Up  to  the  cr>'stal  rim ; 
Let  not  a  moonbeam  glimmer 

Twixt  the  flood  and  brim. 
When  hath  the  world  set  eyes  on 

Aught  to  match  this  light, 
Wliich,  o'er  our  cup's  horizon. 

Dawns  in  bumpers  bright? 

Truth  in  a  deep  well  lietli — 

So  the  wise  aver : 
But  Truth  the  fact  denieth— 

Water  suits  not  her. 
No,  her  abode's  in  brimmers, 

Like  this  mighty  cup — 
Waiting  till  we,  good  swimmers. 

Dive  to  bring  her  up. 
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Thus  circled  round  the  song  of  glee, 
And  all  was  tuneful  mirth  the  while, 
Save  on  the  cheeks  of  some,  whose  smile, 

As  fix*d  they  gaze  upon  the  sea, 

Turns  into  paleness  suddenly ! 

What  see  they  there  ?  a  bright  blue  light 
That,  like  a  meteor,  gliding  o*er 

The  distant  wave,  grows  on  the  sight, 
As  though  Hwere  winged  to  Zea's  shore. 

To  some,  'mong  those  who  came  to  gaze, 

It  scem*d  the  night-light,  far  away, 
Of  some  lone  fisher,  by  the  blaze 

Of  pine  torch,  luring  on  his  prey  ; 
While  others,  as,  *twixt  awe  end  mirth, 

They  breathed  the  blessM  Panaya*s'  name, 
Vow*d  that  such  light  was  not  of  earth. 

But  of  that  drear,  ilI-omen*d  flame. 
Which  mariners  see  on  sail  or  mast. 
When  Death  is  coming  in  the  blast 
While  marvMing  thus  they  stood,  a  maid, 

Who  sat  apart,  with  downcast  eye. 
Nor  yet  had,  like  the  rest,  surveyM 

That  coming  light  which  now  was  nigh, 
Soon  as  it  met  her  sight,  with  cr}* 

Of  pain-like  joy,  "  'Tis  he !  His  he  !" 
Loud  she  exctaim'd,  and,  hurrying  by 

The  assembled  t}ux>ng,  rush'd  towards  the  sea. 

At  burst  so  wild,  alarm'd,  amazed. 

All  suxxi,  uke  statues,  mute,  and  gazed 

Into  each  other's  eyes,  to  seek 

What  meant  such  mood,  in  maid  so  meek  7 

Till  now,  the  tale  was  known  to  few. 
But  now  from  lip  to  lip  it  flew  >^ 
A  youth,  the  flower  of  all  the  band, 

Who  late  had  left  this  sunny  shore, 
When  last  he  kissed  that  maidea*s  hand. 

Lingering,  to  kiss  it  o*er  and  o*cr, 
By  his  sad  brow  too  plainly  told 

Th*    ill-onieu'd    thought    which    crossM    him 
then, 
That  once  those  hands  should  loose  their  hold, 

They  ne*er  would  meet  on  earth  again  I 
In  vain  his  mistress,  sad  as  he. 
But  with  a  heart  from  Self  as  free 
As  generous  woman's  only  is, 
VeiPd  her  own  fears  to  banish  his  s — 
With  frank  rebuke,  but  still  more  vain. 

Did  a  rough  warrior,  who  stood  by, 
Cul!  to  his  mind  this  martial  strain. 

His  fjivonte  once,  ere  Beauty's  eye 

Had  taught  his  soldier-heart  to  sigh :~~ 

<  The  name  which  the  Greeks  give  to  the  Virgin  Mary. 


SONG. 

March  !  nor  heed  those  arms  that  hold  thei 

Though  so  fondly  close  they  come  ; 
Closer  still  will  they  enfold  thee. 

When  thou  bring'st  fresh  laiuels  home. 
Dost  thou  dote  on  woman's  brow  7 

Dost  thou  live  but  in  her  breath  7 
March  !— one  hour  of  victory  now 

Wins  thee  woman's  smile  till  death. 

Oh,  what  bliss,  when  war  is  over. 

Beauty's  long-miss'd  nnile  to  meet. 
And,  when  wreaths  our  temples  cover. 

Lay  them  shining  at  her  feet ! 
Who  would  not,  that  hour  to  reach, 

Breatlie  out  life's  expiring  sigh,— 
Proud  as  waves  that  on  the  beach 

Lay  their  war-crests  down,  and  die 

There !  I  see  thy  soul  is  burning — 

She  herself,  who  clasps  thee  so. 
Paints,  ev'n  now,  thy  glad  returning. 

And,  while  clasping,  bids  thee  go. 
One  deep  sigh,  to  passion  given. 

One  last  glowing  tear,  and  then — 
March  ! — nor  rest  thy  sword,  till  Heaven 

Brings  thee  to  those  arms  again. 


Even  then,  ere  loath  their  hands  could  part, 

A  promise  the  youth  gave,  which  bore 
Some  balm  unto  the  maiden's  heart. 

That,  soon  as  the  flerce  flght  was  o'er, 
To  homo  he'd  speed,  if  safe  and  free 

Nay,  ev'n  if  dying,  still  would  come. 
So  the  blest  word  of  "  Victory  !" 

Might  be  the  lost  he'd  breathe  at  home, 
"  By  day,"  he  cried,  "  thou'lt  know  my  barl 
<*  But,  should  I  come  through  midnight  daii 
"  A  blue  light  on  the  prow  shall  tell 
"  That  Greece  hath  won,  and  all  is  well  I" 

Fondly  the  maiden,  every  night. 
Had  stolen  to  seek  that  promised  light ; 
Nor  long  her  eyes  had  now  been  tum'd 
From  watching,  w^hen  the  signal  bum'd. 
Signal  of  joy — for  her,  for  all — 

Fleetly  the  boat  now  nears  the  land, 
While  voices,  from  the  shore-edge,  call 

For  tidings  of  the  long-wish'd  band. 

Oh  the  blest  hour,  when  those  who've  been 
Through  peril's  paths  Vy  land  or  sea. 
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Lock*d  in  our  aims  again  are  seen 

Smiling  in  glad  Becurity ; 
When  heart  to  heart  we  fondly  itrain, 

Questioning  quickly  o'er  and  o*er — 
Then  hold  them  off*,  to  gaze  again, 

And  ask,  though  answefd  oft  before, 

If  they,  indeed,  are  oun  once  more? 

Such  is  the  scene,  so  full  of  joy, 
Whicii  welcomes  now  this  warrior-boy, 
As  fathen,  sisten,  friends  all  run 
Bounding  to  meet  hun — all  but  one. 
Who,  slowest  on  his  neck  to  fall. 
Is  yet  the  happiest  of  them  all. 

And  now  behold  him,  circled  round 

With  beaming  faces,  at  that  board. 
While  cups,  with  laurel  foliage  crown'd. 
Are  to  the  coming  warriors  pour*d, — 
Coming,  as  he,  their  herald,  told. 
With  blades  from  victory  scarce  yet  cold, 
With  hearts  untouch*d  by  Moslem  steel. 
And  wounds  that  homo*s  sweet  breath  will  heal 

"  Ere  mom,*'  said  he, — and,  while  he  spoke, 

Tum'd  to  the  cast,  where,  clear,  and  pale, 
The  star  of  dawn  already  broke — 

"  We'll  greet,  on  yonder  wave,  their  sail !" 
Then,  wherefore  part  7  all,  all  agree 

To  wait  them  here,  beneath  this  bower ; 
And  thus,  while  ev*u  amidst  their  glee, 
£Iach  eye  is  turn*d  to  watch  tlie  sea, 

W  \h  song  they  cheer  Uie  anxious  hour. 


SONG. 


"Tisthe  Vine!  'tis  the  Vine!"  said  the  cup-loving 
boy. 
As  he  saw  it  spring  bright  liom  the  earth 


And  call'd  the  young  Genii  of  Wit,   Love,  and 
Joy, 
To  witness  and  hallow  its  birth. 
The  fruit  was  full-grown,  like  a  ruby  it  flamed. 

Till  the  sunbeam  that  kiss*d  it  look'd  pale : 
"  Tm  the  Vine !   'tis  the  Vine !"  ov'ry  Spirit  cx- 
clahn'd, 
"  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wine-tree,  aU  haU  !*' 

First,  fleet  as  a  bird,  to  tlie  summons  Wit  flew. 
While  a  light  on  the  vine-leaves  there  broke, 

In  flashes  so  quick  and  so  brilliant,  all  knew 
'Twas  the  light  from  his  lips  as  he  spoke. 

"  Bright  tree !   let  thy  nectar  but  cheer  me,"  ne 
cried, 
"  And  the  fount  of  Wit  never  can  fail :" 

"  'Tis  the  Vine !   'tis  the  Vine !"  hiUs  and  vaUeys 
reply, 

"  Hail,  had  to  the  Wine-tree,  aU  haU !" 

Next,  Love,  as  he  lean'd  o'er  the  plant  to  adr«iL*« 

Each  tendril  and  cluster  it  wore. 
From  his  rosy  mouth  sent  such  a  breath  of  de» 
sire. 

As  made  the  tree  tremble  all  o'er. 
Oh,  never  did  flow'r  of  the  earth,  sea,  or  sky, 

Such  a  soul-giving  odor  inhale : 
"'Tis  the  Vme!   'tis  the  Vine!"   all  re-echo  tho 
cry, 

"  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wiue-tree,  all  haU !" 

Last,  Joy,  without  whom  even  Love  and  Wit  die, 

Came  to  crown  the  bright  hour  with  his  ray ; 
And  scarce  had  that  mirth-waking  tree  met  his 
eye. 

When  a  laugh  spoke  what  Joy  could  not  say  ^ 
A  laugh  of  the  heart,  which  was  echoed  around 

Till,  like  mutnc,  it  s^i'elPd  on  tho  gale  ; 
"'Tis  Uie  Vine!  'tis  the  Vine!"  laughing  niyiiadi 
resound, 

"  Hail,  had  to  the  Wine-tree,  aU  haU !" 
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THE  VOICE. 

It  came  o*er  her  sleep,  like  a  voice  of  those  days, 
When  love,  oiily  love,  was  the  light  of  her  ways ; 
And,  soft  as  in  moments  of  bliss  long  ago, 
It  whispered  her  name  from  the  garden  below. 

"  Alas,"  sigh'd  the  maiden,  "  how  fancy  can  cheat  I 
"  The  world  once  had  lips  that  could  whisper  thus 

sweet ; 
"  But  cold  now  they  slumber  in  yon  fatal  deep, 
"  Where,  oh  that  beside  them  this  heeurt  too  could 

sleep !" 

She  sunk  on  her  pillow — but  no,  'twas  in  vain 
To  chase  the  illusion,  that  Voice  came  avain ! 
She  flew  to  the  casement — but,  hush*d  as  the  grave, 
In  moonlight  lay  slumbering  woodland  and  wave. 

**  Oh  sleep,  come  and  shield  me,"  in  anguish  she 

said, 
"  From  that  call   of  the  buried,  that  cry  of  Uie 

Dead  •" 
And   sleep   cume   around   her — but,  starting,  she 

woke, 
For  still  from  the  garden  that  spirit  Voice  spoke  ! 

"  I  come,"  she  exclaimed,  "  be  thy  home  where  it 
may, 

"  On  earth  or  in  heaven,  that  call  I  obey ;" 

Then  forth  through  the  moonlight,  with  heart  beat- 
ing fast 

And  loud  as  a  death-watch,  the  pale  maiden  passed. 

Still  round  her  the  scene  all  in  loneliness  shone ; 
And  still,  in  tlie  distance,  that  Voice  led  her  on ; 
But  whither  she  wander'd,  by  wave  or  by  shore. 
None  ever  could  tell,  for  she  came  back  no  more. 


No,  ne*er  came  she  backy — bat  the  watchman  wh» 

stood 
That  night  in  the  tow'r  which  oVnhadowi  the 

flood. 
Saw  dimly,  'tis  taid,  o'er  the  moon-Cghted  spray, 
A  youth  on  a  steed  bear  the  maiden  away. 


CUPID  AND  PSYCHE. 

TiiEY  told  her  that  he,  to  whose  vows  she  had  lis- 
tened 
Through  night's  fleeting  hours,  was  a  Spirit  un- 
bless'd ; — 
Unholy  the  eyes,  that  beside  her  had  gUsten'd, 
And  evil  the  lips  she  in  darkness  had  preas'd. 

**  When  next  in  thy  chamber  the  bridegroom  re- 
clineth, 
"  Bring  near  him  thy  lamp,  when  in  slumber  be 
lies; 
"And  there,  as  the  light  o'er  his  dark  features 
shinetli, 
"  ThouMt  see  what  a  demon  hath  won  all  thy 
sighs !" 

Too  fond  to  believe  them,  yet  doubting,  yet  fearing. 
When  calm  lay  the  sleeper  she  stole  with  her 
light ; 

And  saw — such  a  vision  ! — no  image,  appearing 
To  bards  in  their  day-dreams,  was  ever  so  br^;bt. 

A  youth,  but  just  passing  from  childhood*s  sweet 
morning, 
Wliile  round  him  still  liuger'd  its  innocent  ray  . 
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gleami,  from  beneath  his  ■hat  eyelids  gave 

nmiug 

amer'noon  lightnings  that  under  them  lay. 

'  had  a  grace  more  than  mortal  aronnd  it, 
,  glossy  as  gold  from  a  fairy -land  mine, 
y  hair  hung,  and  the  flowers  that  crown'd  it 
d  fresh  from  the  breeze  of  some  garden  di- 
iue. 

?d  stood  the  bride,  on  that  miracle  gazing, 
late  was  but  love  is  idolatry  now ; 
-in  her  tremor  the  fatal  lamp  raising— 
ride  flew  from  it  and  dropp'd  on  his  brow. 

— with  a  start  from  his  rosy  sleep  waking, 
Ipirit  flash'd  o*er  her  his  glances  of  fire ; 
>w  from  the  clasp  of  her  snowy  arms  break- 

said,  in  a  voice  more  of  sorrow  than  ire : 

ell — what    a    dream    thy    suspicion    hath 

roken ! 

3  ever  Affection's  fond  vision  is  cross'd ; 

red  are  her  spells  when  a  doubt  is  but  spo- 

en, 

I  lore,  once  distrusted,  forever  is  lost!" 


HERO  AND  LEANDER. 

ight-wind  is  moaning  with  mournful  sigh, 
gleameth  no  moon  in  the  misty  sky, 
o  star  over  Helle's  sea  ; 
et,  there  is  shining  one  holy  light, 
ve-kindled  star  through  the  deep  of  night, 
o  lead  me,  sweet  Hero,  to  thee  !" 

ying,  he  plunged  in  the  foamy  stream, 
ng  his  gaze  ou  that  distant  beam 
eye  but  a  lover's  could  see  ; 
I,  as  the  surge  swept  over  his  head, 
rht,"  he  said  tenderly,  **  living  or  dead, 
weet  Hero,  I'll  rest  with  tiice!*' 

xr  around  him  the  wild  waves  speed ; 
'e  !  in  that  hour  of  thy  votary *8  need, 
lere,  where  could  thy  Spirit  be  ? 
uggles— he    siuks — while    the    hurricane's 

breath 
idely  away  his  last  farewell  in  death — 
weet  Hero,  I  die  for  tliee !" 

Bnci«nt9  bnd  a  modo  of  divination  somewhat  sioii- 


THE  LEAF  AND  THE  FOUNTAIN 
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« 


« 
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Tell  me,  kind  Seer,  I  pray  thee, 
So  may  the  stars  obey  thee, 

"  So  may  each  airy 

"  Moon-elf  and  fairy 
Nightly  their  homage  pay  thee ! 
Say,  by  what  spell,  above,  below. 
In  stars  that  wink  or  flow'rs  that  blow, 

"  I  may  discover, 

"  Ere  night  is  over. 
Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

Maiden,  the  dark  tree  nigh  thee 
Hath  charms  no  gold  could  buy  thee ; 

**  Its  stem  enchanted, 

"  By  moon-elves  planted. 
Will  all  thou  seek'st  supply  thee. 
Climb  to  yon  boughs  that  highest  grow, 
Bring  thence  their  fairest  leaf  below  ; 

**  And  thou'lt  discover, 

**  Eire  night  is  over. 
Whether  thy  love  loves  thee  or  no, 
Whether  thy  love  loves  thee." 


**  See,  up  the  dark  tree  going, 

"  With  blossoms  round  me  blowing, 

**  From  thence,  oh  Father, 

"  This  leaf  I  gather, 
"  Fairest  tliat  there  »  growing 
**  Say,  by  what  sign  I  now  shall  know 
"  If  in  this  leaf  lie  bliss  or  wo ; 

"  And  thus  discover, 

"  Ere  night  is  over, 
"  Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
"  Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

'*  Fly  to  yon  fount  that's  welling, 

"  Where  moonbeam  ne'er  had  dwelling, 

**  Dip  in  its  water 

"  That  leaf,  oh  Daugh^vr, 
"  And  mark  the  tale  'tis  telluig  ;* 
**  Watch  thou  if  pale  or  bright  it  grow, 
"  List  thou,  the  while,  that  fountain's  flow^ 

"  And  thou'lt  discover 

"  Whether  thy  lover, 
"  Loved  as  he  is,  loves  thee  or  no, 
"  Loved  as  he  is,  loves  thc&" 

Forth  flew  tho  nymph,  delighted, 
To  seek  that  fount  benighted ; 

to  conmlt  tho  Fountain  of  Cattalia,  plucking  a  bay-leaf  aai 


» ;  and  we  find  ibe  Emperor  Adrian,  when  he  weu;     dippiog  it  Into  the  sacred  water. 
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But,  iciirm  a  minute 

The  leaf  lay  in  it, 
When,  lo,  ita  Uoom  was  blighted ! 
And  as  she  ask'd,  with  voice  of  wo— 
Listening,  the  while,  that  fountain's  flow— 

<*  Shall  I  recover 

"  My  troant  lover  r 
The  fountain  seemM  to  answer,  "  No  f 
The  fountain  answer'd,  "  No." 


CEPHALUS  AND  PROCRIS. 

A  HUNTER  once  in  that  grove  reclined. 

To  shun  the  noon's  bright  eye. 
And  oft  he  woo'd  the  wandering  wind, 

To  cool  his  brow  with  its  sigh. 
While  mute  lay  ev'n  the  wild  bee's  hum. 

Nor  breath  could  stir  the  aspen's  hair. 
His  song  was  still,  "  Sweet  air,  oh  come !" 

While  E^bo  answered,  *'  Come,  sweet  Air !" 

But,  hark,  what  sounds  from  the  thicket  rise ! 

What  meaneth  that  rustling  spray? 
"  'Tis  the  white-horn *d  doe,"  the  Hunter  cries, 

'*  I  have  sought  since  break  of  day." 
Quick  o*er  the  sunny  glade  he  springs. 

The  arrow  flies  from  his  sounding  bow, 
"  Hilliho— hiUiho  !"  he  gayly  sings, 

WhUe  Echo  sighs  forth  «« Hilliho !" 

Alas,  'twas  not  the  white-horu'd  doe 

Ho  saw  in  the  rustling  grove. 
But  the  bridal  veil,  as  pure  as  snow. 

Of  his  own  young  wedded  love. 
And,  ah,  too  sure  that  arrow  sped. 

For  pal '  ^t  his  feet  he  sees  her  lie ; — 
"  I  die,  1  die, '  was  all  she  said, 

While  Echo  murmur'd,  "  I  die,  I  die !" 


YOUTH  AND  AGE.* 

*'  Tell  me,  what's  Love  ?*'  said  Youth,  one  day. 

To  drooping  Age,  who  crossed  his  way.— 

*'  It  is  a  sunny  hour  of  play, 

"  For  which  repentance  dear  doth  pay ; 

'*  Ref)entance !  Repentance  ! 
'*  And  this  is  Love,  as  wise  men  say." 

1  The  ntr  to  which  T  hftve  adapted  these  words  was  eoin- 
piMod  by  Mrs.  Arkwright  to  some  (rid  verses.  **Tell  nie 
what's  love,  kind  shepherd,  pray  Y**  and  It  hat  beea  my  olr 


'<  Tell  me,  what's  Love  T  said  Tooth  onoe  i 

Fearful,  yet  fond,  of  Age's  lore^— 

'*  Soft  as  a  passing  sunmier's  wind : 

"  Wouldst  know  the  blight  it  leaves  behud? 

*'  Repentance !  Repentance ! 
"  And  this  is  Love— when  knre  is  o'er" 


«<  Tell  roe,  what's  Love?" said  Youth  again, 
Trusting  the  bliss,  but  not  the  pain. 
"  Sweet  as  a  May  tree's  scented  air— 
«  Mark  ye  what  bitter  fruit  'twill  bear, 

'*  Repentance !  Repentance ! 
"  This,  this  is  Love— sweet  Youth,  beware." 

Just  then,  young  Love  himself  came  by, 
And  cast  uu  Youth  a  smiling  eye ; 
Who  could  resist  that  glance's  rsy  t 
In  vain  did  Age  his  warning  say, 

**  Repentance !  Repentance  !** 
Youth  laughing  w^t  with  Love 


THE  DYING  WARRIOR 

A  wouNDEo  Chieftain,  lying 
By  the  Danube's  leafy  side. 

Thus  faintly  said,  in  dying. 

Oh !  bear,  thou  foaming  tide, 
Tliis  gift  to  my  lady-bride  " 


i( 


(( 


'Twas  then,  in  life's  last  quiver, 
He  flung  the  scarf  he  wore 

Into  the  foaming  river. 
Which,  ah  too  quickly,  bora 
That  pledge  of  one  no  more ! 

With  fond  impatience  biuning. 
The  Chieftain's  lady  stood, 

To  watch  her  love  returning 
In  triumph  down  the  flood. 
From  that  day's  field  of  blood. 

But,  field,  alas,  ill-fated ! 

The  lady  saw,  instead 
Of  the  bark  whoee  speed  she  waited. 

Her  hero's  scarf,  all  red 

With  the  drops  his  heart  had  shed. 

One  shriek — and  all  was  over— • 
Her  life-pulse  ceased  to  beat ; 


Ject  to  retain  as  mnch  of  the  stroctiue  and 
the  original  wwds  as  possible. 
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le  gkMnny  wavM  now  cover 
That  bridal-flower  ao  sweet, 
And  the  icarf  is  her  winding  sheet ! 


THE  MAGIC  MIRROR. 

:,  if  thy  magic  Glass  have  powV 
call  up  forms  we  sigh  to  see  ; 
'  me  my  Love,  in  that  rosy  bow'r, 
bere  last  she  pledged  her  truth  to  me." 

'izard  show'd  him  hn  Lady  bright, 
ire  lone  and  pale  in  her  bow*r  she  lay ; 
•hearted  maid,"  said  the  happy  Knight, 
e*s  thinking  of  one,  who  is  far  away." 

!  a  page,  with  looks  of  joy, 
gs  Udings  to  the  Lady's  ear ; 
*  said  the  Knight,  **  the  same  bright  boy, 
ho  used  to  guide  me  to  my  dear." 

ady  now,  from  her  fav'rite  tree, 
ii,  smiling,  pluck*d  a  rosy  flow*r ; 
,"  be  excla:m*d,  **  was  the  g*il  that  she 
ich  morning  sent  me  from  that  bow'r !" 

res  her  page  the  blooming  rose, 

1  looks  that  say,  <*  Like  lightning,  fly  !" 

f,**    thought   the   Knight,   <*she   sooths    her 

woes, 

r  fancying,  still,  her  true-love  nigh.' 


•t 


e  page  returns,  and— oh,  what  a  sight, 
trusting  lover's  eyes  to  see  !— 
to  that  bow'r  another  Knight, 
roung  and,  alas,  as  loved  as  he ! 

I,"  quoth  the  Youth,  "  is  Woman*s  love  V* 
n,  darting  forth,  with  furious  bound, 
1  at  the  Mirror  his  iron  glove, 
■trew*d  it  ail  in  (ragmeuts  round. 

MORAL. 

[Is  would  never  have  come  to  pass, 
he  ne'er  sought  that  fatal  view  ; 

Taard  would  still  have  kept  his  Glassy 
the  Knight  still  thought  his  Lady  true. 


THE  PILGRIM. 

Still  thus,  when  twilight  gleom'd. 
Far  off  his  Castle  seem'd. 

Traced  on  the  sky ; 
And  still,  as  fancy  bore  bim 
To  those  dim  tow're  before  him, 
He  gaxed,  with  wishful  eye, 

And  thought  his  home  was  nigh. 

•<  HaU  of  my  Sires !"  he  said, 
"  How  long,  with  weary  tread, 

«  Must  I  toil  on  7 
**  Each  eve,  as  thus  I  wander, 
"  Thy  tow're  seem  rising  yonder, 
'*  But,  scarce  hath  daylight  shone, 

**  When,  like  a  dream,  thou'rt  gone !" 

So  went  the  Pilgrim  still, 
Down  dale  and  over  hill. 

Day  after  day ; 
That  glimpse  of  home,  so  cheering, 
At  twilight  still  appearing. 
But  still,  with  morning's  ray. 

Melting,  like  mist,  away ! 

Wierw  rests  the  VHjtim  now  t 
Here,  by  tliis  cypress  bough. 

Closed  his  career ; 
That  dream,  of  Fancy's  weaving. 
No  more  his  steps  deceiving. 
Alike  past  hope  and  fear. 

The  Pilgrim*s  home  is  here. 


THE  HIGH-BORN  LADYR 

In  vain  all  the  Knights  of  the  Underwald  woo'd  her. 
Though  brightest  of  maidens,  the  proudest  was 
she; 
Brave  chieftains  they  sought,  and  young  minstrels 
they  sued  her, 
But  worthy  were  none  of  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

"  Whomsoever  I  wed,"  said  this  maid,  so  excelling, 
<*  That  Knight  must  the  couqu'ror  of  conquerors 
be; 
**  He  must  place  me  in  halls  fit  for  monarelis  to*  j 
dwell  in ; — 
"None   else    shall    be  Lord  of   the  high-bom 
Lodye!" 
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Thus  spoke  the  proud  damsel,  with  scorn  looking 
round  her 

On  Knighta  and  on  Nobles  of.  highest  degree ; 
Who  humbly  and  hopelessly  lell  as  they  found  her, 

And  worshippM  at  distance  the  high-bora  Ladye. 

At  length  came  a  Knight,  from  a  far  land  to  woo 
her, 
With  plumes  on  his  helm  like  the  foam  of  tlie 
sea; 
His  vizor  was  down — but,  with  voice  that  thrill*d 
through  her, 
He  whisper'd  his  vows  to  thb  high-bora  Ladye. 

**  Proud  maiden  !  I  come  with  high  spousals  to  grace 
thee, 
"  In  me  the  great  conqu'ror  of  conquerors  see  ; 
"  Enthroned  in  a  hail  fit  for  monarchs  I'll  place 
thee, 
*'  And    mine    thou'rt    forever,    thou    higfa-bora 
Lady© !" 

The  maiden  she  smiled,  and  in  jewels  array*d  her. 
Of  thrones  and  tiaras  already  dreamt  she ; 

And  proud  was  the  step,  as  her  bridegroom  convey'd 
her 
In  pomp  to  his  home,  of  that  high-bora  Ladye. 

"  Bat  whither,"  slie,  starting,  exclaims,  "  have  you 
led  me? 
"  Here's  naught  but  a  tomb  and  a  dark  cypress 
tree ; 
**  Is  this  the  bright  palc!;e  in  which  thou  wouldst 
wed  me?" 
With  scora  in  her  glance,  said  the  high-bora 
Ladye. 

""Pis  the  home,"  he  replied,  "of  earth's  loftiest 
creatures" — 
Then  lifted  his  helm  for  the  fair  one  to  see  ; 
But  she  sunk  on  the  ground — 'twas  a  skeleton's 
features. 
And  Death  was  the  Lord  of  tlie  high-bom  Ladye ! 


THE  INDIAN  BOAT 

'TwAB  midnight  dark. 

The  seaman's  bark, 
Swift  o'er  the  waters  bore  him, 

When,  Uirough  tho  night, 

lie  spied  a  light 
Shoot  o'er  the  wave  before  Ima 


"  A  sail !  a  sail .'"  he  cries ; 

"  She  comes  from  the  Indian  sfiore, 
*'  And  to-night  shall  be  our  prize, 
**  With  her  freight  of  golden  ore : 

"  Sail  on  !  sail  on !" 

When  moraing  8h<me 
Ho  saw  the  gold  still  clearer ; 

But,  tliough  so  fast 

The  waves  he  pasi'd,    ^ 
That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nearer 

Bright  daylight  came. 

And  still  the  same 
Rich  bark  before  him  floated ; 

While  on  the  prize 

His  wishful  eyes 
Like  any  young  lovePs  doted : 
"  More  sail !  more  sail !"  he  cries. 

While  the  waves  o'eriop  the  mail ; 
Ai  d  ais  bounding  galley  flies. 
Like  an  arrow  before  the  blast. 

Thus  on,  and  on, 

Till  day  was  gone. 
And  the  moon  through  heav'n  did  hie  hcVt 

He  swept  the  main. 

But  all  in  vain. 
That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nigber 

And  many  a  day 

To  uiglit  gave  way. 
And  many  a  mora  succeeded : 

WhUe  sail  hie  flight. 

Through  day  and  night. 
Til  at  restless  mariner  8])eedod. 
Who  knows — who  knows  what  seas 

He  is  now  careering  o'er  7 
Behind,  Uie  eteraal  breeze. 
And  that  mocking  bark,  before  ! 

For,  oh,  till  sky 

And  earth  shall  die. 
And  their  death  leave  none  to  rae  it. 

That  boat  must  flee 

O'er  the  boundless  sea. 
And  that  ship  in  vain  ponue  it 


THE  STRANGER. 

Comb    list,   while    I    tell    of   tlie    heaxt-i 
Stranger 
Who  sleeps  her  last  slumber  in   this 
ground ; 
Where  often,  at  midnight,  the  lonely  wood-nap 
Hears  soft  fairy  music  re-echo  around. 
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None  e*er  knew  the  name  of  that  heart-stricken 
lady, 
Her  langua^,  though  sweet,  none  could  e*er  un- 
derstand; 
Out  her  featnres  so  8unn*d,  and  her  eyelash  so  shady, 
Hespoke  her  a  child  of  some  far  Eastejm  land. 

*^was  one  summer  night,  when   the  village  lay 
sleeping, 
A  soft  strain  of  melody  came  o*er  our  ears ; 
So  sweet,  but  so  mournful,  half   song   and  half 
weeping, 
Like  music  that  Sorrow  had  stecpM  in  her  tears. 

We  thooght  'twas  an  anthem  some  angel  had  sung 

But,  soon  as  the  day-beams  had  gush'd  from  on 
high. 
With  wonder  we  saw  this  bright  stranger  among  us, 
All  lovely  and  lone,  as  if  stray*d  from  the  sky. 

Nor  long  did  her  life  for  this  sphere  seem  intended. 
For  pale  was  her  cheek,  with  that  spirit-like  hue. 


Which  comes  when  the  day  of  this  world  is  nigh 
ended, 
And  light  from  another  already  shines  through. 

Then  her  eyes,  when  she  sung— oh,  but  once  to 
have  seen  them — 
Lell  thoughts  in  the  soul  that  can  never  de- 
part; 
While  her  looks  and  her  voice  mode  a  language 
between  them. 
That  spoke  more  tlian  holiest  words  to  the  heart 

But  she  pa£B*d  like  a  day-dream,  no  skill  could  re- 
store her— 

AVhate'er  was  her  sorrow,  its  ruin  came  fast ; 
She  died  witli  the  some  spell  of  mystery  o*er  her. 

That  song  of  past  days  on  her  lipe  to  the  last 

Nor  ev'n  in  tlie  grave  is  hei  fad  heart  reposing— 
Still  hovers  the  spirit  of  grief  round  her  tomb ; 

For  oft,  when  the  shadows  of  midnight  are  closing, 
The  same  strain  of  music  is  heard  through  the 
gloom. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thus  verses  were  written  for  a  Benefit  at  the 
Dublin  Theatre,  and  were  spoken  by  Miss  Smith, 
with  a  degree  of  success  which  they  owed  solely 
lo  her  admirable  mauner  of  reciting  them.  I 
wrote  them  in  haste ;  and  it  very  rarely  happens 
that  poetry,  which  has  cost  but  little  labor  to  the 
writer,  is  productive  of  any  great  pleasure  to  the 
reader.  Under  thi^i  impression,  I  certainly,  bhould 
Bot  have  published  them  if  they  had  not  found 
their  way  into  some  of  the  newspapers,  with  such 
•a  addition  of  errors  to  their  own  original  stock, 
that  1  thought  it  but  fair  to  limit  their  resiionsi- 
IsCty  to  those  faults  alone  which  really  belong  to 

ILCBI. 

with  respect  to  tlie  title  m  bich  I  have  invented 


for  this  Poem,  I  feel  even  more  than  the  scniples 
of  the  Emperor  Tiberius,  when  he  humbly  asked 
pardon  of  the  Roman  Senate  for  using  "  the  out- 
landish term,  monopoly^  But  the  truth  is,  having 
written  the  Poem  with  the  sole  view  of  serving  a 
Benefit,  I  thought  that  an  unintelligible  word  of 
this  kind  would  not  be  without  its  attraction  for 
the  multitude,  with  whom,  "  If  'tis  not  sense,  at 
least  His  Greek."  To  some  of  my  readers,  how- 
ever, it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  say,  that  by 
"  Melologue,"  I  mean  that  mixture  of  recitation 
and  music,  which  is  frequently  adopted  in  the  per- 
formance of  Collins's  Ode  on  the  Passions,  and  of 
which  the  most  striking  example  I  can  remember 
is  the  prophetic  speech  of  Joad  in  the  Athalie  of 
Racine. 

T.  M. 
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MELOLOGUE. 


A  SHORT  Strain  or  Mcaic  from  thr  Orchrstra. 

Therm  breathes  a  language,  known  and  felt 
Far  as  the  pure  air  spreads  its  living  zone ; 
Wherever  rage  can  rouse,  or  pity  melt, 

That  language  of  the  soul  is  felt  and  known. 
From  thoee  meridian  plains, 
Where  oft,  of  old,  on  some  high  tow'r, 
The  soft  Peruvian  pour'd  his  midnight  strams, 
And  call'd  his  distant  love  witK  such  sweet  pow'r. 

That,  when  she  heard  the  lonely  lay. 
Not  worids  could  keep  her  from  his  arms  away—-* 
To  the  bleak  climes  of  polar  night. 
Where  blithe,  beneath  a  sunless  sky, 
The  Lapland  lover  bids  his  reindeer  fly. 
And  sings  along  the  length'ning  waste  of  snowi 
Gayly  as  if  the  blessed  light 
Of  vernal  Phcebus  bum'd  upon  his  brow ; 
Oh  Mosic !  thy  celestial  claim 
Is  still  resistless,  still  the  same ; 
And,  faithful  as  the  mighty  sea 
To  the  pale  etar  that  o*er  its  realm  presides, 

The  spell -bound  tides 
Of  human  passion  rise  and  fall  for  thee ! 

Greek  Air. 

List !  His  a  Grecian  maid  that  sings, 
While,  from  Uissus*  silv'ry  springs, 
She  draws  the  cool  lymph  in  her  graceAil  urn ; 
And  by  her  side,  in  Music's  charm  dissolving, 
Some  patriot  youth,  the  glorious  past  revolving, 
Dreams  of  bright  days  that  never  can  return  ; 
When  Athens  nursed  her  olive  bough, 

With  hands  by  tyrant  pow*r  uuchain'd  ; 
And  braided  for  the  muse's  brow 
A  wreath  by  tyrant  touch  unstain'd. 
When  heroes  trod  each  classic  field 

Where  coward  feet  now  faintly  falter ; 
When  ev*ry  arm  was  Freedom's  shield, 
And  ev'ry  heart  was  Freedom's  altar! 

Flourish  or  Trumpets. 

Hark,  'tis  the  sound  that  charms 
The  war-steed's  wak'ning  ears  I— 

Oh !  many  a  mother  folds  her  arms 
Round  her  boy-soldier  when  that  call  she  hears ; 

And,  though  her  fond  heart  sink  with  fears, 


>  **  A  certain  bpaniard,  one  night  laUs  met  an  Indian 
woman  in  the  streets  of  Cozco,  and  won  Id  have  talcen  her 
to  his  home,  but  she  cried  ont, '  For  God*s  saket  Sir,  let  nia 
go ;  for  that  pipe,  which  yon  hear  in  yonder  tower,  calis 


Is  proud  to  feel  his  young  pulse  boond 
With  valor's  fever  at  the  sound. 
See,  from  his  native  hills  afar 
The  rude  Helvetian  flies  to  war ; 
Caroleas  for  what,  for  whom  he  fights, 
For  slave  or  despot,  wrongs  or  rights ; 

A  conqueror  oft — a  hero  never— 
Yet  lavish  of  his  life-blood  still, 
As  if  'twere  like  his  motmtain  rilly 

And  gush'd  forever ! 

Yes,  Music,  hers,  even  here. 
Amid  this  thoughtless,  vague  oareer. 
Thy  soul-felt  charm  asserts  its  wondrous  poiwV— 
There's  a  wild  air  which  oft,  among  the  rocks 
Of  his  own  loved  land,  at  evening  hour. 

Is  heard,  when  shepherds  homeward  pipe  tli 
flocks. 
Whose  every  note  hath  power  to  thrill  his  mind 

With  tend'rest  thoughts ;  to  bring  aroimd  his  kai 
The  rosy  children  whom  he  left  behind. 
And  fill  each  little  angel  eye 
With  speaking  tean,  that  ask  him  why 
He  wander'd  from  his  hut  for  scenes  like  theMb 
Vain,  vain  is  then  the  trumpet's  brazen  roar ; 

Sweet  notes  of  home,  of  love,  are  all  he  bean; 
And  the  stem  eyes,  that  look'd  for  blood  before, 
Now  melting,  moumftil,  lose  themselves  in  tea 

Swiss  Air. — "Rane  dss  Vacbb».** 

But,  wake  the  trumpet's  bladt  again. 
And  rouse  the  ranks  of  wamor-roeu  ! 
Oh  War,  when  Truth  thy  arm  emplo^-s. 
And  Freedom's  spirit  guides  the  laboring  storm, 
'Tis  then  thy  vengeance  takes  a  hallow'd  form. 
And,  like  Heaven's  lightning,  sacredly  destroy 
Nor,  Music,  through  thy  breathing  sphere. 
Lives  there  a  sound  more  grateful  to  the  ear 
Of  Him  who  made  all  harmony. 
Than  the  bless'd  sound  of  fetters  breaking. 
And  the  first  hymn  that  man,  awaking 
From  Slavery's  sltunber,  breathes  to  Liberty. 

Spanish  Cborus. 

Hark  !  from  Spain,  mdignant  Spain, 
Bursts  the  bold,  enthusiast  strain. 
Like  morning's  music  on  the  air ; 
And  seems,  in  every  note,  to  swear 
By  Saragofisa's  ruin'd  streets. 
By  brave  Gerona's  deathful  story. 


me  with  freat  passion,  and  I  cannot  reAne  the  si 
for  love  constrains  me  to  go,  that  1  may  be  bis  wUh.  SI 
he  my  husband.*  **—OtartUm$—  dt  U  Wigm,  la  8lf  Hi 
Rvcaut*s  translatSoB. 
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That«  while  one  Spaniard*!  life-blood  beats, 
That  Uood  ehall  itain  the  conqu'ror's  glory. 

Stamuh  Aie.— **¥▲  Dkspbrto.** 

fiat  ah  !  if  Tain  the  patriot'^  zeal, 
1  f  neither  ▼alor't  force  nor  wisdom's  light 
Can  break  or  melt  that  blood-cemented  seal, 
Which  shuts  so  close  the  book  of  Europe's  right — 


What  song  shall  then  in  sadness  tell 
Of  broken  pride,  of  prospects  shaded, 

Of  buried  hopes,  rcmember'd  well, 
Of  ardor  quench'd,  and  honor  faded  7 

What  muse  shall  mourn  the  deathl^^as  braTOi 
In  sweetest  dirge  at  Memory's  shrine  ? 

What  harp  shall  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  grave  7 
Oh  Erin,  Thme ! 


SET   OF   GLEES. 


UUSIO  B7  MOORE. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS. 

Wnm  o*er  the  silent  seas  alone. 
For  days  and  nights  weVe  cheeriess  gone. 
Oh  they  who've  felt  it  know  how  sweet, 
Some  sonny  mom  a  sail  to  meet 

Sparkling  at  once  is  ev'ry  eye, 
*•  Ship  ahoy  !  ship  *hoy  I"  our  joyful  cry  ; 
While  answering  back  the  sounds  we  hear 
**  Ship  ahoy  !    ship  ahoy  !    what  cheer  7   what 
cheer r 

Then  sails  are  back'd,  we  nearer  come, 
Kind  words  are  said  of  friends  and  home 
And  soon,  too  soon,  we  part  with  pain. 
To  sail  o*er  silent  seas  again. 


[ 


HIP,  HIP,  HURRA  ! 

Cose,  fill  round  a  hamper,  fill  up  to  the  brim, 

lie  who  shrinks  from  a  bumper  I  pledge  not  to 

hfan; 
•>  Heie*s  the  giri  that  each  loves,  be  her  eye  of  what 

hue 
**  Or  lustivi,  it  may,  so  her  heart  is  but  true.** 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Come,  charge  high  again,  boys,  nor  let  the  full  wine 
a  space  m  the  brimmer,  wheie  daylight  may 
■bhie; 


"  Here's  the  friends  of  our  youth — ^though  of  some 

we're  bereft, 
"  May  the  links  that  are  lost  but  endear  w'.iat  are 

left !" 

Charge !  Tdrinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Once  more  fill  a  bumper — ne'er  talk  of  the  hour ; 
On  hearts  thus  united  old  Time  has  no  pow'r. 
"  May  our  lives,  tho',  alas !  like  the  wine  of  to-night, 
*'  They  must  soon  have  an  end,  to  the  last  flow  as 
bright" 

Charge  !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 


Quick,  quick,  now,  FIl  give  you,  since  Time's  gli 

will  run 
Ev'n  fuster  than  ours  doth,  three  bimipers  in  one  ;  ' 
"  Here's  the   poet  who   sings — here's  the  warrior 

who  fights — 
"  Here's  the  statesman  who  speaks,  in  the  cause  of 

men's  rights !" 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Come,  once  more,  a  bumper ! — then  drink  as  you 

please, 
Fho',  who  could  ^U  half-way  to  toa^t  such  as  these  7 
"  Here's  our  next  joyous  meeting — and  oh  when  we 

meet, 
*'  May  our  wine  be  as  bright  and  our  union   as 

sweet !" 
Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra  I 


HUSH,  HUSH . 

"  Hush,  hush  !"— how  well 
That  sweet  word  sounds, 
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When  Lore,  the  little  sentinel, 
Walks  his  night-rounds ; 

Tlien,  if  a  foot  but  dare 
One  rose-leaf  crush. 

Myriads  of  voices  in  the  air 
Whisper,  **  Hush,  hush  !" 

•*  Hark,  hark,  *tis  he !" 

The  nijrht-elves  cry, 
And  hush  their  fairy  harmony, 

While  he  steals  by ; 
But  if  his  silv*ry  feet 

One  dew-drop  brush, 
Voices  are  heard  in  chorus  sweet, 

Whisp'ring,  "  Huali,  hush  T 


THE  PARTING  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 


IIB. 


On  to  the  field,  our  doom  is  sealed, 
To  conquer  or  be  slaves : 

This  sun  shall  see  our  nation  free, 
Or  set  upon  our  graves. 


ins. 


Farewell,  oh  farewell,  my  love, 
May  Heav*n  thy  guardian  be. 

And  send  bright  angels  from  above 
To  bring  thee  back  to  me. 


HE. 


On  to  the  6eld,  the  battle-field, 
Where  Freedom's  standard  waves, 

This  sun  shall  see  our  tyrant  yield, 
Or  sliiue  upon  our  graves. 


THE  WATCHMAN 


A  TRIO. 


WATCHMAN. 


Past  twelve  o'clock — past  twelve. 

Good  night  good  night,  my  deaiest- 
Ilow  fust  the  moments  fly ! 

*Tis  time  to  part,  thou  heareet 
That  hateful  watchman's  cry 


WATCHMAN. 

Past  one  o'clock — past  one. 

Yet  stay  a  moment  longer- 
Alas  !  why  is  it  so. 

The  wish  to  stay  grows  stronger, 
The  more  'tis  time  to  go  t 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  two  o'clock — past  two. 

Now  wrap  thy  cloak  about  thee-^ 
The  hours  must  sure  go  wrong. 

For  when  they're  pass'd  without  thee. 
They're,  oh,  ten  times  as  long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  throe  o'clock — post  three. 

Again  that  dreadful  warning  I 
Hud  ever  time  such  flight  7 

And  see  the  sky,  'tis  morning — 
So  now,  indeed,  good  night 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  thre« 
Good  night,  good  night 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  WE  DANCE  t 

Sat,  what  shall  we  dance  7 
Shall  we  bound  along  the  moonlight  plain. 
To  music  of  Italy,  Greece,  or  Spain  7 

Say,  what  shall  we  dance  7 
Shall  we,  like  those  who  rove 
Through  bright  Grenada's  grove. 
To  the  light  Bolero's  measures  move  7 
Or  choose  the  Guaracia's  languishing  lay. 
And  thus  to  its  sound  die  away  T 

Strike  the  gay  chords. 
Let  us  hear  each  stram  from  ev'ry  shore 
That  music  haunts,  or  young  feet  wander  o*er. 
Hark  !  'tis  the  light  march,  to  whose  measured  tin 
The  Polish  lady,  by  her  lover  led. 
Delights  through  gay  saloons  with  step  untirrd 

tread. 
Or  sweeter  still,  through  moonlight  walks. 
Whose  shadows  serve  to  hkle 
The  blush  that's  raised  by  him  who  talks 
Of  love  tlie  while  by  her  skle ; 
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ames  the  miooth  waits,  to  whose  floating 

ound 

•anis  we  go  gliding  around, 

hich    aliall  we    dance?    which    shall  we 

ance? 


'Wlien  loud  we  heard  the  ev*ning  gun 
Peal  o'er  the  twilight  sea? 

Boom ! — the  sounds  appoar'd  to  sweep 
Far  o*er  the  verge  of  duy, 

Till,  into  realms  beyond  the  deep, 
They  seem*d  to  die  away. 


Oft,  when  the  toils  of  day  are  done. 

THE  EVENING  GUN 

f  EMB*RE»r  thou  that  setting  sun, 
*he  last  I  saw  with  thee. 

In  pentflve  dreams  of  tliee, 
I  sit  to  hear  that  evening  gun, 

Peal  o'er  the  stormy  sea. 
Boom  ! — and  while,  o*er  billows  curPd, 

The  dlstaat  sounds  decay, 
I  weep  and  wish,  from  tliis  rough  Wvrid, 

Like  them,  to  die  away. 

• 

BALLADS,  SONGS,  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 


ETC 


O-DAY,  DEAREST !  IS  OURS. 

DAT,  dearest !  is  ours ; 

i^hy  should  Love  carelessly  lose  it  ? 

I  life  shines  or  lowers 

jst  as  we,  weak  mortals,  use  it. 

time  enough,  when  its  f1ow*rs  decay, 
o  think  of  the  thorns  of  Sorrow ; 

Joy,  if  left  on  the  stem  to-day, 
[ay  wither  before  to-morrow 

n  why,  dearest !  so  long 

et  the  sweet  moments  fly  over? 

ugh  now,  blooming  and  young, 

boa  hast  me  devoutly  thy  lover: 

Time  from  both,  in  his  silent  lapse, 

Mne  treasure  may  steal  or  borrow ; 

'  charms  may  be  Ichs  in  bluom,  perhaps, 

r  I  less  in  love  to-mcrrow. 


ON  THE  LIP  THE  SIGH  DELAYS. 

K2f  on  the  lip  the  sigh  delays, 
a  if  'twouki  linger  tliere  forever ; 


>Vhen  eyes  would  give  the  world  to  gaze. 
Yet  still  look  down,  and  venture  never ; 

\Vlien,  though  with  fairest  nymphs  we  rove, 
Ther)*»  one  we  dream  of  more  than  any— 

If  all  this  is  not  real  love, 
'Tis  somoUiiug  wondrous  like  it,  Fanny ! 

To  think  and  ponder,  when  apart, 

On  all  we*ve  got  to  say  at  meeting  ; 
And  yot  when  near,  with  heart  to  heart. 

Sit  mute,  and  listen  to  their  beating : 
To  see  but  one  bright  object  move, 

The  only  moon,  where  stars  are  many— > 
If  all  this  is  not  downright  love, 

I  prithee  suy  what  is,  my  Fanny  ! 

When  Hope  foretells  the  briglitest,  best. 

Though  Reason  on  the  darketit  reckons  ; 
When  Passion  drives  us  to  the  we^t. 

Though  E^rudi^nce  to  the  eastward  beckons ; 
When  all  turns  round,  below,  above, 

And  our  own  heads  the  most  of  any — 
If  this  is  not  stark,  staring  love, 

Then  you  and  I  are  sages.  Funny 
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HERE,  TAKE  MY  HEART. 

Here,  take  my  heart — 'twill  be  safe  in  thy  keeping, 
While  I  go  wand'ring  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea ; 

Smiling  or  sorrowing,  waking  or  sleeping, 
What  need  I  care,  so  my  heart  is  with  thee? 

If,  in  tlie  race  we  are  destined  to  run,  love, 
They  who  have  light  hearts  the  happiest  be, 

Then,  happier  still  must  be  they  who  have  none, 
love. 
And  that  will  be  my  case  when  mine  is  with  thee. 

It  matters  not  where  I  may  now  be  a  rover, 
I  care  not  how  many  bright  eyes  I  may  see ; 

Should  Venus  herself  come  and  ask  me  to  love  her, 
rd  tell  her  I  couldn't — my  heart  is  with  thee. 

And  there  let  it  lie,  growing  fonder  and  fonder — 
For,  even  should  Fortune  turn  truant  to  me. 

Why,  let  her  go^Fve  a  treasure  beyond  her. 
As  long  as  my  heart's  out  at  int'rest  with  thee  i 


OH.  CALL  IT  BY  SOME  BETTER  NAME. 

Oh,  call  it  by  some  better  name. 
For  FrieiidMhip  sounds  too  oold. 

While  Love  is  now  a  worldly  flamoi 
Whose  shrine  must  be  of  gold  ; 

And  Passion,  like  the  sun  at  noon» 
That  bums  o*er  all  he  sees. 

Awhile  as  warm,  will  set  as  soon- 
Then,  call  it  none  of  thesd. 

Imagine  something  purer  far. 

More  free  from  stain  of  clay 
Than  Friendship,  Love,  or  Passion  htBi 

Yet  human  still  as  they : 
And  if  thy  lip,  for  love  like  this, 

No  mortal  word  can  frame, 
Go,  ank  of  angels  wiiat  it  is 

And  call  it  by  that  name 


POOR  WOUNDED  HEART. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 

Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come ; 

Tliou  soon  wilt  reach  thy  home. 
Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 


The  p9m  thoult  fed  in  breaking 

Less  bitter  far  will  be, 
Than  that  long,  deadly  aohinj^ 

This  life  has  been  to  IbM. 

There— ^MHoken  heart,  farewell ! 
The  pang  is  o'er — 
The  parting  pang  is  o'er  ; 
Thou  now  wilt  bleed  no  more. 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell ! 
No  rest  for  thee  but  dying- 
Like  waves,  whose  strife  is  past, 
On  death's  cold  sliore  thus  lying, 
Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last- 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell ! 


THE  EAST  INDIAN. 

Comb,  May,  with  all  thy  flowen. 

Thy  sweetly-scented  thorn. 
Thy  cooling  ev'uing  showerB, 

Thy  fragrant  breath  at  mom : 
When  May-flies  haunt  the  willow. 

When  May-buds  tempt  the  bee. 
Then  o'er  the  shining  btUow 

My  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastern  Isles  she's  wiiigin|r 

Through  wat'ry  wilds  her  way. 
And  on  her  cheek  is  bringing 

The  bright  sun's  orient  ray : 
Oh,  come  and  court  her  hither. 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm- 
One  wiutePs  gale  would  wither 

So  tefl,  so  pure  a  form. 

The  fields  where  she  was  stiayiog 

Are  blest  with  endless  light. 
With  zephyrs  always  playing 

Through  gardens  always  bright. 
Then  now,  sweet  May !  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thou'st  been  before  ; 
Let  siglis  from  roses  meet  her 

When  she  comes  near  our  shore. 


POOR  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Poor  broken  flow'r!   what  art  can   now  reec^ 
thee? 
Tom  from  the  item  that  fed  thy  rosy  breath— 
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In  Tain  the  sunbeams  seek 
To  wann  that  faded  cheek ; 
The  dews  of  heav'n,  that  once  like  balm  fell  over 
thee. 
Now  are  but  tears,  to  weep  thy  e^y  death. 

So  droops  the  maid  whose  lover  hath  forsaken  her«— 
Thrown  firom  his  arms,  as  lone  and  lost  as  thoa ; 
In  vain  the  smiles  of  all 
like  sunbeams  round  her  fall ; 
The  only  smile  that  oould  from  death  awaken  her, 
That  smile,  alas !  is  gone  to  others  now. 


<4 


« 


THE  PRETTY  ROSE-TREE. 

Bcixa  weary  of  love, 
I  flew  to  the  grove. 
And  chose  me  a  tree  of  the  fairest ; 
Saying,  **  Pretty  Rose-tree, 
*'  Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
**  And  HI  worship  each  bud  thou  bearesL 
**  For  the  hearts  of  this  world  are  hollow 
**  And  fickle  the  smiles  we  follow ; 
**  And  'tis  sweet,  when  all 
*•  Their  witch'ries  poll, 
**  To  have  a  pore  love  to  fly  to: 
So,  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 
Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
"  And  the  only  one  now  I  shall  sigh  to.*' 

When  the  beautiful  hue 

Of  thy  cheek  through  the  dew 

Of  morning  is  bashfully  peeping, 
"  Sweet  tears,"  I  shall  say, 
(As  I  brush  them  away,) 

**  At  least  there's  no  art  in  this  weeping." 
Althoogh  thou  shouldst  die  to-morrow. 
Twill  not  be  from  pain  or  sorrow ; 
And  the  thorns  of  thy  stem 
Are  not  like  them 

With  which  men  wound  each  other: 
So,  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 
Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be. 

And  111  neVr  again  sigh  to  another 


SUINE  OUT,  STARS ! 

8hik«  ont,  Stan !  let  IIeav*n  assemble 

Roand  us  er*ry  festal  ny, 
lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble, 

Afl  to  grace  this  Eve  of  May. 


Let  the  flow*r-beds  all  lie  waking, 

And  the  odors  shut  up  there. 
From  their  downy  prisons  breaking. 

Fly  abroad  through  sea  and  air. 

And  would  Love,  too,  bring  his  sweetness, 

With  our  other  joys  to  weave. 
Oh  what  glory,  what  completeness. 

Then  would  crown  this  bright  May  Eve ! 
Shine  out,  Stars !  let  night  assemble 

Round  us  every  festal  ray, 
Lights  that  move  not,  lightn  that  tremble. 

To  adorn  this  Eve  of  May. 


TlIE  YOUNG  MULETEERS  OF  GRENADA. 

Oh,  the  joys  of  our  ev*ning  posada. 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day. 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Sit  and  sing  the  sunshine  away ; 
So  merry,  that  even  the  slumbers. 

That  round  us  hung,  seem  gone ; 
Till  the  lute's  soft  drowsy  numbers 

Again  beguile  them  on. 
Oh,  the  joys,  Slc, 

Then  as  each  to  his  loved  sultana 

In  sleep  still  breathes  the  sigh. 
The  name  of  some  black-eyed  Tirana 

Escapes  our  lips  as  we  lie. 
Till,  with  moming's  rosy  twinkle, 

Again  we're  up  and  gone — 
While  the  mule-bell's  drowsy  tinkle 

Beguiles  the  rough  way  on. 
Oh,  the  joys  of  our  merry  posada, 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day. 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Thus  Buig  the  gay  moments  away. 


TELL  HER,  on,  TELL  HER 

Tell  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  lute  she  left  lying 
Beneath  the  green  arbor,  is  still  lying  there ; 

And  breezes,  like  lovers,  around  it  are  sighing, 
But  not  a  soft  whisper  replieti  to  their  pray'r 


I  Tell  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  tree  that,  in  going, 
Beside  the  green  arbor  she  plsyfully  set. 
As  lovely  as  ever  is  blushing  and  blowing^ 
And  not  a  bright  leaflet  has  fHll'n  from  it  yet 


348 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


So  while  away  from  that  axbor  forsaken, 
The  maiden  is  wandering,  still  let  her  be 

Aa  true  as  the  lute,  that  no  sighing  can  waken, 
And  blooming  forever,  unchanged  as  the  tree . 


NIGHTS  OF  MUSIC. 

Nights  of  music,  nights  of  loving. 

Lost  too  soon,  remembered  long. 
When  we  went  by  moonlight  roving. 

Hearts  all  love,  and  lips  all  song. 
When  this  faithful  lute  recorded 

All  my  spirit  felt  to  thee  ; 
And  that  smile  the  song  rewarded — 

Worth  whole  years  of  fame  to  me ! 

Nights  of  song,  and  nights  of  splendor, 

Fiird  with  joys  too  sweet  to  last- 
Joys  that,  like  the  stariight,  tender. 

While  they  shone,  no  shadow 
Though  all  other  happy  hours 

From  my  fading  mem'ry  fly, 
Of  that  starlight,  of  those  boweis, 

Not  a  beam,  a  leaf  shall  die ! 


OUR  FIRST  YOUNG  LOVE 

Our  first  young  love  resembles 

That  sliort  but  brilliant  ray, 
Whic'  «)i)ilcs,  and  weeps,  and  tremblM 

Through  April's  earliest  day. 
And  not  all  life  before  us. 

However  its  lights  may  play, 
Cun  shed  a  lustre  o*cr  us 

Like  that  first  April  ray. 

Our  summer  sun  may  squander 

A  blaze  serener,  grander  ; 

Our  autumn  beam 

May,  like  a  dream 

Of  heav'u,  die  calm  away ; 

Dut,  nil — let  life  befire  us 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may, 
'Twill  ue*er  shed  lustre  o*er  us 
Like  that  first  youthful  ray. 


t 


BLACK  AND  BLUE  EYES. 

The  brilliant  black  eye 

May  in  triumph  let  fly 
All  its  darts  without  caring  who  feels  ' 

But  the  soft  eye  of  bine. 

Though  it  scatter  wounds  too. 
Is  much  better  pleased  when  it  heals  *( 

Dear  Fanny ! 

But  the  soft  eye  of  blue, 

Thougli  it  scatter  woundfl  too. 
Is  much  better  pleased  when  it  heals  'em. 

The  black  eye  may  say, 

"  Come  and  worship  my  ray — 
"  By  adoring,  perhaps,  you  may  roovo  me  f 

But  the  blue  eye,  half  hid, 

Says,  from  nnder  its  lid, 
"  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  yon  love  me  V 

Yes,  Fanny ! 

The  blue  eye,  half  hid. 

Says,  fVom  under  its  lid, 
**  I  love,  and  am  youn,  if  yon  love  me  f* 

Come  tell  me,  then,  why. 

In  that  lovely  blue  eye. 
Not  a  charm  of  its  tint  I  disoover ; 

Oh,  why  should  yon  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  "  No"  to  a  lover  I 

Dear  Fanny! 

Oh,  why  should  you  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  **  No**  to  a  lover  7 


DEAR  FANNY. 

'*  Smi   has  beauty,  but  still  you  must  keep 
heart  cool ; 
**  She  has  wit,  but  you  mustn't  be  cau^t  so 
Tims  Reason  advises,  but  Re^ison's  a  fooi. 
And  His  not  the  first  time  I  have  tliouglit  M, 

Dear  Fanny, 
Tis  uot  tlie  first  time  I  ha/e  thought  so. 

"  She  is  lovely ;  then  love  her,  nor  let  tlie  blisi 
"  'Tis  the  charm  of  youth's  vanishing  seasoi 

Thus  Love  has  advised  me,  and  who  will  den] 
That  Love  reasons  much  better  IhsA  Reason 

Dear  Fanny? 
Love  reasons  much  better  thaa  Reason. 
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FROM  UFE  WITHOUT  FREEDOM. 

Frcm  life  without  freedom,  Bay,  who  would  not  fly? 
For  one  day  of  freedom,  oh !  who  would  not  die  7 
Hark !—4iariL !— 'tis  the  trumpet!   the  call. of  the 

brave, 
The  death-flong  of  tyrants,  the  dirge  of  the  slave. 
Our  country  lies  bleeding — haste,  haste  to  her  aid ; 
One  arm  that  defends  is  worth  hosts  that  invade. 

Iq  death*s  kindly  bosom  our  last  hope  remains— 
Pbe  dead  fear  no  tyrants,  the  grave  has  no  chains. 
3o,  on  to  tlie  combat ;  the  heroes  that  bleed 
''or  virtue  and  mankind  are  heroes  indeed. 
Lnd  oh,  ev*n  if  Freedom  from  this  world  be  driven, 
>e0pair  not — at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heavex 


HERE'S  THE  BOWER. 

Here's  the  bower  she  loved  so  much. 

And  the  tree  she  planted ; 
Here's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch— 

Oh,  how  that  touch  enchanted : 
Roses  now  unheeded  sigh  ; 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreath  them  7 
Songs  around  neglected  lie ; 

Where's  the  lip  to  breathe  them  7 
Here's  the  bower,  &c. 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  loved 

Ne*er  shall  feel  its  sweetness ; 
Time,  thut  once  so  fleetly  moved, 

Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 
Years  were  days,  when  here  she  stray'd, 

Da)-B  were  moments  near  her ; 
Ueav'n  ne'er  form'd  a  brighter  maid. 

Nor  Pity  wept  a  dearer  I 

Here's  the  bower,  &c. 


J  SAW  THE  MOON  RISE  CLEAR. 

A   FINLAND   LOVE   BONO 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

0*er  hills  and  vales  of  snow, 
Nor  told  my  fleet  reindeer 

The  track  I  wish'd  to  go. 
Vet  quick  he  bounded  forth ; 

For  well  my  reindeer  knew 
I've  but  one  path  on  earth — 

The  path  which  leads  to  yon. 


The  gloom  that  winter  cast 

How  soon  the  heart  forgets. 
When  Summer  brings,  at  last, 

Her  sun  that  never  sets ! 
So  dawn'd  my  love  for  you  ; 

So,  fiz'd  through  joy  and  pain, 
Than  sunmer  sun  more  true, 

'Twill  never  set  again. 


LOVE  AND  THE  SUN-DIAL. 

YouNO  Love  found  a  Dial  once,  in  a  dark  shade. 
Where  man    ne'er   had  wander'd   nor   sunbeam 

play'd ; 
"  Why  thus  in  darkness  lie,"  whisper'd  young  Love , 
'*  Thou,  whose  gay  hours  in  sunshine  should  move 7" 
**  I  ne'er,"  said  the  Dial,  **  have  seen  the  warm  sun, 
"  So  noonday  and  midnight  to  me.  Love,  are  oue." 

Then  Love  took  the  Dial  away  from  the  shade. 
And  placed  her  where  Heaven's  beam  warmh 

play'd. 
There  she  reclined,  beneath  Love's  gazing  eye. 
While,  mark'd  aD  with  sunshine,  her  houra  flew  by. 
"  Oh,  how,"  said  the  Dial,  '*  can  any  fair  moid, 
*<  That's  bom  to  be  shone  upon,  rest  in  the  shade?" 

But  night  now  comes  on,  and  the  sunbeam's  o'er. 
And  Love  stops  to  gaze  on  the  Dial  no  more. 
Alone  and  neglected,  while  bleak^raln  and  winds 
Are  storming  around  her,  with  sorrow  she  finds 
That  Love  had  but  number'd  a  few  sunny  houri,— 
Then  left  the  remainder  to  darkness  and  showen ! 


LOVE  AND  TIME. 

'TIS  said — ^but  whether  true  or  not 

Let  bards  declare  who've  seen  'em- 
That  Love  and  Time  have  only  got 

One  pair  of  wings  between  'em. 
In  courtship's  first  delicious  hour. 

The  boy  full  oft  can  spare  'em ; 
So,  loK'ring  m  his  Iady*s  bower, 

He  lets  the  grey -beard  wear  'eri 
Then  is  Tune's  hour  of  play . 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away .' 
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But  short  the  moments,  short  as  bright* 

When  he  the  whigR  can  borrow ; 
If  Time  to-day  has  had  his  flight. 

Love  takes  his  turn  to*morrow. 
Ah  !  Time  and  Love,  your  change  is  then 

The  saddest  and  most  trying, 
When  one  begins  to  limp  again. 

And  f  other  takes  to  flying. 
Then  is  Love's  hour  to  stray ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away ! 

But  there's  a  nymph,  whose  chains  I  feel. 

And  bless  the  silken  fetter, 
Who  knows,  the  dear  one,  how  to  deal 

With  Love  and  Time  much  better. 
So  well  she  checks  their  wanderings, 

So  peacefully  she  pairs  'em, 
Tliat  Love  with  her  ne'er  thinks  of  wings, 

And  Time  forever  wears  'em. 
This  is  Time's  holiday ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away ! 


LOVE,  WAND'RING  THROUGH  TUB 
GOLDEN  MAZE. 

Love,  wand'ring  through  the  golden  matt 

Of  my  beloved*s  hair. 
Traced  every  lock  with  fond  delays. 

And,  doting,  linger'd  there. 
And  soon  he  found  'twere  vain  to  fly; 

His  heart  was  cIosa  confined, 
For,  every  ringlet  was  a  tie— 

A  chain  by  beauty  twined. 


LOVES  LIGHT  SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Pain  and  sorrow  shall  vanish  before  us— 

Youth  may  wither,  but  feeling  will  last; 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  full  o'er  us. 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  only  shall  cast 
Oh,  if  to  love  thee  more 
Each  hour  I  number  o'er 
If  this  a  pasmnu  be 
Worthy  of  thee. 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last: 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee. 
Love's  light  sunmier-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Rest,  dear  bosom,  no  sorrows  shall  pain  thee. 

Sighs  of  pleasure  aloue  shall  thou  steal ; 
Beam,  bright  eyelid,  no  weeping  shall  stain  thee. 
Tears  of  rapture  aloue  shalt  thou  feel. 
Oh,  if  there  be  a  charm 
In  love,  to  banish  harm — 
If  pleasure's  truest  spell 
Be  to  love  well, 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last : 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee. 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  east 


MERRILY  EVERY  BOSOM  BOUNDET 

TUB  TYR0LE8B  flOXO  OP   UBERTT. 

Merrilt  every  bosom  boundeth. 

Merrily,  oh ! 
Where  the  song  of  Freedom  soundeth* 
Merrily,  oh ! 
There  the  warrior's  arms 
Shed  more  splendor ; 
^  There  the  maiden's  chaims 

Shine  more  tender ; 
Ev'ry  joy  the  land  surroundeth, 
Merrily,  oh !  merrily,  oh ! 

AVearily  every  bosom  pineth. 

Wearily,  oh! 
Where  the  bond  of  slavery  twineth 
Wearily,  oh ! 
There  the  warrior's  dart 

Hath  no  fleetuess ; 
There  the  maiden's  heart 
Hath  no  sweetness— 
Ev'ry  flow'r  of  life  declineth. 
Wearily,  oh !  wearily,  oh ! 

Cheerily  then  from  hill  and  valley. 

Cheerily,  oh ! 
like  your  native  fountains  sally, 
Cheenly,  oh ! 
If  a  glorious  death. 
Won  by  bravery. 
Sweeter  be  than  breath 
Sigh'd  m  slaver)% 
Round  the  flag  of  Freedom  rally^ 
Cheerily,  oh !  cheerily,  oh ! 
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REMEMBER  THE  TIME. 

TUK  CAinUAN  MAID. 

RiMSMBKR  the  thne,  in  La  Me!!7ha*B  shades, 

When  our  moments  so  blissfully  (lew ; 
When  von  called  me  the  flower  of  Castilian  maids, 

And  I  btosh'd  to  be  call*d  so  by  you ; 
When  I  tanght  yon  to  warble  the  gay  eeguadiUe, 

And  to  dance  to  the  light  castanet ; 
Oh,  never,  dear  youth,  let  you  roam  where  you  will, 

The  delight  of  those  moments  forget 

They  tell  roe,  you  lovers  from  Erin's  green  isle. 

Every  hour  a  new  passion  can  feel ; 
And  that  soon,  in  the  light  of  some  lovelier  smile, 

You*U  forget  the  poor  maid  of  Castile. 
But  tliey  know  not  how  brave  in  the  buttle  you  are. 

Or  they  never  could  think  you  would  rove ; 
For  *tis  always  the  spirit  most  gallant  in  war 

That  is  fondest  and  truest  in.  love. 


OH,  SOON  FETI^RN. 

Qua  white  sail  caught  the  evening  ray. 

The  wave  beneath  us  seem'd  to  bum. 
When  all  the  weeping  maid  could  say 

Was,  "  Oh,  soon  return  !" 
Through  many  a  clime  our  ship  was  driven, 

0*er  many  a  billow  rudely  thrown  ; 
Now  chiird  beneath  a  northern  heaven. 

Now  sunn*d  in  summer's  zone; 
And  still,  where'er  we  bent  our  way. 

When  evening  bid  the  west  wave  bum, 
I  fancied  still  I  heard  her  say, 

"  Oh,  soon  return  !** 

If  ever  yet  my  bosom  found 

Its  thoughts  one  moment  tum'd  from  thee, 
'Twas  when  the  combat  raged  around. 

And  brave  men  look'd  to  me. 
But  though  the  war-field's  wild  alarm 

For  gentle  Love  was  all  unmeet. 
He  lent  to  Glory's  brow  the  charm. 

Which  made  even  danger  sweet 
And  still,  when  vict'ry's  calm  came  oVr 

Tho  hearts  where  rage  had  ceased  to  bum, 
Tb(«e  parting  words  I  heard  once  more, 

**  Oh,  soon  return ! — Oh,  soon  return  T 


LOVE  THEE  ? 


LovK  thee  ?-hk>  well,  so  tenderiy 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me. 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 
Though  brinun'd  with  blessings,  pure  and  rm 

Life's  cup  before  me  lay, 
Unless  thy  love  were  mingled  there, 

I'd  spum  the  draught  away. 
Love  thee  ? — so  well,  so  tenderiy 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me, 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

Are  worthless  witliout  thee. 

Without  thy  smile,  the  monarch's  lot 

To  me  were  dark  and  lone. 
While,  with  it,  ev'n  the  humblest  cot 

Were  brighter  than  his  tlirone. 
Those  v\orids,  for  which  the  conqu'ror  sighs» 

For  me  would  have  no  charms ; 
My  only  world  thy  gentle  eyes— 

My  tlu  me  thy  circling  arms ! 
Oh,  yes,  so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me, 
Whole  realms  of  light  and  liberty 

V/ere  f/orthiess  withcut  thee. 


ONE  DEAR  SMILE 

CouLDST  thou  look  as  dear  as  when 

First  I  sigh'd  for  tliee  ; 
Couldst  thou  make  me  feel  again 
Every  wish  I  breathed  thee  then. 

Oh,  how  blissful  life  would  be ! 
Hopes,  that  now  beguiling  leave  me, 

Jo)Y,  that  lie  in  slumber  cold — 
All  would  wake,  couldst  thou  but  give  me 

One  dear  smile  like  UioSe  of  old. 

No — there's  nothing  led  us  non 

But  to  mourn  the  past ; 
Vain  was  every  ardeut  vow — 
Never  yet  did  heaven  allow 

Love  so  warm,  so  wild,  to  last 
Not  even  hope  could  now  deceive  me— 

Life  itself  looks  dark  and  cold : 
Oh,  thou  never  more  canst  give  me 

One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 
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YES,  YES,  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Yks,  yes,  when  the  bloom  of  Love's  boyhood  is  o'er, 
HeMI  turn  into  friendship  that  feels  no  decay ; 

And,  though  Time  may  take  from  him  the  wings  ho 
once  wore. 

The  charms  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before. 
And  he*ll  lose  but  liis  young  trick  of  flying  away. 

Tlion  let  it  console  thee,  if  Love  should  not  stay, 
That  Friendship  our  last  happy  moments  will 
crown; 
Like  the  shadows  of  morning.  Love  lessens  away, 
Vi  hile  Friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day, 
>Vili  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  sun  goes  down. 


THE  DAY  OF  LOVE. 

The  beam  of  morning  trembling 
Stole  o*er  the  mountain  btook, 
With  timid  ray  resembling 
Affection's  eariy  look. 
Thus  love  begins — sweet  mom  of  love ! 

The  noontide  ray  ascended, 
And  o'er  the  valley's  stream 

Diffused  a  glow  as  splendid 
As  passion's  riper  dream. 
Thus  love  expands— warm  noon  of  lore ! 

But  evening  came,  o'enhading 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 
Like  faith  and  fondness  fading 
From  passion's  alter'd  eye. 
Thus  love  declines— cold  eve  of  love ! 


LUSITANIAN  WAR-SONG 

The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mountains, 

Till  not  one  hateful  Imk  remams 

Of  slavery's  lingering  chains ; 

Till  not  one  tyrant  tread  our  plains, 
Nor  traitor  lip  pollute  our  fountams. 

No !  never  till  that  glorious  day 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay. 

Or  hear,  oh  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 
Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountami. 


The  song  of  war  shall  echo  throngfa  our  mocntahii^ 
Till  Victory's  oelf  shall,  smiling,  say, 
"  Your  cloud  of  foes  hath  pass'd  away, 
"  And  Freedom  comes,  with  new-bom  ray, 

"  To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  fountains." 
Oh,  never  till  that  glorious  day 
Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay, 
Or  hear,  sweet  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mnnntJtiiM, 


THE  YOUNG  ROSE. 

The  young  rose  I  give  thee,  so  dewy  and  bright, 
Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bird  of  ih^ 
Who  oit,  by  the  moon,  o'er  her  blushes  hath  hm^ 
And  thrill'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  be  song. 

Oh,  take  thou  this  young  rose,  and  let  her  life  be 
Prolong'd  by  tne  breatn  she  wiU  borrow  from  thee; 
For,  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  Uinllt 
She'll  think  the  sweet  night-bird  is  courting  her  itfl 


WHEN  MIDST  THE  GAY  I  MEET. 

When  midst  tlie  gay  I  meet 

That  gentle  smile  of  tliine. 
Though  still  on  me  it  turns  most  sweet, 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine : 
But  when  to  me  alone 

Your  secret  tears  you  show. 
Oh,  then  I  feel  those  tears  my  own, 

And  claim  them  wliile  they  flow. 
Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free  ; 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  yon  lees. 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

Can  smile  in  many  a  beam. 
Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep. 

How  bright  soe'er  it  seem. 
But,  when  some  deep-felt  ray. 

Whose  touch  is  fire,  appears. 
Oh,  then  the  smile  is  warm'd  away. 

And,  melting,  turns  to  tears. 
Then  still  witli  bright  looks  bless 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free  ; 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less. 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 
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WHEN  TWILIGHT  DEWa 

CM  twOigfat  dews  are  falling  soft 
pon  the  rosy  sea,  love, 
Itch  the  star,  whose  beam  so  oft 
as  lighted  roe  to  thee,  love. 

thou,  too,  on  that  orb  so  dear, 
•ost  often  gaze  at  even, 

think,  though  lost  forever  here, 
hou*lt  yet  be  mine  in  heaven. 

re*s  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread, 
here's  not  a  flow*r  I  see,  love, 
brings  to  mind  some  hope  that's  fied, 
xne  joy  that*s  gone  with  thee,  love. 

still  I  wish  that  hour  was  near, 
'ben,  friends  and  foes  forgiven, 

pains,  the  ills  we've  wept  through  hers, 
[ay  turn  to  smiles  in  heavea 


YOUNG  JESSICA. 

xo  Jessica  sat  all  the  day, 
ath  heart  o'er  idle  love-thoughts  pining ; 
needle  bright  beside  her  lay, 
)  active  once ! — now  idly  shining. 
Jessy,  'tis  in  idle  hearts 
hat  love  and  mischief  are  most  nimble ; 
safetit  shield  asfainst  the  darts 
f  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 

child,  who  with  a  magnet  plays, 
^ell  knowing  all  its  arts,  so  wily, 

tempter  near  a  needle  lays, 
nd  laughmg,  says,  "  We'll  steal  it  slyly." 

ni'«dle,  having  naught  to  do, 
I  pleased  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle  ; 
closer,  closer  come  the  two, 
nd — off,  at  length,  elopes  the  needle. 

%  had  this  needle  tum'd  itj  eye 
o  OGine  gay  reticule's  construction, 
i'er  had  stray'd  from  duty's  tie, 
or  felt  tl»e  magnet's  sly  sMuction. 
s,  girls,  would  you  keep  quiet  hearts, 
our  snowy  fingers  must  be  nimble ; 
safest  sliield  agaiuKt  the  darts 
r  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 


HOW  HAPFY,  ONCE. 

How  happy,  once,  though  wing'd  with  sigfai, 

My  moments  flew  along. 
While  looking  on  those  smiling  eyes. 

And  listening  to  thy  magic  song ! 
But  vanish'd  now,  like  summer  dreams, 

Those  moments  smile  no  more ; 
For  me  that  eye  no  longer  beams, 

That  song  for  me  is  o'en 
Mine  the  cold  brow. 
That  speajcs  thy  alter*d  vow, 
While  others  feel  thy  sunshine  now. 

Oh,  could  I  change  my  love  like  thee, 

One  hope  might  yet  be  mine- 
Some  other  eyes  as  bright  to  see. 

And  hear  a  voice  as  sweet  as  thine  • 
But  never,  never  can  this  heart 

Be  waked  to  life  again ; 
With  thee  it  lost  its  vital  ^>art. 

And  withered  then ! 
Cold  its  pulse  lies, 
And  mute  are  ev'n  its  sighs, 
All  other  grief  it  now  defies. 


I  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

If,  after  all,  you  still  will  doubt  and  fear  me. 
And  tliiuk  this  heart  to  other  loves  will  stray, 

If  I  must  swear,  then,  lovely  doubter,  hear  me ; 
By  ev'ry  dream  I  have  when  thou'rt  away, 

By  ev'ry  throb  I  feel  when  thou  art  near  me, 
I  love  but  thee — I  love  but  thee  ! 

By  those  dark  eyes,  where  light  is  ever  playing. 
Where   Love,   in   depth    of   shadow,   holds  liis 
tlirone. 
And  by   those  lips,   which   give  whatever  thou*rt 
saying. 
Or  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own, 
A  music  far  beyond  all  minstreKs  playing, 
I  love  but  tliee — I  love  but  thee  ! 


By  that  fair  brow,  where  Innocence  reposes. 
As  pure  as  moonlight  sleeping  upon  snow. 

And  by  that  cheek,  whose  fleeting  blusli  disci 
A  hue  too  bright  to  bless  this  world  below, 

And  only  fit  to  dwell  on  Eden's  roses, 
I  love  but  thee — I  love  but  thee ! 
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LET  JOY  ALONE  BE  REMEMBER'D  NOW. 

Let  thy  joys  alone  be  remember'd  now, 

Let  thy  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile  ; 
Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile 
For  thus  to  meet,  aud  thus  to  find, 

That  Time,  whose  touch  can  chill 
Each  flower  of  form,  each  grace  of  mind, 

Hath  left  thee  blooming  still, — 
Oh,  joy  alone  should  be  thought  of  now, 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile  ; 
Or,  should  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile 

When  the  flowers  of  life's  sweet  garden  fade, 

If  but  one  bright  leaf  remain. 
Of  the  many  that  once  its  glory  made, 

It  is  not  for  us  to  complain. 
But  thus  to  meet  and  thus  to  wake 

In  all  Love's  early  bliss  ; 
Oh,  Time  all  other  gills  may  take, 

So  he  but  leaves  us  this  ! 
Then  let  joy  alone  be  remember'd  now, 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile  ; 
Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow. 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile ! 


LOVE  THEE,  DEAREST  ?  LOVE  THEE  7 

Love  thee,  dearest  7  love  thee  7 

Yes,  by  yonder  itar  1  sweat. 
Which  through  tears  above  thee 

Shines  so  sadly  fair ; 
Though  often  dim, 
With  tears,  like  him. 
Like  him  my  truth  will  shine. 

And — love  thee,  dearest  7  love  thee  7 
Yes,  till  death  I'm  thine. 

Leave  thee,  dearest  7  leave  thee  7 

No,  that  star  is  not  more  true  ; 
When  my  vows  deceive  thee. 

He  will  wander  too. 
A  cloud  of  night 
May  veil  his  light, 
Aud  death  shall  darken  mine — 

But — leave  thee,  dearest  7  leave  thee  7 
No,  till  death  I*m  thine. 


MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

I  GIVE  thee  all — I  can  no  mor^— 

Though  poor  the  oflTring  be ; 
My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  store 

That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 
A  lute  whose  gentle  song  reveals 

The  soul  of  love  full  well ; 
And,  better  far,  a  heart  that  feels 

Much  more  than  lute  could  teU. 

Though  love  and  song  may  fail,  alus  \ 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away. 
At  least  'twill  make  them  lighter  pass 

Or  gild  them  if  they  stay. 
.4xd  ev'n  if  Care,  at  moments,  flings 

A  discord  o'er  lili  •  happy  strain, 
Let  love  but  gently  touch  the  strings, 

'Twill  all  be  sweet  again  ! 


PEACE,  PEACE  TO  HIM  THAT'S  GOB 

When  I  am  dead 

Then  lay  my  head 
In  some  lone,  distant  dell. 

Where  voices  ne'er 

Shall  stir  the  air, 
Or  break  its  silent  spelL 

If  any  sound 

Be  heard  around, 
Jiet  the  sweet  bird  alone. 

That  weeps  in  song 

Sing  all  night  long, 
**  Peace,  peace,  to  him  tliat's  gone !" 

Yet,  oh,  were  mine 

One  sigh  of  thine. 
One  pitying  word  from  thee, 

Like  gleams  of  hebv*n. 

To  sinners  giv'n. 
Would  be  that  word  to  me. 

Ilowe'er  unbless'd. 
My  shade  would  rest 
While  list'ning  to  that  tone  ^ 
Enough  'twould  be 
To  hear  from  thee. 
Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone !" 
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ROSE  OF  THE  DESERT. 

^  the  Desert !  thou,  whose  blushing  ray, 
and  lovely,  fleets  unseen  away ; 
d  to  cull  thee,  none  to  woo  thy  sigh, — 
il  silence  left  to  live  and  die, — 
the  Desert !  thus  should  woman  be, 
:  uncourtcd,  lone  and  safe,  like  thoe. 

'  the  Garden,  how  unlike  thy  doom ! 
d  for  otherR,  not  thyself,  to  bloom  ; 
;re  thy  beauty  lives  through  half  its  day ; 
eut  cherisird,  and  then  cast  away  ; 
the  Garden  I  such  is  wonian*s  lot, — 
:>p*d,  wliile  blooming — when  she  fades,  for- 
got 


TIS  ALL  FOR  THEE. 

e  for  me  hath  joy  or  light, 
Tis  all  from  thee, 

ho'jghis  by  day,  my  dreams  by  niglit 
Axe  but  of  thee,  of  only  thee. 
te*er  of  hope  or  peace  I  know, 
:est  in  joy,  my  balm  in  wo, 
lose  dear  eyes  of  thine  I  owe, 
'Tis  all  from  thee. 

leart,  ev*n  ere  I  saw  those  eyes. 
Seemed  ooonrd  to  thee ; 

pure  till  then  from  other  ties, 
Twas  all  for  thee,  Ibr  only  thee. 

plants  that  sleep,  till  sunny  May 

forth  their  life,  my  spirit  lay, 
touched  by  Lovers  awak'uine  ray. 
It  lived  for  thee,  it  lived  for  thee. 

n  Fame  would  call  me  to  her  heights, 

She  speaks  by  thee ; 

dim  would  shine  her  proudest  lights. 

Unshared  by  thee,  unshared  by  thee. 

ne'er  I  seek  the  Muse's  shrine, 

re  Bards  have  hung  their  wreaths  divine, 

wish  those  wreaths  of  glory  mine, 

Tis  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  OLDEN  TIME.* 

There's  a  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Falling  sad  o*er  the  ear. 
Like  the  dream  of  some  village  chime. 

Which  in  youth  we  loved  to  hear. 
And  ev*n  amidst  t!ie  grand  and  gay, 

When  Music  tries  her  gentlest  art, 
I  never  hear  so  sweet  a  lay. 

Or  one  that  hangs  so  round  my  heart, 
As  that  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Falling  sad  o*er  the  ear. 
Like  the  dream  of  some  village  chime, 

Which  in  youth  we  loved  to  hear. 

And  when  all  of  this  life  is  gone, — 

Ev'n  the  hope,  Iing*ring  now, 
Like  the  last  of  the  leaves  left  on 

Autunm*s  sere  and  faded  bough, — 
'Twill  seem  as  still  those  friends  were  near, 

Who  loved  me  in  yodth*8  early  day. 
If  in  that  parting  hour  I  hear 

The  same  sweet  notes,  and  die  away,— 
To  that  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Breathed,  like  Hope's  farewell  strain. 
To  say,  in  some  brighter  clime, 

Lde  and  youth  Will  shine  again ! 


WAKE  THEE,  MY  DEAlt 

Wake  thee,  my  dear — thy  dreaming 
Till  darker  hours  will  keep ; 

While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 
'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'u  to  sleep. 

Moments  there  are  we  number. 

Moments  of  pain  and  care. 
Which  to  oblivious  slumber 

Gladly  the  wretch  would  spare. 
But  now — who*d  think  of  dreaming 

When  Love  his  watch  should  keep  7 
While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'n  to  sleep. 

If  e'er  the  Fates  should  sever 

My  life  and  hopes  from  thee,  love. 

The  sleep  that  lasts  forever 

Would  then  be  sweet  to  me  'ove  ; 


>  In  thti  M>ng,  which  Is  nno  of  the  many  set  to  mistc  by 
myself,  the  occasional  lawlessness  or  the  ntetre  arises.  1 
ne«d  hardly  say,  flrom  the  pecatiar  ttractare  of  the  air. 
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Bat  now, — away  with  dreaming ! 

Till  darker  hours  'twill  keep ; 
While  each  a  moon  is  beaming, 

'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'n  to  sleep. 


THE  BOY  OF  THE  ALPS.* 

LiGHTLT,  Alpine  rover, 

Tread  the  mountains  over ; 

Rude  is  the  path  thou'st  yet  to  go ; 

Snow  cli£Es  hanging  o'er  thee, 

Pieids  of  ice  before  thee, 
While  the  hid  torrent  moans  below 
Hark,  the  deep  thunder. 
Through  the  vales  yonder  I 
'Ti»  the  huge  av*lanche  downward 

From  rock  to  rock 

Rebounds  the  diock. 
But  courage,  boy !  the  danger's  past 

Onward,  youthful  rover. 

Tread  the  glacier  over, 
Safe  shalt  thou  reach  thy  home  r.t  last 
Ou,  ere  light  foraake  thee, 
Soon  will  dusk  overtake  thee: 
O'er  yon  ice>bridge  lies  thy  way ! 

Now,  for  the  risk  prepare  thee  ; 

Safe  it  yet  may  bear  thee, 
Tliough  'twill  melt  in  morning's  ray. 

Hark,  that  dread  howling ! 

'Tis  the  wolf  prowling, — 

Scent  of  thy  track  the  foe  hath  got ; 

And  cliff  and  shore 

Resound  his  roar. 
But  courage,  boy, — the  danger's  past ! 

Watching  eyes  have  found  thee. 

Loving  arms  are  round  thee. 
Safe  hast  thou  reach'd  thy  father's  cot 


FOR  THEE  ALONE. 

For  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless  deep. 

Tliose  eyes  my  light  through  ev'ry  distant  sea ; 
My  waking  thoughts,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep. 

The  noontide  rev'ry,  all  are  giv'n  to  tliee. 
To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 

>  llils  and  the  Songs  that  follow,  (as  far  as  page  360,) 
hare  been  published,  with  music,  by  Messrs.  Addison  and 
Beale,  Regent  Street. 


Though  future  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  eye 
Fair  forms  of  light  that  crowd  the  distant  air, 

When  nearer  view'd,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly. 
The  crowds  dissolve,  and  thou  alone  art  then^ 
Thou,  thou  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I  speed  from  shore  to  shore, 
While  Hope's  sweet  voice  is  heard  in  every  Ui 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  yean  are  o*fl 
One  bright  reward  sliall  crown  my  toil  at  hot, 
Tliy  smile  alone,  thy  smile  aione. 

Oh,  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hour 

All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  bright, 
Wealth's  radiant  mmes,  the  lofty  thrones  of  p0 
er,— 
Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover's  choice  irai 
light? 

On  thee  alone,  on  thee  alona. 


HER  LAST  WORDS.  AT  FARTINa 

Her  last  words,  at  parting,  how  eon  I  forget? 
Deep  treasured  through  life,  in  my  heart  th 
shall  stay; 
Like  music,  whose  charm  in  the  soul  lingers  yet. 
When  its  sounds  from  the  ear  have  long  mtll 
away. 
Let  Fortune  assail  me,  her  threat'nings  are  vain; 
Those  still-breathing  words   shall   my  talisn 
be, — 
"  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pais, 
"There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beatil 
for  thee." 

From  the  desert's  sweet  well  tho*  the  pOgrirn  n 
hie. 
Never  more  of  that  fresh-springing  fountiii 
taste. 
He  hath  still  of  its  bright  drops  a  treasured  soppl] 
Whose  sweetness  lends  life  to  his  lips  through 
waste. 
So,  dark  as  my  fate  is  still  doom'd  to  remain. 
These  words  shall   my  well  in  the  wilden 
be, — 
"  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain, 
"  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beali 
for  thee." 
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LETS  TAKE  THIS  WORLD  AS  SOME 
WIDE  SCENE 

Lrr's  toke  this  world  as  some  wide  scene, 

Thiou^  which,  in  frail,  but  baoyant  boat, 
With  skies  now  dark  and  now  serene, 

Together  thou  and  I  must  float ; 
Beholding  oft,  on  either  shore. 

Bright  spots  where  we  should  love  to  stay ; 
But  Tmie  plies  swiil  his  flying  oar, 

And  away  we  spe^d,  away,  away. 

Should  chilling  winds  and  rains  come  on, 

We*U  raise  our  awning  'gainst  the  show'r ; 
Sit  closer  till  the  storm  is  gone. 

And,  smiling,  wait  a  stmnier  hour. 
And  if  that  sunnier  hour  should  shine, 

We*II  know  its  brightness  cannot  stay. 
But  happy,  while  *tis  thine  and  mine, 

Comi>lain  not  when  it  fades  away. 

So  shall  we  reach  at.  last  that  Fall 

Down  which  life's  currents  all  must  go, — 
The  dark,  the  brilliant,  destined  all 

To  sink  into  the  void  below. 
Nor  er'n  that  hour  shall  want  its  charms. 

If,  side  by  ade,  still  fond  we  keep, 
And  calmly,  in  each  other's  arms 

Together  Unk'd,  go  down  the  steep. 


Bright  as  wnen,  by  Ptyche  kiss'd. 
They  trembled  through  and  through. 

Flowers  spring  beneath  his  feet ; 
Angel  forms  beside  him  run  ; 

While  unuumber'd  lips  repeat 
"  Love's  victory  is  won !" 

Ilail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love,  &o. 


LOVE'S  VICTORY. 

Swo  to  Love — for,  oh,  'twas  he 

Who  won  the  glorious  day  ; 
Strew  the  wreaths  of  victory 

Ak»ng  the  couqu'ror's  way. 
Yoke  the  Muses  to  his  car. 

Lei  them  sing  each  trophy  won  ; 
While  his  mother's  joyous  star 

Shall  light  the  triumph  on. 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love, 

Lei  spirits  sing  around ; 
Wh'de  the  hill,  the  dale,  and  grove, 

With  "  migl  ty  Lo/e"  reeojnd ; 
Or,  shonlii  a  sigh  of  sorrow  steal 

Amid  the  sounds  thus  echo*d  o'er, 
*Twill  but  teach  tho  god  to  feel 

His  victories  the  more. 

See  his  wings,  like  amethyst 
Of  sunny  Ind  their  hue ; 


SONG  OF  HERCULES  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER. 

"  TvE  been,  oh,  sweet  daughter, 

"  To  fountain  and  sea, 
«  To  seek  in  their  water 

"  Some  bright  gem  for  thee. 
"  Where  diamonds  were  sleeping, 

<*  Their  sparkle  I  sought, 
"  Where  crystal  was  weeping, 

<*  Its  tears  1  have  caught 

"  The  sea-nymph  I've  courted 

«  In  rich  coral  halls ; 
«*  With  Naiads  have  sported 

"  By  bright  waterfalls. 
"  But  sportive  or  tender, 

"  StiU  sought  I,  around, 
"  That  gem,  with  whose  splendor 

«*  Thou  yet  shalt  be  crown'd- 

"  And  see,  while  I'm  speaking, 

"  Yon  soft  light  afar ; — 
«*  The  peari  I've  been  seeking 

«  There  floats  like  a  star ! 
"  In  the  deep  Indian  Ocean 

*<  I  see  the  gem  shine. 

And  quick  as  light's  motion 

<*  Its  wealth  shall  be  thine." 


4( 


Then  eastward,  like  lightning. 

The  hero-god  flew. 
His  sunny  looks  bright'ning 

The  air  he  went  Uirough 
And  sweet  was  the  duty. 

And  hallow'd  the  hour. 
Which  saw  thus  young  Beauty 

Embeilisli'd  by  Power 


1  Founded  on  the  fable  reported  by  Arrian,  (in  .ndtclt,)  ef 
Hercules  having  tenrched  the  Indinn  (>cenn.  to  find  the  pearl 
with  which  be  adorned  his  daughter  Pandca. 
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THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  how  sadly  sweet 

The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  ef  home. 
Steals  o*er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet. 

When  far  o'er  sea  or  land  we  roam  7 
Smiiight  more  soft  may  o*er  us  fall, 

To  greener  shores  our  bark  may  come ; 
But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all, 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  youth  when  far 

His  light  bark  bounds  o*er  ocean's  foam, 
^Vhat  charms  him  most,  when  ev'ning's  star 

Smiles  o'er  the  wave  7  to  dream  of  home. 
Fond  thoughts  of  absent  friends  and  loves 

At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come ; 
His  heart's  best  joy  where'er  he  roves. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 


THEY  TELL  ME  THOU'RT  THE 
FAVOR'D  GUEST.* 

TiiEY  tell  me  thou'rt  the  favor'd  guest 
Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 

No  wit  tfke  thine  to  wake  the  jest. 
No  voice  like  thine  to  breathe  the  song ; 

And  none  could  gueis,  so  gay  thou  art, 

That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 

Alas !  alas !  how  difTrcnt  flows 
With  thee  and  me  the  time  away ! 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad — heav'n  know»^ 
Still  if  thou  canst,  be  light  and  gay ; 

I  only  know,  that  without  thee 

The  sun  himself  is  dark  to  me. 

Do  I  thus  haste  to  hall  and  bower 
Among  the  proud  and  gay  to  shine  7 

Or  deck  my  hair  with  gem  and  flower. 
To  flatter  other  eyes  than  thine  ? 

Ah,  no,  with  me  love's  smileH  are  past, 

Thou  hadst  the  fint,  thou  hmLit  the  last 


THE  YOUNG  INDL\N  MAID. 

TiiERB  came  a  n^-mph  dancing 
Gracefully,  gracefully. 


Her  eye  a  light  glancing 

Like  the  blue  sea ; 
And  while  all  this  gladness 

Around  her  steps  hung, 
Such  sweet  notes  of  sadness 
Her  gentle  lips  sung, 
That  ne'er  while  I  live  from  my  mcm'ry  shall  in 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  tliat  young  Indian  maid 

Her  zone  of  beDs  ringing 

Cheeii  y,  cheerily, 
Chimed  to  her  singing 

Light  echoes  of  glee  ; 
But  in  vain  did  she  borrow 
Of  mirth  the  gay  tone. 
Her  voice  spoke  of  sorrow. 
And  sorrow  alone. 
Nor  e'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem*ry  shall  fade 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  youug  Indian  roaiA 


THE  HOMEWARD  MARCH. 

Be  still,  my  heart :  I  hear  them  come : 
Those  sounds  announce  my  lover  near: 

The  march  that  brings  our  warriori  home 
Proclaims  he'll  soon  be  here. 

Hark,  the  distant  tread,- 

O'er  the  mountain's  head, 
Wliilo  hills  and  dales  repeat  the  sound  ; 

And  the  forest  deer 

Stand  still  to  hear. 
As  those  echoing  steps  ring  round. 

Be  still,  my  heart,  I  hear  them  come. 
Those  souuds  that  speak  my  soldier  near ; 

Those  joyous  steps  seem  w»ng'd  for  home,— > 
Rest,  rest,  he'll  soon  be  here. 

But  hark,  more  faint  the  footsteps  grow, 
And  now  they  wind  to  distant  glades ; 

Not  here  their  home, — alas,  they  go 
To  gladden  happier  maids ! 

Like  sounds  in  a  dream. 

The  footste|is  seem, 
As  down  the  hills  they  die  away ; 

And  the  march,  whose  song 

So  peai'd  along, 
No  Mr  fades  like  a  funeral  lay. 


•  Part  iC  a  tmnslatlon  of  8oni>    I^tin  v«rset,  supposed  to     during  hU  alMcnce  at  the  pray  court  of  Leo  the  Tenth.   T 

have  bei*3  addressed  by  Uippolyta  Taurella  to  her  hasbaad,     verMs  uiay  be  found  In  the  Appendii  to  Rnscoe*!  Wollu 

* 
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past,  *ti8  o*er^— hush,  heart,  thy  pain ! 
id  though  not  here,  dan,  they  come, 
ice  for  thoce,  to  whom  that  strain 
iafrg  BOOS  end  loven  home. 

O 


WAKE  UP,  SWEET  MELODY 

Wxre  up,  sweet  melody ! 

^ow  is  the  hour 
W  hen  young  and  loving  hearts 
Feel  most  thy  pow*r. 
note*  of  music,  by  muonlight*s  soft  ray — 
tb  worth  thousands  heard  coldly  by  day. 
Then  wake  up,  sweet  melody ! 

Now  is  the  hour 
When  young  and  loving  hearts 
F*»W  most  thy  pow'r. 

Ask  the  fond  nightingale, 

When  his  sweet  flow'r 
Loves  most  to  hear  his  song, 

In  her  green  bow*r  7 
lie  will  tell  thee,  through  summer-nights  long, 
lest  she  lends  her  whole  soul  to  his  song. 
Then  wake  up,  sweet  melody ! 

Now  is  the  hour 
When  young  and  loving  hearts 

Feel  most  tliy  pow'r. 


CALM  BE  THY  SLEEP. 

iiji  be  thy  e^eep  as  infants*  slumbers ! 
Pure  as  angel  tlionghts  thy  dreams ! 
ay  eT*ry  joy  this  bright  world  numbers 
Shed  o*er  thee  their  mingled  beams ! 
r  if,  where  Pleasure's  wing  hath  glided, 
There  ever  must  some  pang  remain, 
ill  be  thy  lot  with  me  divided, — 
Thine  all  the  bliss,  and  mine  tlie  pain ! 

ay  and  night  my  thoughts  shall  hover 
Round  thy  eie\is  where'er  they  stray ; 
B,  ev*u  when  clouds  his  idol  cover, 
Fondly  the  Persian  trucks  its  ray. 
this  be  wrong,  if  lieuv'n  offended 
Dy  wofBlup  to  its  creature  be, 
hen  let  my  vows  to  both  be  blended, 
Half  breathed  to  lleav'n  and  half  to  thaa. 


THE  EXILE. 

Nionr  waneth  fast,  the  morning  star 

Saddens  with  light  the  glimm*ring  sea* 
Whose  waves  shall  soon  to  realms  afur 

Waft  mo  from  hope,  from  love,  and  thee. 
Coldly  the  beam  from  yonder  sky 

Looks  o*er  the  waves  that  onward  stray ; 
But  colder  still  the  stranger's  eye 

To  him  whose  home  is  fur  away. 

Oh,  not  at  hour  so  chill  and  bleak, 

Let  thoughts  of  me  come  o'er  thy  breast ; 
But  of  the  lost  one  think  and  speak, 

When  summer  suns  sink  calm  to  rest 
So,  as  I  wander.  Fancy's  dream 

Shall  bring  me  o'er  the  sunset  seas, 
Thy  look,  in  ev'ry  melting  beam, 

Thy  whisper,  in  each  dyin^  breeze. 


niE  FANCY  FAIR. 

Come,  maids  and  youths,  for  here  we  sell 
All  wondrous  things  of  earth  and  air ; 

Whatever  wild  romancers  tell, 
Or  poets  sing,  or  lovers  swear, 
You'll  find  at  tliis  our  Fancy  Fair. 

Here  eyes  are  made  like  stara  to  shine. 
And  kept,  for  years,  in  such  repair, 

That  ev'n  when  tuni'd  of  thirty-nine. 
They'll  hardly  look  the  worse  for  wear, 
If  bought  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

We've  lots  of  tears  for  bards  to  show'r. 
And  hearts  that  such  ill  usage  bear, 

That,  though  they're  broken  ev'ry  hour. 
They'll  still  in  rhyme  fresh  breaking  bear. 
If  purchased  at  our  Fancy  Fair. 

As  fashions  change  in  ev'ry  thing, 
We've  goods  to  suit  each  season's  air, 

Eternal  friendships  for  the  spring, 
And  endless  loves  for  summer  wear,— 
All  sold  at  til  is  our  Fancy  Fair. 

We've  reputations  white  as  snow 

That  long  will  last,  if  used  with  care. 

Nay,  safe  through  all  life's  joumry  go. 
If  pack'd  and  mark'd  as  **  brittle  ware,"— 
Just  purchased  at  tlie  Fancy  Fair. 
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IF  THOU  WOIT-DST  HAVE  ME  SING 
AND  PLAY. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  me  nng  and  play, 

Afl  once  I  play'd  and  Bung» 
Pint  take  this  time-worn  lute  away, 

And  bring  one  freshly  strung. 
Call  back  the  time  when  pleasure's  sigh 

First  breathed  among  the  strings ; 
And  Time  himself,  in  flitting  by. 

Made  music  with  his  wings. 

But  how  is  this?  though  new  the  lute, 

And  shining  fresh  the  chords, 
Beneath  this  hand  they  slumber  mute. 

Or  speak  but  dreamy  words.  * 
In  vain  I  seek  the  soul  that  dwelt 

Within  that  once  sweet  shell. 
Which  told  so  warmly  what  it  felt. 

And  felt  what  naught  could  tell. 

Oh,  ask  not  then  for  passion's  lay, 

From  lyre  so  coldly  strung ; 
With  this  I  ne'er  can  sing  or  play. 

As  once  I  play*d  and  sung. 
No,  bring  that  long-loved  lute  again,— 

Though  chiird  by  years  it  be, 
If  thou  wilt  call  the  slumbering  strain, 

'Twill  wake  again  for  thee. 

Though  time  have  froz'n  the  tuneful  stream 

Of  thoughts  that  gush'd  along, 
One  look  from  thee,  like  sunmier*8  beam. 

Will  thaw  them  into  song. 
Then  give,  oh  give,  that  wak'ning  ray, 

And  once  more  blithe  and  young. 
Thy  bard  again  will  sing  and  pla^ 

As  once  he  play'd  and  sung. 


STILL  WHEN  DAYLIGHT. 

Still  when  daylight  o'er  the  wave 
Bright  and  sott  its  farewell  gave, 
I  used  to  hear,  while  light  was  falling, 
0*er  the  wave  a  sweet  voice  calling, 
Mournfully  at  distance  calling. 

Ah  !  once  how  blest  that  maid  would  come. 
To  meet  her  sea-boy  hast'ning  home  ; 
And  through  the  night  those  sounds  repeating, 
Hail  his  bark  with  joyous  greeting. 
Joyously  bis  light  bark  greeting 


But,  one  sad  night,  when  winds  were  hif^h 
Nor  earth,  nor  heaven,  could  hear  her  eiy, 
She  saw  his  boat  come  tossing  over 
Midnight's  wave, — but  not  her  lover! 
No,  never  more  her  lover. 

And  still  that  sad  dream  loath  to  leave. 
She  comes  with  waud'ring  mind  at  eve. 
And  ofl  we  hear,  when  night  is  falling, 
Famt  her  voice  through  twilight  calling. 
Mournfully  at  twilight  calling. 


THE  SUMMER  WEBS 

The  summer  webs  that  float  and  Ukjxe, 

The  summer  dews  that  fall. 
Though  light  they  bo,  this  heart  of  mine 

Is  lighter  still  than  all 
It  tells  me  every  cloud  is  past 

Which  lately  seem'd  to  low'r ; 
That  Hope  hath  wed  young  Joy  at  laul. 

And  now's  their  nuptial  hour ! 

With  light  thus  round,  witliin,  above. 

With  naught  to  wake  one  sigh, 
Except  the  wish,  that  all  we  love 

Were  at  this  moment  nigh, — 
It  seems  as  if  life's  brilliant  sun 

Had  stopp'd  in  full  car«*er. 
To  make  this  hour  its  brightest  one, 

And  rest  hi  radiance  here. 


MIND  NOT  THOUGH  DAYLIGHT. 

MiN'D  not  though  daylight  around  us  is  breakSo 
Who'd  think  now  of  sleeping  when  mom's  bal 

wakmg  7 
Sound  the  merry  viol,  and,  daylight  or  not. 
Be  all  for  one  hour  in  the  gay  dance  forgot 

See  young  Aurora,  up  heaven's  hiD  advancingi 
Though    fresh    from  her  pillow,   er^n  she   t 

dancing: 
While  thus  all  creation,  earth,  heaven,  and  m 
Are  dancing  around  us,  oh,  why  should  ocC  wc 
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Whol)  ny  that  moments  we  lue  thus  are  wasted  7 
Such  sweet  drops  of  time  only  flow  to  be  tasted  ; 
While  hearts  are  high  b«ating,  and  harps  full  m 

tune, 
Tlie  fault  is  all  mommg^s  for  coming  so  soon 


THEY  MET  BUT  ONCE 

Tner  met  but  once,  in  youth's  sweet  hour, 

And  never  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  pow*r 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 
They've  seen  the  suns  of  other  skies, 

On  other  shores  have  sought  delight ; 
But  never  more,  to  bless  their  eyes, 

Can  come  a  dream  so  bright ! 
They  met  but  once, — a  day  was  all 

Of  Love's  young  hopes  they  kuew ; 
And  still  their  hearts  that  day  recall, 

As  fresh  as  then  it  flew. 

Sweet  dream  of  youth !  oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  the.* 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 
For,  Youth,  the  spell  was  only  thine  ; 

From  thee  alone  th'  enchantment  flows, 
That  makes  the  worid  around  thee  shine 

With  light  thyself  bestows. 
They  met  but  once^— oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  to  smooth  and  smiling  then, 

Or  see  what  it  is  now 


WITH  MOONLIGHT  BEAMING 

With  moonlight  beaming 

Thus  o'er  the  deep. 
Who'd  linger  dreaming 

In  idle  sleep  7 
Leave  joyless  souls  to  live  by  day,«> 
Our  life  begins  with  yonder  ray ; 
And  while  thus  brightJy 

The  moments  flee. 
Our  barks  skim  lightly 

The  shining  sea. 

To  halls  of  splendor 

Let  great  ones  hie ; 
Thnmgb  light  more  tender 

Our  pathways  lie. 


While  round,  from  banks  of  brook  or  lake, 
Our  company  blithe  echoes  make  ; 
And,  as  we  lend  'em 

Sweet  word  or  strain. 
Still  back  they  send  'em, 

More  sweet,  again. 


CHILD'S  SONG.    FROM  A  MASQUE. 

I  UAVB  a  4t.rden  of  my  own. 

Shining  with  flow'rs  of  ev'ry  hue ; 
I  loved  it  dcariy  while  alone. 

But  I  shall  love  it  niore  with  you : 
And  there  the  golden  bees  shall  come, 

In  summer-time  at  breajL  :''  mom, 
And  wake  us  with  their  busy  :  am 

Around  the  Siha's  fragrant  thorn. 

I  have  a  fawn  from  Aden's  land, 

On  leafy  buds  and  berries  nursed  ; 
And  you  shall  feed  him  from  yuur  hand. 

Though  he  may  start  with  fear  at  first 
And  I  will  lead  you  where  he  lies 

For  shelter  in  the  noontide  heat ; 
And  you  may  toucli  his  sleeping  eyes, 

And  feel  his  little  silv'ry  feet 


'niE  HALCYON  HANGS  O'ER  OCEAN. 

Thb  halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean. 
The  sea-lark  skims  tlie  brine  ; 

This  bright  worid's  all  in  motion. 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mine. 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  places, 
With  heart  all  cold  the  while ; 

To  look  in  smiling  faces. 
When  we  no  more  can  smile  ; 

To  feel,  while  earth  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss. 

To  thee  no  light  is  given, — 
Oh,  what  a  docm  is  this ! 


THE  WORLD  WAS  IIUSII'D. 

The  world  was  hush'd,  the  moon  above 
Sail'd  through  ether  slowly, 
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When,  near  the  comment  of  my  loTe, 

Thu8  I  whieper'd  lowly,— 
■*  Awake,  awuko,  how  canst  thou  deep  Y 

"  The  field  I  seek  to-morrow 
"  Is  one  where  man  hath  fame  to  reap, 

"  And  woman  gleans  but  sorrow." 

"  Let  battle's  titjld  be  what  it  may," 

Thus  spoke  a  voice  replying, 
"  Think  not  thy  love,  while  thou'rt  away, 

"  Will  here  sit  idly  sighing. 
"  No — womau*s  soul,  if  not  for  fame, 

"  For  love  can  brave  all  danger  I" 
Then  forth  from  out  the  casement  came 

A  plumed  and  armed  stranger. 

A  stranger  ?  No  ;  'twas  she,  the  maid, 

Herself  before  me  beaming. 
With  casque  array'd,  and  falchion  blade 

Beneath  her  girdle  gleaming ! 
CIcKie  side  by  side,  in  freedom's  fight, 

That  blessed  moniing  found  us ; 
In  Vict'ry's  light  we  stood  ere  night, 

And  Love,  the  morrow,  crowu'd  us ! 


THE  TWO  LOVES 

There  are  two  Loves,  the  poet  sings. 

Both  bom  of  Beauty  at  a  birth : 
The  one,  akin  to  heaven,  hath  wings, 

The  other,  eartlily,  walks  on  earth. 
With  this  through  bowers  below  we  play. 

With  that  through  clouds  above  we  soar ; 
With  both,  perchance,  may  lose  our  way : — 
Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  wh'rh  shall  we  adore? 

The  one,  wiion  tempted  down  from  air, 

At  Pleasure's  fount  to  lave  his  lip, 
Nor  lingers  long,  nor  oft  will  dare 

His  wing  within  the  wave  to  dip. 
While,  plunging  deep  and  long  beneath, 

The  oilier  bathes  him  o*er  and  o*cr 

In  that  sweet  current,  ev*n  to  death : — 

Tiien,  tell  me  which, 

Toll  me  which  shall  we  adore  7 

• 

Tire  Uiy  of  heav*n«  even  while  he  lies 
In  Beauty's  lap.  recalls  his  horn*  ; 

And  when  most  happy,  inly  sighs 
For  something  happier  still  to  come. 


Wlitle  he  of  earth,  too  fully  Ueas'd 
With  thu  bright  world  to  dream  of  mant 

Sees  all  his  heav'n  on  Beauty's  breast  :^ 
Then,  tell  me  which. 
Tell  mo  which  sliall  we  adore  7 

The  maid  who  heard  the  poet  sing 

These  twin-desires  of  earth  and  sky. 
And  saw,  while  one  inspired  his  string, 

The  other  glisten'd  in  his  eye, — 
To  name  the  earthlier  boy  ashamed, 

To  choose  the  other  fondly  loath. 
At  length,  all  blushing,  she  exclaim*d,— > 
**  Ask  not  which. 

"  Oh,  ask  not  which — w  oil  worship  bollv 

"  Th'  extremes  of  each  thus  taught  to  shun, 

**  With  hearts  and  souls  between  tliem  giTH 
"  When  weary  of  this  earth  with  one, 

"  We'll  with  the  other  wing  to  heaven." 
Thus  pledged  the  maid  her  vow  of  bliss  ; 

And  while  one  Love  wrote  down  the  oath, 
Tlie  other  seai'd  it  with  a  hiss ; 
And  Heav'n  look*d  on, 

Ueav'n  look'd  on,  and  hallowed  both. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  PUCK  THE  FAIRt 

W^ouLDST  know  what  tricks,  by  the  pale  moonl^ 
Are  play'd  by  me,  the  merry  little  Sprite, 
Who  wing  through  air  from  the  camp  to  the  com 
From  king  to  clown,  and  of  all  make  sport ; 

Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite 

Of  the  merry  midnight, 
Who  laugh  at  weak  mortals,  and  love  the  moi 
light? 

To  a  miser's  bed,  where  he  snoring  slept 
And  dreamt  of  his  cash,  I  slyly  cre|H  ; 
Cliink,  ciiink  o*er  his  pillow  like  money  I  rang, 
And  he  waked  to  catch — but  away  I  ^rang, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  dec 

I  saw  through  the  leaves,  in  a  damsers  bower, 
She  was  waiting  her  love  at  that  stariight  Itoor: 
**  Hist — hist !"  quoth  I,  with  an  amorous  sigli. 
And  she  flew  to  the  door,  but  away  flew  I, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c 

^Vhile  a  bard  sat  inditing  an  ode  to  his  love. 
Like  a  pair  of  blue  meteors  I  stared  from  aboft* 
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d  he  twooii'd — for  he  thought  *twaf  the  gfaoit, 

poor  man ! 
hif  lady's  eyes,  while  away  I  ran, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  4ms. 


BEAUTY  AND  SONG 

Down  in  yon  nimmer  vale, 

Where  the  rill  flows. 
Thus  said  n  Nightingale 

To  his  loved  Rose : — 
*'  Though  rich  the  pleasures 
"  Of  song*s  sweet  measures, 
"  Vain  were  its  melody, 
**  Rose,  without  thee." 

Then  from  the  green  recess 

Of  her  night-bow*r. 
Beaming  with  bashfulness. 

Spoke  the  briglu  flowV  :— 

Though  mom  should  lend  her 

ltd  sunniest  splendor, 
"  What  would  the  Rose  bo, 
"  Unsung  by  thee  ?*' 

Thus  still  let  Song  attend 
Womau*B  bright  way ; 

Thus  Ktill  let  woman  lend 
Light  to  the  lay. 

Like  stars,  through  heaven's  sea. 

Floating  in  harmony, 

Bf'auty  shall  glide  along. 

Circled  by  Song. 


«i 


u 


^\^IEN  THOU  ART  NIGH 

WiiE.'v  thou  art  nigli,  it  seems 

A  new  creation  roimd  ; 
The  sun  hath  fairer  beams, 

The  lute  a  softer  sound. 
Though  thee  aluue  I  see, 

And  hear  alone  tliy  sigh, 
Tie  light,  'tis  song  to  mo, 

*Tis  all — wheu  thoa  art  nigh. 

When  thou  art  nigh,  no  thought 
Of  grief  comes  o*er  my  heart ; 

hi  I  be  Tnwerof  the  Wlndf,  at  Athens,  theve  U  a  conch* 
\it  tetid  in  the  hnndsuf  Borras. — See  StuarCg  Antiquities. 
tt  north  wind.**  snys  H«nNioiU9,  In  speaking  o(  the  IJy* 
inrain-s  "  never  blow*  with  them.** 
:fab  lpM»  »sdc'runi  cardino  Jncent.** — I'onpox.  Mkij^. 


I  only  think— could  aught 
But  joy  be  where  thou  art  7 

Life  seems  a  waste  of  breath, 
Wlieu  far  from  thee  1  sigh ; 

And  death— ay,  even  denlJi 
Were  sweet,  if  thou  wert  nigh. 


SONG  OF  A  HYPERBOREAN 

I  COMB  from  a  land  in  the  sun-bright  deep, 

Where  golden  gardens  grow ; 
Where  the  wind)  of  the  north,  becalmed  in  sleep, 
Their  conch-shells  never  blow  ' 
Haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me, 
Haste^haste ! 

So  near  the  track  of  the  stars  aro  wo,' 

That  oft,  on  night* s  pale  beams. 
The  distant  sounds  of  their  harmony 

Come  to  our  ears,  like  dreams. 

Then,  haste  to  tliat  holy  Isle  with  me,  &c  &A 

Tlie  Moon,  too,  brings  her  world  so  nigh,* 

That  when  the  night-seer  looks 
To  that  shadowless  orb,  in  a  venial  sky. 

He  can  number  its  hills  and  brooks. 

Then,  huKte,  &c.  Slc. 

To  the  Sun-god  all  our  hearts  and  lyres^ 

By  day,  by  night,  belong ; 
And  tlie  breuth  we  draw  from  his  living  fires. 

We  give  him  buck  in  song. 

Tlieu,  haste,  &c.  &c. 

From  us  descends  the  maid  who  briugs 

To  Deius  gifts  divine  ; 
And  our  wild  bees  lend  their  rainbow  wings 
To  glitter  on  Delphi*s  shrine.* 

Then,  ha^le  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me, 
Hai{te-->liasto ! 


THOU  BIDD*ST  ME  SL\G. 

Thou  bidd*st  me  sing  the  lay  I  ^tnig  to  thee 
In  other  da>'s,  ero  joy  had  lelt  tlus  brow ; 

•  "They  can  show  the  ni'tim  very  nenr.'*— Dioooa.  Sictl. 

«  Hecalii'us  telU  us,  thai  ihh  llyperlMtrenn  UlMnd  wns  ded- 
icated to  Apnilo;  and  uimtt  ur  the  Inhabluinu  were  either 
priests  or  tongstters. 

*  PuQsan. 
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But  thiiiky  though  still  unchauged  the  notes  may 
be. 
How  dilTrent   feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them 
now ! 
Tlie  rose  thou  wear*st  to-night  is  still  the  same 

We  saw  this  morning  on  its  stem  so  gay ; 
But,  alt !    that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breath  which 
came 
Like  life  o*er  all  its  leaves,  hath  pam'd  away. 

Since  first  that  music  toucird  thy  heart  and  mine, 

How  many  a  joy  and  pain  o*er  both  have  pass'd, — 
The  joy,  a  ligiit  loo  precious  long  to  shine, 

The  pain,  a  cloud  whose  shadows  always  last 
And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 

Breathe  o*er  our  ear,  'twould  waken  now  a  sigh — 
Ah !  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come^ 

But,  sadder  far,  for  real  bliss  gone  by* 


CUPID  ARMED 

Placr  the  helm  on  thy  brow, 
In  thy  hand  take  the  spear ; 
Thou  art  armM,  Cupid,  now, 
Ami  thy  battle-hour  Is  near. 
March  ou  .  march  on  !  thy  shaft  ?.tv1  b^yr 

Were  weak  against  such  charms  ; 
March  on  !  march  on  !  so  proud  «  foe 
Scorns  all  but  martial  arms. 

See  the  darts  in  her  eyes, 

Tipp'd  with  scorn,  how  they  shine ! 
EvVy  shufl,  as  if  f^ies. 

Mocking  proudly  at  thine. 
March  on<!  march  on  !  thy  feather'd  dartf 

Soft  bottoms  soon  might  move ; 
But  nuler  anns  to  ruder  hearts 
Must  teach  what  His  to  love. 
Place  the  helm  fin  thy  brow ; 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear,^- 
Thon  art  ann*d,  Cupid,  now. 

And  tliy  buitlo-hour  is  near. 


ROUND  THE  WORLD  GOES 

RoirsM)  the  world  goes,  by  day  and  night, 
While  with  it  altio  round  go  we; 

And  in  the  flight  of  one  day's  light 
An  image  of  all  life's  course  we 


Round,  round,  while  tlius  we  go  roand. 

The  best  thing  a  man  can  do. 
Is  to  make  it,  at  least,  a  ffierry-gD-romid, 

By — sending  the  wine  round  too. 

Our  first  gay  stage  of  life  is  when 

Youth,  in  its  dawn,  salutes  the  eye- 
Season  of  blias !  Oh,  who  wouldn't  then 

Wish  to  cry,  "  Stop !"  to  earth  and  sky  ? 
But,  round,  round,  both  boy  and  girl 

Are  whisk'd  through  that  sky  of  blue ; 
And  much  would  their  hearts  enjoy  the  whirl, 

If — their  heads  didn't  whirl  round  too. 

Next,  we  enjoy  our  glorious  noon. 

Thinking  all  life  a  life  of  light ; 
But  shadows  come  on,  'tis  evening  soon. 

And,  ere  we  can  say,  "  How  short f — *\Mvi^ 
Round,  round,  still  all  goea  round, 

Ev'n  while  I'm  thus  singing  to  yoa ; 
And  the  best  way  to  make  it  a  fn«fTy-gD-rooii 

Is  to— chorus  my  song  round  toow 


on,  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  AND 

BLEST. 

Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest^ 

For  still  there  comes  a  fear. 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight, 

A  shadow  near  each  ray, 
That  warns  us  then  to  fear  tlieir  flight. 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 
Then  look  not  thou  so  hriglit  and  blefat, 

For  ah  !  there  comes  a  fear, 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  m  then  most  near. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

The  soonest  fleet  and  die  7 — 
That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings 

They're  then  but  spread  to  fly ! 
And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay — 

The  bliss  no  more  ap|iears ; 
An  rainbows  tak<9  their  liglit  away, 

A  nd  leave  us  b*it  Uie  tears ! 
Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest, 

For  ah  !  there  comes  a  fear. 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  jew 


BALLADS,  SONGS,  ETC. 


365 


THE  MUSICAL  BOX. 

ooK  here,**  said  Rose,  with  laaghin^  9fWi 

'  Within  this  box*  by  magio  hid, 

.  tuneful  Sprite  imprison'd  lies, 
Wiio  sings  to  me  whenever  he's  bid 

'hough  roving  once  his  voice  and  wing, 
He*U  now  lie  still  the  whole  day  long ; 

'ill  thus  I  touch  the  magic  spring- 
Then  haik,  how  sweet  and  blithe  his  song !" 

{A  symphony.) 

h.  Rose,**  I  cried,  "  the  poet*s  lay 

Must  ne*er  ev*n  Beauty's  slave  become  ; 
hrougli  earth  and  air  his  song  may  stray, 

If  all  the  while  his  heart's  at  home, 
ud  though  in  Freedom's  air  he  dwell. 

Nor  boud  nor  chain  his  spirit  knows, 
ouch  but  the  spring  thou  know'st  so  well. 

And — hark,  how  sweet  the  love-song  flows!" 

{A  tymphony.) 

IS  pleaded  I  for  Freedom's  right ; 

lut  when  young  Beauty  takes  the  field, 

I  wise  men  seek  defence  in  flight, 

*he  doom  of  poets  is  to  yield. 

more  my  heart  th'  enchantress  braves, 

m  now  in  Beauty *s  prison  hid ; 

>  Sprite  and  I  are  fellow -slaves, 

jid  I,  too,  sing  whene'er  I'm  bid. 


N    TO    SAD    MUSIC    SILENT   YOU 
LISTEN. 

to  sad  Muse  silent  you  listen, 
I  tears  on  those  eyelids  tremble  like  dew, 
en  there  dwells  in  tiiose  eyes  as  they  glisten 
veet  holy  charm  that  mirth  never  knew, 
len  some  lively  strain  resounding 
Its  up  the  sunshine  of  joy  on  that  brow, 
the  young  reindeer  o'er  the  hilb  bounding 
I  ne*er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thoiL 

on  the  skies  at  miduight  thou  gazest, 
istre  80  pure  tliy  features  then  wear, 
when   to  some  star  tliat   bright  eye  thou 
misest, 

feel  'tis  thy  home  thou'rt  looking  for  there, 
'hen  the  word  for  tiie  gay  duuce  is  given, 
Hioyaut  thy  spirit,  so  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 
^n  we  exclaim,  **  Ne'er  leave  earth  for  heaven, 
d  linicer  still  here,  to  make  heaven  of  earth." 


TIIE  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 

Fly  swift,  my  light  gazelle. 

To  her  who  now  lies  waking, 
To  hear  thy  silver  boll 

Tlie  midnight  silence  breaking. 
And,  when  tliou  com'st,  with  gladsome  feet. 

Beneath  her  lattice  springinff, 
Ah,  well  she'll  know  how  sweet 

The  words  of  love  thou';t  bringing. 

Vet,  no^not  words,  for  they 

But  half  can  tell  love's  feeling ; 
Sweet  flowers  alone  can  say 

What  passion  fears  revealing. 
A  once-bright  rose's  wither'd  leaf, 

A  tow'ring  lily  broken, — 
Oh  these  may  paint  a  grief 

No  words  could  e'er  have  spoken. 

Not  such,  my  gay  gazelle. 

The  wreath  thou  speedest  over 
Yon  moonlight  dale,  to  tell 

My  lady  how  I  love  her. 
And,  what  to  her  wilt  sweeter  be 

Than  gems,  the  richest,  rarest. 
From  Truth's  immortal  tree' 

One  fadeless  leaf  thou  bearest 


TIIE  DAWN  IS  BREAKING  O'ER  Ua 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  ua, 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue  ! 
We've  day's  long  light  before  us. 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue? 
The  hunt  o'er  hill  and  lea? 
The  sail  o'er  summer  sea  ? 
Oh  let  not  hour  so  sweet 
Unwing'd  by  pleasure  fleet 
The  dawn  is  breaking  o*er  us. 

See,  heaven  hath  canght  its  hue . 
We've  day's  long  light  before  \x\ 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 

But  see,  while  we're  deciding. 

What  morning  sport  to  play, 
Tlie  dial's  hand  is  gliding. 

And  mom  hath  pass'd  away  ! 
Ah,  who'd  have  thought  that  noct 
Would  o'er  us  steal  so  soon, — 
That  mom's  sweet  hour  of  prime 
Would  last  so  short  a  time  7 

>  The  tree,  called  in  the  Easti  Amrita,  (« the  ImaiortaL 


366 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


But  comc»  we've  day  before  us» 

That  light  we  thoucrht  would  last. 

Still  heuv«u  looki)  bright  and  blue ; 

Behold,  ev*n  now,  *tis  past ; 

Quick,  quick,  ere  eve  comes  o*er  us, 

And  all  our  morning  dreams 

What  fe-port  shall  we  pursue? 

Have  vanished  with  its  beams  ! 

But  come !  'twere  vain  to  borrow 

Alas!  why  thus  delaying? 

Sad  lessons  from  this  lay, 

We're  now  at  evening's  hour ; 

For  man  will  be  to-morrow^ 

Its  farewell  beam  is  playing 

Just  what  he's  been  to-day 

O'er  hill  and  wave  and  bower. 

SONGS  FROM  THE  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 


HERE  AT  THY  TOMB.« 

BT   MBLEAGER. 

Hkre,  at  thy  tomb,  these  tears  I  shed. 
Tears,  which  though  vainly  now  they  roll, 

Are  all  love  hath  to  give  the  dead. 
And  wept  o'er  thee  with  all  love's  soul ; — 

Wept  in  remembrance  of  that  light. 

Which  naught  on  earth,  without  thee,  gi^'es, 

Hope  of  my  heart !  now  quench'd  in  nightt 
But  dearer,  dead,  than  aught  that  lives. 

Where  is  she?  where  the  blooming  bough 
That  once  my  life's  sole  lustre  made? 

Tom  off  by  death,  'tis  with'ring  now, 
And  all  its  flow'rs  in  dust  ore  laid. 

Oh  earth !  that  to  thy  matron  breast 
Hast  taken  all  those  angel  charms, 

Gently,  I  pray  thee,  let  her  rest,— 
Gently,  as  in  a  moUier's  anna. 


SALE  OF  CUPID* 

BY  MELBAGER. 

Who'll  buy  a  little  boy  ?    Look,  yonder  Is  he, 
Fast  asleep,  sly  rogue,  on  his  mother's  knee ; 

1        liaxpva  aot  Kat  vepOt  6ta  xfiovoft  UXioSutpa. 

A  Ik  BamcK. 
*        TlutXetoddif  Kai  ftarpos  it*  tv  KoXaotct  K*Stviui». 

A|».  Bauscs.  AnaUct.  zcv. 


So  bold  a  yonng  imp  'tisn't  safe  to  keep. 

So  ril  part  with  him  aow,  while  he's  sound  ade 

See  his  arch  little  nose,  how  sharp  *tis  corl'd, 

His  wings,  too,  ev'n  in  sleep  nnfuri'd  ; 

And  those  fingers,  which  still  ever  ready  are  fix 

For  muth  or  for  mischief,  to  tidde,  or  wound. 

He'll  try  with  his  tears  your  heart  to  beguile. 
But  never  you  mind — ^he's  laughing  all  the  whB 
For  little  he  cares,  so  he  has  his  own  whim, 
And  weeping  or  laughing  are  all  one  to  him. 
His  eye  is  as  keen  as  the  lightning's  flash, 
His  tongue  like  the  red  bolt  quick  and  rash  ; 
And  80  savage  is  he,  that  his  own  dear  mother 
Is  scarce  more  safe  in  his  hands  than  another. 

In  short,  to  sum  up  this  darling's  praise. 
He's  a  downright  pest  in  all  sorts  of  ways ; 
And  if  any  one  wants  such  an  imp  to  employ, 
He  shall  have  a  dead  baigain  of  this  little  boy. 
But  see,  tlie  boy  wakes — his  bright  tears  flow— 
His  eyes  seem  to  ask  could  I  sejl  him  7  oh  no. 
Sweet  child,  no,  no— though  so  naughty  you  be 
You  shall  live  evermore  with  my  Le«bia  and  m 


TO  WEAVE  A  GARLAND  FOR  THE  RO 

BY  PAUL,  THE    SILENTIART. 

To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose. 
And  think  thus  crown'd  'twould  lovelier  be 

Ap.  BaciKX. 
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far  less  vain  than  to  rappoae 
t  silks  and  geins  add  grace  to  thee 
is  the  pearl  whoee  orient  lustre 
lid  not,  beside  thee,  look  lesb  tuight? 
gold  could  match  the  glossy  cluster 
hose  young  ringlets  full  of  light  7 

from  the  land,  where  fresh  it  gleams, 
bright  blue  gem  of  India*s  mine, 
'0  how  soon,  though  bright  its  beams, 
ill  pale  before  one  glance  of  thine : 
lips,  too,  when  their  sounds  have  blessM  js 
1  some  divine,  mellifluous  air, 
irould  not  say  that  Beauty*s  cestus 
let  loose  all  its  witch'ries  there  V 

to  this  conquering  host  of  charms 
w  give  up  my  spell  •bound  heart, 
ush  to  yield  ev'n  Reason's  anns, 
?u  thou  her  bright-eyed  conqu*ror  art 
o  the  wind  all  fears  are  given ; 
ce.forth  those  eyes  alone  1  see, 
Hope,  as  in  her  owu  blue  heaven, 
beckoning  me  to  bliss  and  thee ! 


'  DOES  SHE  SO  LONG  DELAY  ?• 

BY  PAUL,  THE  BILENTIART. 

'irr  does  she  so  long  delay? 
ight  is  waning  fast  awuy  ; 
hrice  have  I  my  lamp  renew'd, 
•^utching  here  in  solitude, 
''here  can  slje  so  long  delay  7 
Where,  80  lon^  delay  7 

ainly  now  have  two  lamps  shone ; 
•e,  the  third  is  nearly  gone :' 
h  *hat  Love  would,  like  the  ray 
f  that  weary  lump,  decay  ! 
ut  no,  alas,  it  burns  still  on. 
Still,  still,  burns  on. 

ods,  how  oft  the  traitress  dear 
wore,  by  Venus,  she*d  be  here ! 
ut  to  one  so  false  as  she 
/hat  is  man  or  deity  7 
either  doth  this  proud  one  fear, — 
No,  neither  doth  slie  fear. 

—  rat  i  f0iyifvpTO(  iKCtvri 
\fi  kpi$onri,  teerof  tfv  lla^ini 
AjfOwtt  MiX*ofaprt(. 

Ap.  Rrdnck.  xxvUL 


TWIN'ST  THOU  WITH  LOFTY  \VREATH 

THY  BROW  7* 

BY  PAUL,  THE  SILENTIARY. 

TwDc'vr  thou  with  lody  wreath  thy  brow  7 
Such  glory  tlieu  thy  beauty  sheds. 

I  aInKMt  think,  while  awed  I  bow, 
'Tis  Rhea*s  self  before  me  treads. 

Be  what  thou  wilt, — tliis  heart 

Adores  whate*er  thou  art ! 

Dost  thou  thy  Ioosen*d  ringlets  leave, 
Like  sunny  waves  to  wander  free  7 

Then,  such  a  chain  of  charms  they  weave, 
As  draws  my  inmost  soul  from  me. 

Do  what  thou  wilt, — I  must 

Be  charm*d  by  all  thou  dost ! 

Ev'n  when,  enwrapp'd  in  silvery  veils,* 
.  Those  sunny  locks  elude  the  sight,^ 
Oh,  not  ev*n  then  their  glory  fails 

To  haunt  me  with  its  unseen  light 
Change  as  thy  beauty  may, 
It  charms  in  every  way. 

For,  thee  the  Graces  still  attend, 

Presiding  o*er  each  new  attire. 
And  lending  ev*ry  dart  they  send 

Some  new,  peculiar  touch  of  fire. 
Be  what  thou  wilt, — this  heart 
Adores  whate*er  thou  art ! 


\VUEN  THE  SAD  WORD.* 

BY  PAUL,  THE  BILENTIARV. 

When  the  sad  word,  **  Adieu,'*  from  my  lip  is  nigh 
falling, 

And  with  it,  Hope  passes  away. 
Ere  tlie  tongue  hath  half  breathed  it,  my  fond  heart 
recalling 

That  fatal  farewell,  bids  me  stay. 
For  oh  !  'tis  a  penance  so  weary 

One  hour  from  thy  presence  to  be, 
That  death  to  this  soul  were  less  dreary, 

Less  dark  than  long  absence  from  tliee. 

<  ExKpynpa\ot  v^iyyowt  rtriv  rpixa ; 

A  p.  Brukck.  zxzIv. 
■         Afyim^tt  o6o¥^vt  garfjopa  B'tvrpvxa  €sv$nt. 
•  Zco^co  91  /ttXXnnf  tvewitw. 

Ap.  BaoiicB.  xxslz. 
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Thy  beauty,  like  Day,  o*er  the  dull  world  breaking, 

Brings  life  to  the  heart  It  shines  o*er, 
And,  in  mine,  a  new  feeling  of  happiness  waking 

Made  light  what  was  darkness  before. 
But  mute  is  the  Day's  sunny  glory, 

While  thine  hath  a  voice,'  on  whose  breath, 
More  sweet  than  the  S}Ten*s  sweet  story,* 

My  liopes  hang,  through  Hfe  and  through  death ! 


MY  MOPSA  IS  LITTLE.* 

BT  PUILODEMU8. 

Mt  Mopsa  is  little,  my  Mopsa  is  brown, 

But  her  cheek  is  as  smooth  as  the  peach's  soft  down, 

And,  for  blushing,  no  rose  can  come  near  her ; 
In  short,  she  has  woven  such  nets  round  my  heart, 
That  I  ne'er  from  my  dear  little  Mopsa  can  parti — 

Unless  I  can  fmd  one  that's  dearer. 

Her  voice  hath  a  music  that  dwells  on  the  ear, 
And  her  eye  from  its  orb  gives  a  daylight  so  clear, 

That  Tm  dazzled  whenever  I  meet  her ; 
Her  ringlets,  so  curly,  are  Cupid's  own  net, 
And  her  lips,  oh  their  sweetness  I  ne'er  shall  for- 
get— 

Till  I  light  upon  lips  that  are  sweeter. ' 

But  'tis  not  her  beauty  that  charms  me  alone, 
'Tis  her  mind,  'tis  that  language  whose  eloquent 
tone 

From  the  depths  of  the  grave  could  revive  one : 
In  short,  here  I  swear,  that  if  death  were  her  doom, 
I  would  instauly  join  my  dead  love  in  the  tomb— 

Unless  I  could  meet  with  a  live  one. 


STILL,  LIKE  DEW   IN   SILENCE  FALL- 
ING.* 

BT  MCLEAGER. 

Still,  like  dew  in  silence  falling. 
Drops  for  tliee  the  nigiitly  tear  ; 

Still  that  voice  the  past  recalling. 
Dwells,  like  echo,  on  my  oar, 
StUl,  still ! 

>  llftart  yap  cto  ftyyof  hfiottov.  aWa  ro  ntp  vov 

AfBoyyov. 

*  Zo  ^  (/IOC  rat  ro  \a\rifta  ^cpctf 

KcivOf  ro  l^ctptivbtv  yXvKvepiortpov. 

>  MfJTicf}  cat  pcKavtvca  ^iXiyviov. 

Ap.  BavMCK.  z. 


Day  and  night  the  spell  hangs  o'er  me, 

Here  forever  fix'd  thou  art ; 
As  thy  form  first  shone  before  me. 

So  'tis  graven  on  this  heart. 
Deep,  deep ! 

L^ve,  oh  Love,  whose  bitter  sweetness. 
Dooms  me  to  this  lasting  pcun, 

Thou  who  cam*st  with  so  much  fleetness. 
Why  so  slow  to  go  again  T 
Why?  why? 


UP,  SAILOR  BOY,  'TIS  DAY. 

Up,  sailor  boy,  'tis  day  ! 

The  west  wind  blowing, 

The  spring  tide  flowing, 
Summon  thee  hence  away. 
Didst  thou  not  hear  yon  soaring  swallow  suig  ? 
Clitrp,  chirp, — in  every  note  he  seem'd  to  say 
'Tis  Spring,  'tis  Spring. 
Up,  boy,  away, — 
Wiio'd  stay  on  land  to-day  7 

The  very  flowers 

Would  from  their  bowers 
Delight  to  wing  away  ! 

Leave  languid  youtlis  to  pine 

On  silken  pillows, 

But  bo  the  billows 
Of  the  great  deep  thine. 

Hurk,  to  the  sail  the  breeze  mngs,  *<  Let  vmftff 
While  soft  the  sail,  replying  to  the  breeze. 
Says,  witi)  a  yielding  sigh, 
"  Yes,  where  you  please." 
Up,  boy  !  the  wind,  the  ray, 

The  blue  sky  o*er  thee. 

The  deep  before  thee. 
All  cry  aloud,  **  Away !" 


IN  MYRTLE  WREATHS. 

BT  ALCJEU8. 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  sword  I'll  cover. 
Like  them  of  old  whose  one  immortal  blow 

Struck  viT  the  galling  fetters  that  hung  over 
Their  own  bright  land,  and  laid  her  t}Tant  low. 

*  Aut  poi  Svysi  pt¥  sp  oMurir  ix^f  Epruro^. 

Ap.  BacHCK.  lUL 

*  Q  wravoi,  iiti  gat  vor*  ifmratrBw  ficr,  B^^trtft 
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»ved  Harmodiusy  thou*rt  undying; 
niid:>t  the  brave  and  free, 
if  o*er  ocean  lying, 
home  shall  ever  be. 

rtle  leaves  my  iword  shall  hide  its  lightning, 
1  his,  the  youth,  whose  ever-glorious  blade 

LeapM  forth  like  flame,  the  midnight  banquet  bright- 
'ning. 

And  in  the  dust  a  despot  victim  laid. 
Blest  youths,  how  bright  in  Freedom's  story 

Your  wedded  names  shall  be ; 
A  tyrant's  death  your  glory. 

Your  meed,  a  naUon  free ! 

UNPUBLISHED  SONGS, 
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ASK  NOT  IF  STIIX  I  LOVE. 

5K  not  if  still  I  love. 
Too  plain  these  eyes  have  told  tliee ; 
oo  well  their  tears  must  prove 
How  near  and  dear  I  hold  thee. 
,  where  the  brigtitest  shine, 
o  see  no  fcvm  but  thine, 
o  fed  that  earth  can  show 
Xo  bliss  above  thee,— > 
tliis  be  love,  then  know 
That  thwv,  that  thus,  I  love  thee. 

^is  not  in  pleasure's  idle  hour 
hat  thou  canst  know  affection's  pow'r: 
o,  try  its  strength  in  grief  or  pain  ; 
Attempt,  as  now,  its  bonds  to  sever. 
honMt  find  true  love's  a  chain 
That  binds  forever ! 


DEAR?    YES. 

EAR?  yes,  though  mine  no  more, 
£v*n  this  but  makes  thee  dearer ; 
nd  love,  since  hope  is  o'er, 
But  draws  thee  nearer. 

iaD:re  &9  thou  wiit  to  me, 
[le  same  thy  charm  must  be ; 
ew  loves  may  come  to  weave 
Their  witdi'ry  o'er  hee. 


Hi 


Tet  still,  though  false,  believe 
I'hat  I  adore  thee,  yes,  still  ado^e  thee. 

Think'st  thou  that  aught  but  death  could  end 

A  tie  not  falsehood's  self  can  rend  ? 

No,  when  alone,  far  off  I  die. 

No  more  to  see,  no  more  caress  thee, 

Ev'n  then,  my  life's  last  sigh 

Shall  be  to  bless  thee,  yes,  still  to  bless  thee. 


UNBIND  THEE,  LOVE 

Unbind  thee,  love,  unbind  thee,  love. 

From  those  dark  ties  unbind  thee ; 
Though  fairest  hand  the  chaiu  hath  wove. 

Too  long  its  links  have  twined  thee. 
Away  from  eartli  I — thy  wings  were  made 

In  yon  mid-sky  to  hover. 
With  earth  beneath  their  dove-like  sliade. 

And  heav'u  all  radiant  over. 

Awake  thee,  boy,  awake  thee,  boy. 

Too  long  thy  soul  is  sleeping ; 
And  thou  may'st  from  this  minute's  joy 

Wake  to  eternal  weeping. 
Oh,  think,  this  world  is  not  for  thee  ; 

Though  hard  its  links  to  sever ; 
Tliough  sweet  and  bright  and  dear  they  be» 

Break,  or  thou'rt  lost  forever. 
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THERE'S  SOMETHING  STRANGE. 
(A  Buffo  Song.) 

There's  something  strange,  I  know  not  what. 

Come  o'er  me, 
Some  phantom  I've  forever  got 

Before  me. 
I  look  on  high,  and  in  the  sky 

'Tis  shining ; 
On  earthy  its  light  with  all  things  bright 

Seems  twining 
In  vain  I  try  this  goblin's  spells 

To  sever ; 
Go  where  I  will,  it  roupd  me  dwells 

Forever. 

And  tlien  what  tricks  by  day  and  night 

It  plays  me ; 
In  ev'ry  shape  the  wicked  sprite 

Waylays  me. 
Sometimes  like  two  bright  eyes  of  blue 

'Tis  glancing ; 
Sometimes  like  feet,  in  blippera  neat* 

Comes  dancing. 
By  whispers  round  of  every  sort 

I'm  tauntf'd. 
Nevo'  vas  mortal  man,  in  itiM, 

So  haunted. 


NOT  FROM  THEE. 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come. 

No,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  not  what,  or  wlience,  my  doom. 

So  not  from  thee ! 
Cold  triumph  !  first  to  make 

This  heart  Uiy  own ; 
And  then  the  mirror  break 
Where  iix'd  thou  shin'st  alone. 
Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come, 

Oh,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  nut  what,  or  whence,  my  doom. 

So  not  from  thee. 

Yet  no — my  lips  that  wish  recall ; 

From  thee,  from  the©^ 
If  ruin  o*cr  this  head  must  fall, 

'Twill  welcome  be. 
Here  to  the  blade  I  bare 

This  faithful  heart ; 


Wound  deep— thouMt  find  that  there, 

In  every  pulse  thou  art 
Yes,  from  thee  1*11  bear  it  all : 

If  ruin  be 
The  doom  that  o*er  this  heart  must  fidl, 

'Twere  sweet  from  thee 


GUESS,  GUESS 

I  LOVE  a  maid,  a  mvstic  maid, 

Whose  foi.j  no  eves  but  mine  can 
She  comes  in  light,  «he  comes  in  eliade. 

And  beautiful  in  both  b  she 
Her  shape  in  dreams  I  oft  behold, 

And  oft  she  whispers  in  my  ear 
Such  words  as  when  to  others  told. 

Awake  the  sigh,  or  wring  the  tear  ;— 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 

I  find  the  lustre  of  her  brow. 

Come  o'er  me  in  my  darkest  ways ; 
And  feel  as  if  her  voice,  ev'n  now, 

Were  echoing  far  off  my  lays. 
There  is  no  scene  of  joy  or  wo 

But  she  doth  gild  with  influence  bright ; 
And  shed  o'er  all  so  rich  a  glow. 

As  makes  ev'n  tears  seem  full  of  tight: 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 


WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RULED. 

When  Love,  who  ruled  as  Admiral  o*er 
His  rosy  mother's  islee  of  light. 

Was  cruising  off  the  Paphian  sliore, 
A  sail  at  sunset  hove  in  sight. 

"  A  chase,  a  chase !  my  Cupids  all,** 

Said  Love,  tlie  little  Admirad. 

Aloft  the  winged  sailon  spnmg. 

And,  swarming  up  the  mast  like  bees. 

The  snow-white  sails  expanding  flung. 
Like  broad  magnolias  to  the  breeze. 

**  Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  my  Cupids  all  !*• 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

The  chase  was  o*er — the  bark  was  cangtity 
The  winged  crew  her  freight  explored ; 
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And  foand  Hwas  jobC  as  Love  had  thonghty 

For  all  was  contraband  aboard. 
^  A  prize,  a  prize,  my  Cupids  all !" 
8akl  Love,  the  little  Admiral 


Safe  8tow*d  in  many  a  package  there, 
And  labeird  slyly  o*er,  as  •<  Glass,** 

Were  lots  of  all  th'  illegal  ware, 
Love*B  Custom*HouBe  forbids  to  pass. 

**  0*erhaul,  o*erhaul,  my  Cupids  all,** 

Said  Love,,  the  little  Admiral. 

False  curls  they  found,  of  every  hue. 
With  rosy  blushes  ready  made ; 

And  teeth  of  ivory,  good  as  new. 
For  veterans  in  tlie  smiling  trade. 

"  Ho  ho,  ho  ho,  my  Cupids  all,** 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral 

Mock  siglis,  too, — kept  in  bags  for  use, 
like  breezes  bought  of  Lapland  seers, — 

Lay  ready  here  to  be  let  loose, 
When  wanted,  in  young  spinsters*  ears. 

"  Ha  ha,  ha  ha,  my  Cupids  all,*' 

Said  Love,  the  liitle  Admiral. 

False  papers  next  on  board  were  found, 
Sham  invoices  of  flames  and  darts, 

Firofcasedly  for  Paphos  bound. 

But  meant  for  Hymen's  golden  marts. 

"  For  shame,  for  shame,  my  Cupids  all  !* 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Nay,  still  to  every  fraud  awake, 

Those  pirates  all  Lovers  signals  knew 

And  hoisted  ofl  his  flag,  to  make 
Rich  wards  and  heiresses  bring-to} 

"  A  foe,  a  foe,  my  Cupids  all  V* 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

• 

••  This  must  not  be,*'  the  boy  exclaimb, 
"  In  vain  I  rule  the  Faphian  seas, 

**  If  Love*s  and  Beauty's  sovereign  names 
"  Are  lent  to  cover  frauds  like  these. 

*•  Prepare,  prepare,  my  Cupids  all  !** 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Each  Cupid  rtood  with  lighted  match^ 
A  broadside  struck  the  smuggling  foe, 

And  swept  the  whole  unhallow'd  batch 
Of  falsehood  to  tho  depths  below. 

**  Huzza,  huzza  !  my  Cupids  all  !** 

Smid  l.yi,  the  little  Admiral. 


•  *Ta  Ba-jra-To,  to  check  the  coutm  of  a  ihip.**— A/- 


STILL  THOU  FUEST. 

Sntx  thou  fliest,  and  still  I  woo  tbee> 

Lovely  phantom,-Hill  in  vain  ; 
Restless  ever,  my  thoughts  pursue  thee, 

Fleeting  ever,  tliou  mock'st  their  pain. 
Such  doom,  of  old,  that  youth  betided. 

Who  woo*d,  he  thought,  some  angel*s  charms. 
But  found  a  cloud  that  from  him  glided,^ 

As  thou  dost  from  these  outstretched  arms. 

Scarce  I've  said,  "  How  fair  thou  shinest,*' 

Ere  thy  light  hath  vanish'd  by ; 
And  'tis  when  thou  look'st  divinest 

Thou  art  still  more  sure  to  fly. 
Ev'n  as  the  lightning,  that,  dividing 

Tho  clouds  of  night,  saith,  "  Look  on  me,** 
Then  flits  again,  its  splendor  hiding,— 

Ev'n  such  the  glimpse  I  catch  of  thee. 


THEN  FIRST  FROM  LOVE. 

Then  first  from  Love,  in  Nature's  bow'n, 

Did  Painting  learn  her  fairy  skill. 
And  cull  tho  hues  of  loveliest  flow'rs, 

To  picture  woman  lovelier  still. 
For  vain  was  every  radiant  hue. 

Till  Passion  lent  a  soul  to  art. 
And  taught  the  painter,  ere  he  drew, 

To  fix  the  model  in  his  heart 

Thus  smooth  hb  toil  awhile  went  on, 

Till,  lo,  one  touch  his  art  defies ; 
The  brow,  the  lip,  the  blushes  shone, 

But  who  could  dure  to  paint  those  eyes  T 
'Twas  all  in  vain  the  painter  strove  ; 

So  turning  to  that  boy  divine, 
''  Here  take,"  he  said,  **  the  pencil.  Love, 

**  No  band  should  pamt  such  eyes,  but  thine." 


HUSH,  SWEET  LUTE. 

Husir,  sweet  Luie,  thy  songs  remind  mo 
Of  past  joys,  now  tum*d  to  pain  ; 

Of  tic«  that  long  have  ceased  to  bind  me, 
But  whose  burning  marks  remain. 

In  each  tone,  some  echo  falleth 
On  my  ear  of  joys  gone  by  ; 
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Ev'ry  note  some  dream  recalleth 
Of  bright  hopes  but  born  to  die. 

Yet,  sweet  Lute,  though  pain  it  bring  me, 

Once  more  let  thy  numbers  thrill ; 
Though  death  were  in  the  strain  they  mng  me, 

I  roust  woo  its  anguish  still. 
Since  no  time  can  e*er  recover 

Love*s  sweet  light  when  once  *tis  set,^ 
Better  to  weep  such  pleasures  over. 

Than  smile  o*er  any  left  us  yet 


of 


BRIGHT  MOON. 

Bright  moon,  that  high  in  heav*n  art  shining, 

All  smiles,  as  if  within  thy  bower  to-night 
Thy  own  Endymion  lay  reclining. 

And  thou  wouldst  wake   him   with   a  kiss 
light  !— 
By  all  the  bliss  thy  beam  discovers. 

By  all  those  visions  far  too  bright  for  day. 
Which  dreaming  bards  and  waking  lovers 

Behold,  this  night,  beneath  thy  iiug'ring  ray, — 


I  pray  thee,  queen  of  that  bright  heaven. 

Quench  not  to-night  thy  love-lamp  in  the  sea, 
Till  Anthe,  in  this  bow*r,  hath  given 

Beneath  thy  beam,  her  long-vow'd  kiss  to  me. 
Guide  hither,  guide  her  steps  benighted. 

Ere  thou,  sweet  moon,  thy  bashful  crescent  hide  ; 
Let  Love  but  in  this  bow*r  be  lighted. 

Then  shroud  in  darkness  all  the  world  beside. 


LONG  YEARS  HAVE  PASSED. 

Long  years  have  pass*d,  old  friend,  since  we 

First  met  iu  life's  young  day  ; 
And  friends  long  loved  by  thee  and  me. 

Since  then  have  dropp'd  away  ; — 
But  enough  remain  to  cheer  us  on, 

And  sweeten,  when  thus  we're  met, 
The  glass  we  fill  to  the  many  gone, 

And  the  few  '"ho're  left,  us  yet 

Our  locks,  old  friend,  now  thinly  grow. 
And  some  hang  white  and  chill ; 

While  some,  like  flow'rs  *mid  Autumn's  snow. 
Retain  youth's  color  still. 

And  so,  in  our  hearts,  though  one  by  one. 
Youth's  sunny  hopes  have  sot. 


Thank  heav'n,  not  all  their  light  is  goDe,< 
We've  some  to  cheer  us  yet 

Then  here's  to  thee,  old  irieod,  and  long 

May  thnu  and  I  thus  meet. 
To  brighten  still  with  wine  and  song 

This  short  life,  ere  it  fleet 
And  still  as  death  comes  stealing  on, 

Let's  never,  old  friend,  forget, 
Ev'n  while  we  sigh  o'er  blessuigs  gonei 

How  many  are  left  us  yot 


DREAMING  FOREVER 

Dreaming  forever,  vainly  dreaming, 

Life  to  the  last  pursues  its  flight ; 
Day  hath  its  visions  fairly  beaming. 

But  false  as  those  of  night 
The  one  illusion,  the  other  real, 

But  both  the  same  brief  dreams  at  last ; 
And  when  we  grasp  the  bUas  ideal. 

Soon  as  it  shines,  'tis  past 

Here,  then,  by  this  dim  lake  reposing. 

Calmly  I'll  watch,  while  light  and  glooa 
Flit  o'er  its  face  till  night  is  closing — 

Emblem  of  life's  short  doom  ! 
But  though,  by  turns,  thus  dark  and  shining 

'Tis  still  unlike  man's  changeful  day, 
Whose  light  returns  not,  once  declining, 

Whose  cloud,  once  come,  will  stay 


THOUGH  LIGHTLY  SOUNDS  THE  8 

I  SING. 

A  Song  op  the  Aim 

Though  lightly  sounds  the  song  I  sing  to  thei^ 
Though  like  the  lark's  its  soaring  music  be, 
Thou'lt  find  ev'n  here  some  mournful  note  thil 
How  near  such  April  joy  to  weeping  dwells. 
'TLs  'mong  the  gayest  scenes  that  oft*xicit  steil 
Those  sadd'ning  thoughts  we  fear,  yet  lov«  to  J 
And  music  never  half  so  sweet  appears. 
As  when  her  mirth  forgets  itself  in  tears. 

Then  say  not  thou  this  Alpine  eong  is  gmy-* 
It  comes  from  hearts  that,  like  Uieir  mountui' 
Mijr  ioy  with  pain,  and  oft.  when  pleasure*!  hn 
Most  warms  the  surface,  feel  most  sad  beneati 
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try  beam  iu  wliich  the  snow-wreath  wean 
rest  smile  is  that  which  wins  its  tears,^ 
issiou*s  powV  can  never  lend  the  glow 
wakens  bliss  without  some  touch  of  wo 


THE  RUSSIAN  LOVER. 

LBETLT  o*er  tlie  mooulifrht  snows 
Speed  we  to  my  lady*s  bow'r ; 
nrlA  our  sledge  as  lightning  goes, 
Nor  shall  stop  till  morning's  hour, 
right,  my  steed,  the  northern  star 
Lights  us  from  yon  jewelKd  skies ; 
ut,  to  greet  us,  brighter  far, 
Mom  shall  bring  my  lady's  area. 


Lovers,  luU'd  in  sunny  bow'rs. 

Sleeping  out  their  dream  of  time, 
Know  not  half  the  bliss  that's  oun. 

In  this  snowy,  icy  clime. 
Like  yon  star  that  livelier  gleams 

From  the  fro!(ty  heavens  around, 
Love  himself  the  keener  beams 

When  with  snows  of  coyness  crowu'd. 

Fleet  then  on,  my  merry  steed. 

Bound,  my  sledge,  o'er  hill  and  dale ;— > 
What  can  match  a  lover's  qwed  7 

See,  'tis  devlight,  breaking  pale  ! 
Brightly  hath  Uie  northern  stcur 

lit  us  from  yon  radiant  skies ; 
But,  behold,  how  brighter  far 

Yonder  shine  my  lady's  eyes ! 
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lie  eleventh  year  of  the  reign  of  Aurungzebe, 
a.  King  of  the  Lesser  Bucharia,  a  lineal  de* 
nt  from  the  Great  Zingis,  having  abdicated  the 
in  favor  of  his  son,  set  out  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
rine  of  the  Prophet ;  and,  passing  into  India 
h  the  delightful  valley  of  Cashmere,  rested 
iiort  time  at  Delhi  on  his  way.  He  was  en- 
pd  by  Aurungzebe  in  a  style  of  magnificent 
Jity,  worthy  alike  of  the  visiter  and  the  host, 

•«e  pnrtlcnlan  nf  the  visit  of  the  King  of  Buchnria  to 
Bi>be  are  fuaad  In  Dow'$  History  of  Hindottan^  vol. 

ip  cheek. 

!  Hilslievi  of  Mfjdoan,  npon  whoM  story  »o  many 

ses  la  all  the  Ungoaces  of  tbo  East  are  founded. 


and  was  afterwards  escorted  with  the  same  splen- 
dor to  Surat,  where  he  embarked  for  Arabia.' 
During  the  stay  of  the  Royal  Pilgrim  at  Delhi,  a 
marriage  was  agreed  upon  between  the  Prince,  his 
son,  and  the  youngest  daughter  of  the  Emperor, 
Lalla  Rookh  ;* — a  Princess  described  by  the  poets 
of  her  time  as  more  beautiful  than  Leila,*  Shirine,^ 
Dewild^,*  or  any  of  those  heroines  whose  names 
and  loves  embellish  the  songs  of  Persia  and  Hin- 
dostan.  It  was  intended  that  the  nuptials  should 
be  celebrated  at  Cashmere ;  where  the  young 
King,  as  soon  as  the  cares  of  empire  would  pennit, 
was  to  meet,  for  tlie  first  time,  his  lovely  bridof 

*  For  the  loves  of  this  cplebmted  beanty  with  Khnnnn 
and  with  Ferhad,  ice  D'HerMot,  OiUon,  OritnUl  CoUec 
lions^  Ice. 

*  "The  history  of  the  lovet  of  DewildA  and  Chlzer,  the 
ton  of  the  Emperor  Alia.  Is  written  In  aa  elegant  poem,  by 
the  nebie  Chnsero.**— fVn>Ata. 
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and,  ailter  a  few  montlw'  repose  in  that  enchant- 
ing valley,  conduct  her  over  the  snowy  hilb  into 
Bucharia. 

The  day  of  Lalla  RooKirs  departure  from  Delhi 
was  as  splendid  as  sunshine  and  pageantry  could 
make  it  The  bazaars  and  baths  were  all  covered 
with  the  richest  tapestry ;  hundreds  of  gilded  barges 
upon  the  Jumna  floated  with  their  banners  shining 
in  the  water ;  while  through  tlie  streets  groups  of 
beautiful  children  went  strewing  the  most  delicious 
flowers  around,  as  in  that  Persian  festival  called  the 
Scattering  of  the  Roses  ;'  till  every  part  of  the  city 
was  as  fragrant  as  if  a  caravan  of  musk  from 
Khoten  had  passed  through  it  The  Princess,  having 
taken  leave  of  her  kind  father,  who  at  parting  hung 
a  cornelian  of  Yemen  round  her  neck,  on  which  was 
inscribed  a  vense  from  the  Koran,  and  having  sent  a 
considerable  present  to  the  Fakirs,  who  kept  up  the 
Perpetual  Lamp  in  her  sister^s  tomb,  meekly  ascended 
the  palankeen  prepared  for  her  ;  and,  while  Aurung- 
zebe  stood  to  take  a  last  look  from  his  balcony,  the 
procession  moved  slowly  on  the  road  to  Lahore. 

Seldom  had  the  Eastern  world  seen  a  cavalcade 
so  superb.  From  the  gardens  in  the  suburbs  to  the 
Imperial  palace,  it  was  one  unbroken  line  of  splen- 
dor. The  gallant  appearance  of  the  Rajahs  and 
Mogul  lords,  distinguished  by  those  insignia  of  the 
Emperor's  favor,'  the  feathers  of  the  egret  of  Cash- 
mere in  their  turbans,  and  the  small  silver-rimmed 
kettle-drums  at  the  bows  of  their  saddles ; — the  costly 
armor  of  their  cavaliers,  who  vied,  on  this  occasion, 
with  the  guards  of  the  great  Keder  Khan,'  in  the 


1  Gal  Reaxee. 

s  "  One  ninrk  of  honor  or  knighthood  bestowed  by  the 
iilinpcror  is  the  permission  to  wear  a  Niiall  kettle-drum  at 
the  bows  or  their  saddles,  which  at  first  was  Invented  for 
the  training  of  hawks,  and  to  call  them  to  the  lure«  and  is 
worn  in  the  field  by  ali  sportsmen  to  that  end.**— /Vyer'^ 
Travels 

*' Those  on  whom  the  King  has  conferred  the  privilege 
mnst  wear  an  ornament  of  jewels  on  the  right  side  of 
the  tarban«  surmounted  by  a  high  plume  of  the  feathers  of 
a  kind  of  egreL  This  bird  Is  found  only  In  Cashmere, 
and  the  feathers  are  carefully  collected  for  the  King,  wlio 
bestows  them  un  his  nobles.** — E^pkinsione'M  Account  of 
Cuubul. 

"  '•  Klirdar  Khan,  the  Khnknn,  or  Kini;of  Turquestan,  be- 
yond iheGihon.  (at  the  end  of  the  eleventh  centurj*,)  when- 
ever he  appeared  abroad  was  preceded  by  seven  hundred 
horsemen  with  silver  battle-axes,  and  was  followed  by  an 
equnl  number  l)eai1ng  mnces  of  gold.  He  was  a  gR>at  p.itron 
of  poetry,  and  it  was  he  who  used  to  preside  nt  public  exer- 
cises of  genlun,  with  four  basins  of  gold  and  silver  by  him  to 

;    ilisiriliuto  among  the  poets  who  excelled.** — Rickardton*a 

I    DiHserUttion  prefixed  to  his  Dictionary. 

I       <  **  The  kulNleb,  a  large  golden  knob,  generally  in  the  shnpe 

-.    of  a  pineapple,  on  the  top  of  the  canopy  over  the  litter  or 
palaoqain.**— &otf  *«  Notes  on  the  Bahardannsh. 


brightness  of  their  silver  battle-axes  and  the 
of  their  maces  of  gold ; — the  glittering  of  tlw  gfll 
apples*  on  the  tops  of  tlio  palankeens  ^—tbi 
broidered  trappings  of  the  elephants,  bearing  oi 
backs  small  turrets,  in  the  shape  of  little  antique 
pies,  within  which  the  Ladies  of  Lalla  Rooa 
as  it  were  enshrined  ; — the  rose-colored  veOs  a 
Princess's  own  sumptuous  litter,*  at  the  (root  of  i 
a  fair  young  female  slave  sat  fanning  her  tb 
the  curtains,  with  feathers  of  the  Argus  phea 
wing;*  —  and  the  lovely  troop  of  Taitariai 
Cashnierian  maids  of  honor,  whom  the  yomif  1 
had  sent  to  accompany  liis  bride,  and  who  id 
each  side  of  the  litter,  upon  small  Arabian  ham 
all  was  brilliant,  tasteful,  and  magniiiceDt, 
pleased  even  the  critical  and  fastidious  Fadui 
Great  Nazir  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Harun, 
was  borne  in  his  palankeen  immediately  aftfl 
Princess,  and  considered  himself  not  the  lent 
portaut  personage  of  the  pageant 

Fadladeen  was  a  judge  of  ever>'  thinj^r- 
the  pencilling  of  a  Circassian's  eyelids  to  the  i 
est  questions  of  science  and  literature ;  froo 
mixture  of  a  Giinserve  of  rose-leaves  to  the  < 
position  of  an  e])ic  poem :  and  such  influenee 
his  opinion  upon  the  various  tastes  of  the 
that  all  the  cooks  and  poets  of  Delhi  stood  ia 
of  him.  His  political  conduct  and  opinion 
founded  upon  that  line  of  Sadi,  —  "  Should 
Prince  at  noonday  say,  It  is  uig!it,  dedar» 
you  behold  the  moon  and  stars." — And  bii 
for  religion,  of  which  Aurungzebo  was  a  ni 
cent  protector,^  was  about  as  disintere:i^ed  ti 


A  In  the  Poem  of  Zohair,  in  the  Moallakat,  there  btl 
lowing  lively  description  of  **a  company  of  maidens  i 
on  camels.** 

*'They  are  mounted  In  carriages  co>'<rrpd  with  cflsd] 
Ings,  and  with  ro»e-colored  veils,  the  linins^i  uf  wbldi 
the  hue  of  crimson  Andem-wood. 

"  When  they  ascend  from  the  bo<ioin  of  the  vale,  ill 
forward  on  the  saddle-cloth,  with  every  mark  of  arutal 
gayety. 

"  Now,  when  they  have  reached  the  brink  of  yoa 
gushing  rivulet,  they  fix  the  poles  of  ihetr  tents  like  thi 
with  a  setUod  mansion.'* 

*  Sec  Bemier*t  description  of  the  attendants  on  Bi 
narn-Begum,  in  her  progress  to  Cashmere. 

^  This  hypocritical  Km peror  would  have  m'^deai 
associate  of  certain  Holy  Leagues. — **  He  held  tbecl 
religion  (says  Dow)  lietween  his  acUona  and  the  valfi 
impiously  thanked  the  Divinity  for  a  success  which  Im 
to  his  own  wickedness.  When  he  was  murdering  ai 
secuting  his  brothers  and  their  families,  he  was  hnU 
ningnificent  mosque  at  Delhi,  as  an  nflS^rlng  to  &i4  i 
assistance  to  him  in  the  civil  wars.  lie  acted  at  hlfk 
at  the  con«ocratlon  of  this  temple:  and  madeapracttn 
tending  divine  ncrvice  there,  in  the  hnnible  drefs  «>f  •  I 
But  when  he  lif\ed  one  hand  to  the  Drrinity,  he,  wl 
other,  signed  warranti  for  the  astaaalnatioo  of  hU  nta 
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smitli  who  fell  in  love  with  the  diamond 
idol  of  Jaghernaut' 

the  first  days  of  their  journey,  Lalla 
o  had  passed  all  her  life  within  the  sha- 
Royal  Gardens  of  Delhi,'  found  enough 
uty  of  the  scenery  through  which  they 
itereet  her  mind,  and  deiiglit  her  imagi- 
d  when  at  evening,  or  in  the  heat  of  the 
umed  offfr^m  tho  high  road  to  those  re- 
:>mantic  places  which  liad  been  selected 
iniprnents, — sometimes  on  the  banks  of  a 
t,  as  clear  as  the  waters  of  the  Lake  of 
letimes  under  the  sacred  shade  of  a  Ban- 
om  which  the  view  opened  upon  a  glade 
h  antelopes ;  and  often  in  those  hidden, 
spots,  described  by  one  from  the  Isles 
*  as  "  places  of  melancholy,  delight,  and 
»re  all  the  company  around  was  wild 
jnd  turtle-doves ;" — she  felt  a  charm 
ncs,  so  lovely  and  so  new  to  her,  which, 
,  made  her  indifferent  to  every  other 
.  But  Lalla  Rookh  was  young,  and 
ove  variety ;  nor  could  the  conversation 
lies  and  the  Great  Chamberlain,  Fad- 
le  only  persons,  of  course,  admitted  to 
a,)  sufficiently  enliven  those  many  va- 
which  were  devoted  neither  to  the  pil- 
e  palankeen.  There  was  a  little  Per- 
trho  sung  sweetly  to  the  Vina,  and  who, 
hen,  lulled  the  Princess  to  sleep  with 
ditties  of  her  country,  about  the  loves 
and  Ezra,*  the  fair-haired  Zal  and  his 


Hindostan,  vol.  \\\.  p.  335.  8eo  also  the  curl- 
\arangzct)e,  given  In  the  Oriental  QUleettinut 

I  at  Jn^hnmat  hu  two  fine  diamonds  for  eyes. 
is  soflered  to  enter  the  Pngoda.  one  having 
he*e  eyes,  being  locked  up  all  night  ftith  the 
rater. 

crlptiun  of  these  royal  Gardens  in  "  An  Account 
It  state  of  Delhi,  by  Lieut.  W.  Franklin.*'— 
xM.,  vol.  iv.  p.  417. 

eighborhood  is  Notte  Oil],  or  the  Lake  of  Pearl, 
es  this  name  from  Its  pellucid  water.** — Ptn- 
(tan. 

ig  encamped  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Lake  of 
led  himself  with  sailing  on  that  clear  and  bean- 
nd  gave  it  the  fanciful  name  of  Motee  Talah, 
Pearls.*  which  it  atiil  retains.*'—  fVUk$*»  South 

as  Roe.  Ambassador  from  James  L  to  Jchan- 

lance  Wemakweazra,  written  in  Persian  verse, 
OS  the  loves  of  VVHmtik  and  Rxra.  two  ceiebra- 
lo  lived  twfore  the  time  of  Mahomet." — JVVt« 
1/  Tale*. 

imr  is  recounted  in  the  Shah-Nom^h  of  Per- 
lere  Is  mnrh  beauty  in  the  passage  which  de- 
Rves  of  Rodahver  sitting  on  the  hank  of  the 


mistress  Rodahver;*  not  forgetting  the  combat  of 
Rustam  with  the  terrible  White  Demon.^  At  other 
times  she  was  amused  by  those  graceful  dancing- 
girls  of  Delhi,  who  had  been  permitted  by  the  Bra- 
mins  of  the  Great  Pagoda  to  attend  her,  much  to 
the  horror  of  the  good  Mussulman  Fadladeem, 
who  could  see  nothing  graceful  or  agreeable  in  idol- 
aters, and  to  whom  the  very  tinkling  of  their  golden 
anklets^  was  an  abomination. 

But  these  and  many  other  diversions  were  re- 
peated till  they  lost  all  their  charm,  and  the  nights 
and  noondays  were  beginning  to  move  heavily,  when, 
at  length,  it  was  recollected  that,  imiong  the  attend- 
ants sent  by  the  bridegroom,  was  a  young  poet  of 
Cashmere,  much  celebrated  through  tit  the  Valley 
for  his  manner  of  reciting  the  Stories  of  ine  East,  on 
whom  his  RoytJ  Master  had  conferred  the  privilege 
of  being  admitted  to  the  pavilk>n  of  the  Princess, 
that  he  might  help  to  beguile  tlie  tedivtiasess  of  the 
journey  by  some  of  his  most  agreeable  reciu.  s.  At 
the  mention  of  a  poet,  Fadladeen  elevated  his 
critical  eyebrows,  and,  having  refreshed  his  faculties 
with  a  dose  of  that  delicious  opium*  which  b  dis- 
tilled from  the  black  poppy  of  the  Thebais,  gave 
orders  for  the  minstrel  to  be  forthwith  introduced 
into  the  presence. 

The  Princess,  who  had  once  in  her  lifo  seen  a 
poet  from  behind  the  screens  of  gau7^  in  her  Fa- 
ther's hall,  and  had  conceived  from  that  specimen  no 
very  favorable  ideas  of  the  Caste,  expected  but  little 
in  this   new   exhibition   to  interest   her ; — she  felt 


river  and  throwing  flowers  into  the  stream,  in  order  to  draw 
the  attention  of  the  young  Hero  who  is  encamped  on  the 
opposite  side. — See  Ckampion^e  translation. 

7  Ruiftam  is  the  Hercules  of  the  Persians.  For  the  partic- 
ulars of  his  victory  over  the  Sepeed  Deeve,  or  White  Demon, 
see  Oriental  Colleetionf^  vol.  ii.  p.  iS.^Neartho  city  of  Shi- 
muz  is  an  immense  quadrangular  monument,  in  commemo- 
ration of  this  rnrobat,  called  the  Kelaat-l-Deev  8epced.  or 
Castle  of  the  White  Giant,  which  Father  Angela,  In  bisGa- 
Eophllacl*un  Persicum,  p.  137,  declares  to  have  been  the 
most  memonible  monument  of  antiquity  which  be  had  seen 
in  Persia. — See  Omsalef^a  Persian  Miscellanies. 

*  *'  The  women  of  the  Idol,  or  dancing-girls  of  the  Pagoda, 
have  little  golden  bells  fastened  to  their  feet,  the  soft  har- 
monious tinkling  of  which  vibrates  In  nnison  with  the  ex- 
quisite melody  of  their  voices.** — JUaurie***  Indian  Anti- 
quities. 

"  The  Arabian  courtesans,  like  the  Indian  women,  have 
little  golden  lielts  tkstened  round  their  legs,  neck,  and  el- 
b<)W!9,  to  the  sound  of  which  they  dance  before  the  King. 
The  Arubinn  princesses  wear  golden  rings  on  their  fingers, 
to  which  little  bells  are  suspended,  as  well  as  In  the  flowing 
tresses  of  their  hnir,  that  their  superior  rank  may  be  known, 
and  they  them^ives  receive  in  passing  the  homage  doe  to 
them.**— See  CalmaCa  Dictionary,  art  Bells. 

•  "  Abou-Tlge.  ville  de  la  Thebalde.  oik  11  crctt  henaconp 
de  pavot  nolr,  dont  te  fait  le  meilleor  opiaoi  **->i>*iifcrMel. 
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inclined,  lionever,  lo  alter  her  opinion  on  llie  Twy 
finl  appi'arjucB  or  Feuhqu.  Ha  wss  n  youlh 
about  Lalla  Roomi'i  own  ngc,  nnd  gnccful  as  that 
iilol  or  Toinrn,  Criithnui' — Buch  lu  lie  appcan  lo  llieir 
yuiiDg  iinagiuutians,  heroic,  beautirut,  brenlliing  nii>- 
■iu  (cam  liii  very  ryet,  and  exalting  the  religion  ol 
hi*  wonhippFra  into  love.  Hii  dmewm  ninple,  yet 
not  willioiit  mmo  marks  of  costJiue™  j  and  Ihe  Lu- 
dies  of  (lie  Princem  wero  not  long  in  discovering 
thai  llio  clolii,  vrbinh  encircled  liia  high  Turluridii 
cap,  was  of  tl'.e  most  delicule  kind  tliut  Ihe  shawl- 
goals  of  Tibet  aiipjdy.'  Here  and  Diere,  loo,  over 
hi4  vent,  whioh  was  conlined  by  a  ttowcred  gindlo  af 
KasliBU,  hnn^  Btringe  of  line  pparl,  dJupoeed  with  an 
air  of  iiludLed  uegligenoe ; — nor  did  the  exqniiiite  eni- 
bnrldery  of  hia  Eundala  escapo  the  ohaervulion  of 
tbcK)  fair  critics;  who,  however  tliey  might  pve 
way  la  FadladeeN  upon  Iha  oniniparlaut  loplca  of 
religion  and  goTennoent,  hud  the  spirit  ofmurtyia  in 
every  thing  relating  lo  inch  niomeiitoua  matLei*  db 
jewels  and  embroidery. 

For  the  pitipose  of  relieving  the  pausN  of  i  icila- 
[ion  by  tiinaic,  Iho  young  Caahmerian  held  in  hia 
hand  a  hilar ', — eiicIi  aa,  in  old  [imee,  [he  Arab  inaidii 
of  the  West  used  to  liHlen  to  by  moonlight  in  Ihe 
gardens  of  llio  Alhambru — and,  having  pretnised, 
with  much  humility,  that  the  story  he  wan  about  to 
relate  was  founded  on  the  adventures  of  that  Veiled 
Prophet  of  KlioraiKin,*  who,  in  the  year  of  the  He- 
giralG3,  created  such  alarm  throughout  tlie  Euslem 
Em;nre,  made  nn  obeieaiice  lo  the  Princess,  and  llitis 


ennllaaii  m  W  hnur  IbE  dnrllnt  dod  of  Ihe  Indian  wonica." 

vln^eopmH  M.^-«."-/C  HcrW.t 

—ail-  If-  .toiM.  nn  ihs  Gndi  aTOiMH.  Imly,  sn<l  India. 

a  niiiek  waa  Ibe  »d.ir  nri<>|ilcd  b>-  die  Cill]ih>  i>r  ibr  Him 

•  »«  Tun-ZT-M  BinlKiBy  n>r  ■  devrliHluB  nT  lUli  nnhnnt. 

nf  Ablni.  In  Ihclr  pniirnia.  lurhxRi,  and  inBibidr.-'l 

"IhiT  nm-l  btnalirai  xmnoi  Ihe  whnU  trilB  nf  imiM."    The 

iruiii^nnl  tbr  Ihe  >hnw1>  (whleh  la  curleil  lo  Cuibuien)  li 

dn  Hukem.  qae  l;>  (unleoF  dM  hablu,  in  olOkiet  ■  dn 

■  I'lw  ilw  mil  huwiy  of  ihbi  IniiiMinr,  whov  original 

ume  w»-  1h*tn  ben  BnKhein.  and  who  htu  c.ll.-J  M.^ 

— /l'Ho*</o(. 

Rf-dv  llender  and  dellule."— Pxa  ^.4.n. 

•  KliimiuiiB  alrnlfln,  la  Ihe  otil  Pi^ralas  last  'aw.  Pfot- 

"  Plchnlo,  n<cd  ancleflUy  for  nmiw,  by  ihe  KeniaBa. 

lcr^..ll.l!(.«ofihnSan.-*>  »-.  J«.u. 

oriifenainr,  wiaoflhelt  anclenl  heioea,  na  Bnia  if  tt,- 

plnre ,  aod  one  rnnnn.  ,re  In  nn]'  ether  clly  •uch  (rtl^te. 

"  NalhliK  can  be  nxm  beanlinil  Ihan  Uwapm-anuillW 

■■llh  en.v...,  Bpd  .li.-.iu%  aad  ,«daa.."~£ta  U.„tMr, 

plant  la  flcnrer  darliM  Itae  imlna  ini  Ihe  baplu  ■d'r'Tm.  «M 

Bcatnvbr. 

•  b>.e  uf  th-^  r,.)al  rlllD.  nf  Khor;i««B. 

VEILED  PROPIIPrr  OF  KHORASSAN' 

I.s  that  delightful  Pmviuce  of  Ihe  Sun, 
The  Gist  of  Persian  lands  ha  shines  upon. 
Where  all  the  loveliest  children  of  liia  beam, 
Flow'rela  mid  frails.  Wusli  over  ev'ry  Kreani,* 
And,  faireal  of  all  slreanit,  the  Muroa  lorea 
Among  Merdu'b'  bright  palacea  and  gravn; — 
Tliera  on  [hot  throne,  to  which  the  bUnd  behef 
Of  mllliona  mised  liim,  sal  the  Frophel^^uefi 
The  Great  Moeanm.    O'er  his  featured  hung 
The  Veil,  the  Silver  Veil,  which  ha  had  flung 
In  mercy  there,  to  hiJs  from  mon^J  sghl 
His  dazzling  bmvi',  till  man  could  bear  its  pght. 
Frir,  far  less  luminous,  hia  votaries  raid. 
Were  ev'n  llie  gleama,  miraculously  ihed 
O'er  Mdlwa's''  cheek,*  when  down  Ibe  MooDlk 

Irod, 
All  glowing  from  the  presence  of  hia  God '. 

On  either  side,  vrilb  ready  heartj  (uid  hudm 
Ilia  chosen  guard  of  bold  Believers  atanda ; 
Yoong  fiio-ayed  disputants,  who  deem  their  dwo^^ 
On  points  of  faith,  more  eloquent  Ihnu  wonh; 
And  such  their  leal,  there's  not  a  youth  with  hoi 
Uplifted  there,  bul,  at  thg  Chiefi  commuKli 
Would  make  hia  own  devoted  heart  its  sheath, 
And  bless  the  lipa  that  doom'd  so  dear  a  dealhl 
In  hatred  to  the  Caliph's  hue  of  nighl,' 
Their  vciturc,  helms  and  all,  is  snowy  white; 
TJieir  weapons  various — some  efjiiipp'd,  foriyeed, 
Wilh  javelins  of  Ihe  tight  Kuthainn  reed;* 
Or  twwa  ofbuiT^ilo  horn  and.sliining  quivers 
FUl'd  wilh  Hie  Etcins"  that  bloom  on  lu.v's  rirsi;* 
While  some,  forwar's  more  terrible  altacki. 
Wield  the  huge  mace  and  pond'rous  ballle-ai*; 
And  OS  tliey  wave  alotl  in  morning's  beam 
The  milk-white  plumage  of  their  helms,  tlicT  >n* 
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jnar-tree  grov©*  when  winter  throws 
tufled  heads  hb  feathering  snows. 

I  the  porphjrry  pillara,  that  uphold 
loresque-work  of  the  roof  of  gold, 
Iaram*8  curtain'd  galleries  rise, 
ough  the  silken  network,  glancing  eyes, 
to  time,  like  sudden  gleams  that  glow 
lutumn  clouds,  shine  o'er  tlie  pomp  be- 

■ 

>ious  tongue,  ye  blushmg  saints,  would 

lat  aught  but  Heav'n  hath  placed  you 

re? 

3  loves  of  this  light  world  could  bind, 

06S  chain,  your  Prophet*s  soaring  mind  7 

2^ul  thought !— commissioned  from  above 

Exlen*s  howers  with  sliapcs  of  love, 

so  bright,  that  the  same  lips  and  eyes 

r  on  earth  will  serve  in  Paradise,) 

H;line  among  Heav'n*s  native  maids, 

1  th*  Elect  with  bliss  that  never  fades — 

the  Prophet -Chief  his  bidding  done  ; 

beauteous  race  beneath  the  sun, 

;  who  kneel  at  Brai{ma*s  burning  founts,' 

resli    nymplis    bounding    o*er    Yemenis 

ants; 

siA*s  eyes  of  full  and  fawn-like  ray, 

all,  half-shut  glances  of  Katiiav  ;' 

r.iA*8  bloom,  and  Azab's  darker  smiles, 

3ld  ringlets  of  the  Western  Isles  ; 

re    there  ;— each    Land   its   flower  hath 

?n, 

tat  fair  young  Nursery  for  IIeav*n  I 

r  this  pageant  now  ?  this  ann'd  array  1 
nph  crowds  the  ricli  Divan  to-day 
in*d  heads,  of  ev^ry  hue  and  nice, 
fore  that  veil'd  and  awful  face, 
beds,*  of  diff 'rent  shape  and  dyes, 
sueath  th*  invisible  West-wind's  sighs ! 
-made  mystery  now,  for  Faith  to  sign, 
to  seal,  as  genuine  and  divine, 
'.ling  m  mickr)'  of  God's  own  power 
jold  Prophet  plann'd  to  grace  this  hour 

h  the  pageant  now,  though  not  less  proud ; 
or  youth,  advancing  from  the  crowd, 

eatnl  plane.    "Tbo  chennr  is  a  dellfchtftil  tree; 

r  a  fine  white  And  Kn)o«ith  bark ;  and  its  f'oUnge, 

8  In  a  tuft  at  the  suniiiiit.  Is  of  a  bright  green.** 

Tniveli. 

rning  fonntalns  of  Brahma  near  Chittogong,  es- 

(f>ly. — Turner. 

tame  of  tolip  b  said  to  be  of  Turkish  extraction. 


With  silver  bow,  with  belt  of  broider'd  crape. 
And  fur-botuid  bonnet  of  Buchanan  shape,* 
So  fiercely  beautiful  in  form  and  eye, 
Like  war's  wild  planet  in  a  summer  sky ; 
That  youth  to-day, — a  proselyte,  worth  hordes 
Of  cooler  spirits  and  less  practised  swords,— 
Is  come  to  join,  all  bravery  and  belief, 
The  creed  and  standard  of  the  heav'n-sent  ChieU 

Though  few  his  years,  tlie  West  already  knows 
Young  Axim's  fame ; — beyond  th'  Olympian  snows 
Ere  manhood  n<ulen'd  o'er  his  downy  cheek, 
0*erwhelmM  in  figi^t,  and  captive  to  the  Greek,* 
He  lingered  there,  till  peace  dissolved  his  chains  ;~- 
Oh,  who  could,  e'en  in  bondage,  tread  the  plains 
Of  glorious  Grbrce,  nor  feel  his  spirit  /•» 
Kindling  within  him  ?  who,  with  heart  and  eyeSf 
Could  walk  where  liberty  ha.  Ven,  nor  see 
The  shining  foot-prints  of  her  Jcity, 
Nor  feel  those  godlike  breathings  ui  the  air, 
W^hich  mutely  told  her  spirit  had  been  there  7 
Not  he,  tliat  youtliful  warrior, — no,  too  well 
For  his  soul*s  quiet  work'd  th*  awakening  spell ; 
And  now,  returning  to  his  own  dear  land, 
Full  of  those  dreams  of  good  that,  vainly  gmnd, 
Haunt  the  young  heart, — ^proud  views  of  htunui 

kind, 
Of  men  to  Gods  exalted  and  refined, — 
False  views,  like  that  horizon's  fair  deceit. 
Where  earth  and  heav*n  but  seem,  alas,  to  meet  !— 
Soon  as  he  heard  an  Arm  Divine  was  raised 
To  right  the  nations,  and  beheld,  emblazed  . 
On  the  white  flag,  Mokanna's  host  unfurl'd. 
Those  words  of  sunshine,  "  Freedom  to  the  Worid," 
At  once  his  faith,  his  sword,  his  soul  obcy'd 
Th'  inspiring  summons ;  every  chosen  blade 
Tiiat  fought  beneath  that  banner's  sacred  text 
Secm'd  doubly  edged,  for  this  world  and  the  next ; 
And  ne*er  did  Faith  with  her  smooth  bandage  bind 
Eyes  more  devoutly  willing  to  be  blind, 
In  virtue's  cause ; — never  was  soul  inspired 
With  livelier  trust  in  what  it  most  desired, 
Tiian  his,  tli'  enthusiast  there,  who  kneeling,  pale 
With  pious  awe,  before  that  Silver  Veil, 
Believes  the  fonn,  to  which  he  bends  his  knee. 
Some  pture,  redeeming  angel,  sent  to  free 
This  fetter'd  world  from  every  bond  and  stain, 
And  bring  its  primal  glories  back  again ! 

and  given  to  the  flower  on  account  of  its  resembling  a  101* 
btin."—Beckmann*$  History  of  Inventions. 

•  **  The  inhabltnnts  of  Biichnria  wenr  a  round  cloth  bonnet, 
shaped  much  aAer  the  Polish  fkshion,  having  a  larfie  for 
bftrder.  They  tie  their  kaAans  about  the  middle  with  a  gir- 
dle of  a  kind  of  siik  crape,  several  time*  nmnd  the  body." 
— ./frowKf  •/  Indqfendemi  T^rtarf,  in  PtnkerUtn*§  CoUietmt. 

•  In  the  war  of  the  Ciiiiph  Mahadi  against  the  EmpiMS 
Im  e,  for  an  account  of  which  vitle  Oikbon^  vol.  x. 
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liow  QH  youDg  AziM  knelt,  that  motley  crowd 
or  ull  eurtirs  nations  sunk  the  knee  and  bow*d, 
\Vith  sliouts  of"  Alla  !*'  echoing  long  and  loud ; 
\V  liile  high  in  air,  above  the  Prophet*s  head, 
Hundreds  of  banners,  to  the  sunbeam  spread, 
Waved,  like  tlie  wings  of  the  white  birds  that  fan 
The  flying  throne  of  star-taught  Souman.' 
Then  tlius  he  spoke : — **  Stranger,  though  new  the 
frame 
Thy  soul  inhabits  now,  l*ve  tracked  its  flame 
For  many  an  age,*  in  ev'ry  chance  and  change 
"  Of  that  existence,  througli  whoso  varied  range, — 
"  As  thn>u{rh  a  torch-race,  where,  from  hand  to 
hand 
The  flyiug  youths  transmit  their  sliining  brand. 
From  frame  to  frame  the  uuextinguishM  soul 
"  Rapidly  passes,  till  it  reach  tlie  goal ! 


**  Nor  thmk  'tis  only  the  gross  Spirits,  warm'd 
Witli  duskier  Are  and  for  earth*s  medium  formed. 
That  run  this  course : — Beings,  the  most  divine. 
Thus  deign  through  dark  mortality  .:  shine. 
Such  was  the  Essence  that  in  Adam  dwelt. 
To  which   all   Heav'n,   except  the  Proud  One, 

knelt  :* 
Sucli  the  refined  Intelligence  that  glow*d 
In    MoussA*s*    frame, — and,    thence   descending, 

flow'd 
Through    many   a   Prophet's  breast;* — in   Isba* 

shone. 
And  in  Mohammed  buni'd  ;  till,  hast*ning  on, 
(As  a  bright  river  that,  from  fall  to  fall 
111  many  a  maze  descending,  bright  through  all. 
Finds  some  fair  region  where,  each  labyrinth  pass'd, 
In  one  full  lake  of  light  it  rests  at  last,) 
That  Holy  Spirit,  settling  calm  and  free 
From  lapse  or  shadow,  centres  all  in  me !' 


•>» 


Again,  througliout  th' assembly  at  these  wordsi 
Thousandd  of  voices  rung:  tlie  warriore'  swords 
Were  pointed  up  to  heaven ;  a  sudden  wind 
In  th'  open  banners  play'd,  and  from  behind 


»  This  wondrrful  Throne  was  called  The  Star  of  the  Genii. 
For  a  full  (lc>»rrii)tion  of  it,  see  ihc  Pmgmcnt,  tr»n^l:ttt'd  by 
Cnpt:iin  Fmnklln,  frniii  a  Per^inn  MS.  entitled  "The  llljttory 
of  JerasMiletn  "  Oriental  CoUectiont^  vol.  i.  p.  233.— When 
Solininn  tnvolled,  tlio  eastern  writers  s»y,  "  He  hud  n  car- 
pel of  preen  >ilk  on  which  hit  throno  w.'i«  plnrcd,  helnp  of 
H  proiJiftious  l«ui{^th  and  breadth,  and  sufficient  for  all  his 
forces  to  stanil  upon,  the  men  plicing  themstelves  on  his 
ri^lht  hand,  and  the  »ipirits  on  hlslelt;  and  that  when  all 
were  in  onler.  the  wind,  «l  his  coinintnd,  took  up  the  car- 
pet and  tr.inspurtt'd  it.  with  nil  that  were  a|)on  it,  wherever 
lie  pleased  ;  the  anny  of  h'\Tih  ntthc  same  time  flying  over 
their  heado.  and  forming  a  kind  of  canopy  to  shade  them 
from  the  *un."--Sfl/r'*  Koran,  vol.  11.  p.  214,  note. 

s  The  transmigration  of  souls  was  one  of  his  doctrines. — 
Vido  D'HcrbtloL 


Those  Persian  hangings,  that  hot  HI  could 
The  Haram*s  loveliness,  white  htuidi  were  teen 
Waving  embroidered  scarves,  whose  motkm  gift 
A  perfume  forth — ^like  those  the  Houris  wave 
When    beckoning    to    their    bow*rs   th'  inmMiliI 
Brave. 


"But  these,"   pursued  the  Chief,  "an  tnlki 

sublime. 
That  claim  a  holier  mood  and  calmer  time 
Than  earth  allows  us  now ; — this  sword  moit  iinl 
The  darkling  prison-house  of  Mankind  bant, 
Ere  Pence  can  visit  them,  .r  Truth  let  ko 
Her  wakening  daylight  on  a  wurld  of  sin. 
But  then, — celestial  warriors,  then,  when  aO 
Earth*s  shrines  and  thrones  before  oar  banner  M; 
When  the  glad  Slave  shall  at  these  feet  lay  (km 
His  broken  chain,  the  tyrant  Lord  his  erown. 
The  Priest  his  book,  the  Conqueror  his  wmtli, 
And  from  the  lips  of  Truth  one  mighty  hieath 
Shall,  like  a  whirlwind,  scatter  in  its  bieete 
That  whole  dark  pi1«)  of  human  mockeries  ;— 
Then  shall  the  reign  of  mind  commence  on  eailhi 
And  starting  ft^esh  as  from  a  second  biith, 
Man,  in  the  sunshine  of  the  worid*s  new  ipiiB^ 
Shall  walk  transparent,  like  some  holy  thmg! 
Then,  too,  your  Prophet  from  his  angel  hnm 
Shall  cast  the  Veil  that  hides  its  splendoih  nov,' 
And  gladden*d  Earth  shall,  throagh  her 

pause. 
Bask  in  the  glories  of  this  countenance ! 


"  For  thee,  young  warrior,  welcome  I — ^Ihoo  hi< 

yet 
"  Some  tasks  to  learn,  some  frailties  to  forget, 
"Ere    the  white   war-plume  o*er  thy  bmw  vu 

wave  ;— 
"  But,  onco  my  own,  mine  all  till  in  the  graver 

The  pomp  is  at  an  end — the  crowds  are  goii»— 
Each  ear  and  heart  still  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  that  deep  voice,  which  tlirill'd  like  Alla's  ovn! 


»  '*  And  when  we  said  unto  the  angels.  Worship  Adut 
they  all  worshlpiicd  him,  except  EblU,  (Lacifer.)  who  r^ 
fu'icd." — 7'Atf  Koran,  chap.  ii. 

*  Moses. 

*  This  Is  according  to  D*Hert>eIot*s  accoant  of  ibe  dnc 
trines  of  Mokanna : — "8a  doctrine  emit,  qae  Diea  avoH 
pris  une  foruie  et  figure  humalne,  depuis  qo'il  flit  erti> 
mande  aux  Anftes  d*ndnrer  Adam,  le  pmnler  deshomn* 
Qu'apr^s  la  mort  d*Adain,  Diea  6tnlt  appnni  mnh  ^ 
fl|!ure  de  plusienr^  Proph^tes.  et  anrm  erand«  hmiHiirsqall 
avoitchol!<ls,Ju«qu*Acequ*llpritcelled*Aba  Miwlem.  PriKS 
de  Khoras^an.  lequel  ptofessolt  Terrear  dela  TeaamakUlah 
ou  Metem|)«iychose ;  et  qa*npr^s  la  mort  de  ee  l*riMe.  Is 
Divinite  etoit  paisee,  et  descendae  ea  sa  penonne." 

Jcsns. 
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mg  all  dazzled  by  the  plumes  and  lances, 
Vring    throiid,   and  Haram*s    holf-oaught 
ances ; 

deep  pond'nng  on  the  promised  reign 
and  truth :  and  all  the  female  train 
»  risk  their  eyes,  could  they  but  gaze 
nt  on  that  broiT's  miraculous  blaze  ! 

ere  was  on<».  among  the  chosen  maids, 

9h*d  behind  the  gallery's  silken  shades, 

iehose  soul  the  pageant  of  io-day 

I  like  death : — you  saw  her  pale  dismay, 

Tring  sisterhood,  and  heard  the  burst 

(nation  from  her  lips,  when  first 

that  youth,  too  well,  too  dearly  known, 

kneeling  at  the  Prophet's  throne. 

£UCA  !  there  waa  a  time,  when  bliss 
cr  thy  heart  from  ev'ry  look  of  his ; 
lit  to  see  him,  hear  him,  breathe  the  air 
1  he  dwelt,  was  thy  soul's  fondest  prayer ; 
Kind  him  hung  such  a  perpetual  spell, 
r  he  did,  none  ever  did  so  well, 
py  days  !  when,  if  he  touch'd  a  flow'r 
of  thine,  'twas  sacred  from  that  hour ; 
lou  didst  study  him  till  every  tone 
tuie  aud  dear  look  became  thy  own,—* 
ce  like  his,  the  changes  of  his  face 
reflected  with  still  lovelier  grace, 
10,  sending  back  sweet  music,  fraught 
ice  th'  aerial  sweetness  it  had  brought ! 
r  he  comes, — brighter  than  even  he 
iin*d  before, — but,  ah  1  not  bright  for  thee  ; 
ad,  uiilook'd  for,  like  a  visitant 
'  other  world,  he  comes  as  if  to  haunt 
Ity  soul  with  dreams  of  lost  delight, 
i  to  ail  but  inem*ry*s  aching  sight : — 
tins  !  as  when  the  Spirit  of  our  Youth 
in  sleep,  sfiarkliug  with  all  the  truth 
Kence  once  ours,  and  leads  us  back, 
dful  mockery,  o'er  the  shining  track 
ouug  life,  and  points  out  every  ray 
and  peace  we've  lost  upon  tlie  way  I 

happy  pair! — In  proud  Bokiiaka's  groves, 
1  not  heard  of  their  first  youthful  loves  ? 
that  ancient  flood,'  which  from  its  spring 
irk  Mountains  swiftly  wandering, 
by  ev*ry  pilgrim  brook  that  sliines 
ics  from  Buciiaria's  ruby  mines, 
ding  to  the  Caspian  half  its  strength, 
)ld  Lake  of  Eagles  sinks  at  length  ; — 


lin(M>,  tvliich  rises  In  the  Behir  Tng,  or  Dark 
t,  and  runninjs  nearly  froni  east  to  west,  splits  Into 


There,  on  the  banks  of  that  bright  river  bom, 
The  flow*is  that  hung  above  its  wave  at  mom, 
Bless'd  not  the  waters,  as  they  murmor'd  by» 
With  holier  scent  and  lustre,  than  the  sigh 
And  virgin-glance  of  first  aflfection  cast 
Upon  their  youth's  smooth  current,  as  it  passd ! 
But  war  disturb'd  this  vision, — far  away 
From  her  fond  eyes  summon'd  to  join  th*  airay 
Of  Persia's  warriors  on  the  hills  of  Thrace, 
The  youth  exchanged  his  sylvan  dwelling-place 
For  the  rude  tent  and  war-field*s  dreadful  clash  ; 
His  Zeuca's  sweet  glances  for  the  flash 
Of  Grecian  wild-fire,  aud  Love*s  gentle  chains 
For  bleeding  bondage  on  Byzantium's  plains. 

Month  after  month,  in  widowhood  of  soul 
Drooping,  the  maiden  saw  two  summers  roll 
Their  suns  away — but,  ah,  how  cold  and  dim 
Ev'n  summer  suns,  when  not  beheld  with  him  I 
From  time  to  time  ill-omeu'd  rumors  came, 
Like  spirit-tongues,  mutt'ring  the  sick  man's  name. 
Just  ere  he  dies: — at  lengtli  those  sounds  of  dread 
Fell  with'ring  on  her  soul,  "  Azim  is  dead !" 
Oh  Grief,  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  desolate 
lu  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie 
For  which  it  loved  to  live  or  fear'd  to  die  \-^ 
Lora  as  tlie  hung-up  lute,  that  ne'er  hath  spoken 
Since  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken  I 

Fond  maid,  the  sorrow  of  her  soul  was  such, 
Ev'n  reason  sunk, — blighted  beneath  its  touch  ; 
And  though,  ere  long,  her  sanguine  spirit  rose 
Above  the  first  dead  pressure  of  its  woes, 
Though  health   and  bloom   retuni'd,  the   delicate 

chain 
Of  thought,  once  tangled,  never  clear'd  again. 
Warm,  lively,  soft  us  in  youth's  happiest  day. 
The  mind  was  still  all  there,  but  tum'd  astray  ; — 
A  wand'ring  bark,  upon  whose  pathway  slione 
AH  stars  of  heaven,  except  tiio  guiding  one  ! 
Again  she  smiled,  nay,  much  and  brightly  smiled, 
But  'twas  a  lustre,  strange,  unreal,  wild  ; 
And  when  she  sung  to  her  luto*s  touching  strain, 
'Twas  like  the  notes,  half  ecstasy,  half  pain. 
The  bulbul*  utters,  ere  her  soul  depart. 
When,  vanquish'd  by  some  minslrel's  pow'rful  art. 
She  dies  upon  the  lute  whose  sweetness  broke  her 
heart! 

Such  was  the  mood  in  whkjli  that  mission  found 
Young  Zeuca, — that  mission,  whicli  around 


I 


two  branches ;  one  of  which  falls  into  the  Casplaa 
the  other  into  Anil  Nahr,  or  the  Luke  of  Eagles. 
*  The  nlshtinfale. 
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Tlie  Eastern  wurid,  in  every  region  blees'd 

With  woman*8  smile,  sought  out  its  loveliest, 

To  gtaje  that  galaxy  of  lips  and  eyes 

Which  the  Veil'd  Prophet  destined  fur  the  skies  i^- 

And  such  quick  welcome  as  a  spark  receives 

Dropp*d  on  a  bed  of  Autumn's  wither*d  leaves. 

Did  every  tale  of  these  enthunasts  find 

In  the  wild  maiden's  sorrow-blighted  mind. 

All  Bre  at  ouce  the  maddening  zeal  she  cauglit  ;— 

Elect  of  Paradise  !  blest,  rapturous  thought ! 

Predestined  bride,  in  heuveu's  eternal  dome, 

Of  some  brdve  youth— ha !    durst  they  say  "  of 

some  ?" 
No— of  the  one,  one  only  object  traced 
In  her  heart's  core  too  deep  to  be  effaced  ; 
The  one  whose  mem'ry,  fresh  as  life,  is  twined 
With  evtry  broken  link  of  her  lost  mind ; 
Whose     image     lives,    though    Reason's    self    be 

wreck'd, 
Safe  'mid  the  ruins  of  her  intellect ! 

Alas,  poor  Zeuca  !  it  needed  all 
Tiie  fantasy,  which  held  thy  mind  in  thrall. 
To  see  in  that  gay  Haram's  glowing  maids 
A  shaded  colony  for  Eden's  shades ; 
Or  dream  that  lie,— of  whose  unholy  flame 
Tiiou  wert  too  soon  the  victim, — shining  came 
From  Paradise,  to  people  its  pure  sphere 
With  souls  like  thine,  which  he  hath  ruin'd  here ! 
No — liad  not  reason's  light  totally  set. 
And  left  thee  durk,  thou  hadst  an  amulet 
in  the  loved  image,  graven  on  thy  heart, 
Whic!)  would  have  saved  thee  from  the  tempter's  art, 
And  kept  alive,  in  all  its  bloom  of  breath. 
That  purity,  whose  fading  is  love's  death  ! — 
But  lost,  i  :^umed, — a  restless  zeal  took  place 
Of  tlie  mild  virgin's  still  and  feminine  grace  ; 
First  of  the  Prophet's  fsivorites,  proudly  firet 
In    zeal     and    charms, — too    well    th'   Impostor 

nursed 
Her  soul's  delirium,  ir  whose  active  flame. 
Thus  lighting  up  a  young,  luxuriant  frame. 
He  iiiiw  more  pulent  sorceries  to  bind 
To  hio  dark  yoke  the  spirits  of  mankind. 
More  subtle  chains  titan  hell  itself  e'er  twined. 
No  art  was  spured,  no  witch'rj' ; — all  the  skill 
His  demons  taught  him  was  employ'd  to  fill 
Her  mind  v/ith  gloom  and  ecstasy  by  turns— 
Tliat   gloom,  through   which    Phreusy  but  fiercer 

buriLS ; 
That  ecstasy,  which  from  the  depth  of  sadness 
G lures  like  the  maniac's  moon,  whose  light  is  mad- 
ness ! 

*Twas  from  a  brilliant  banquet,  where  the  sound 
Of  poesy  and  music  breathed  around. 


I 


Together  picturing  to  her  mind  and  ear 
The  glories  of  tliat  heav'n,  her  destined  spherBi  •        i 
Where  all  was  pure,  where  every  stain  that  1^  i 

Upon  the  spirit's  light  should  pass  away,  i 

And,  realizing  more  tlian  youthful  love  j 

E'er  wish'd  or  dream'd,  she  should  forever  rove  i 

Through  fields  of  fragrance  by  her  Azim's  side,  i 

His  own  bless'd,  piu*ified,  eternal  bride  !—  | 

'Twas  from  a  scene,  a  witching  trance  like  this,        | 
He  hurried  her  awuy,  yet  breathing  Miss,  I 

To    the    dim     chomel-kouse  ; — through     all    Its  I 

steams 
Of  damp  and  death,  led  only  by  those  gleams 
Which  foul  Corruption  lights,  as  with  dengn 
To  show  the  gay  and  proud  she  too  can  diin^-r 
And,  passing  on  through  upright  ranks  of  Dead, 
Which  to  the  maiden,  doubly  c-razed  by  dreaii, 
Seem'd,  through  the  bluish  death-light  rouna  'hem 

cast, 
To  move  their  lips  in  mutt'hiiigh  jm  ^ne  pasa'd— 
There,  in  that  awful  place,  when  each  had  quaff'd 
And  pledged  in  silence  such  a  fearful  draught. 
Such— oh !  the  look  and  taste  of  that  red  bowl 
Will  haunt  her  till  she  dies — he  bound  her  soul 
By  a  dark  oath,  in  hell's  own  language  framed, 
Never,  while  earth  his  mystic  presence  claimed. 
While  the  blue  arch  of  day  hung  o'er  them  both, 
Never,  by  that  all-imprecating  oath, 
In  joy  or  sorrow  from  bis  side  to  sever.*— 
She  swore,  and  the  wide  chamel  echoed,  "  Never, 

never  I" 

From  that  dread  hour,  entirely,  wildly  grv'n 
To  him  and — she  believed,  lost  maid  I — to  heav'n ; 
Her  brain,  her  heart,  her  passions  oil  inflamed. 
How  proud  she  stood,  when  in  full  Ilaram  named 
The    Priestess    of   the    Faith !— how    flasti'd  ber 

eyes 
With  light,  alas,  that  was  not  of  the  skies. 
When  rouud,  in  trances,  only  less  than  hers, 
She  saw  the  Haram  kneel,  her  prostrate  wonbip- 

pers. 
Well  might  Mokanna  think  that  form  alone 
Hud  spells  enough  to  make  the  world  his  own  .—• 
Light,  lovely  limbs,  to  which  the  spirit's  play 
Gave  motion,  airy  as  the  dancing  spray. 
When  from  its  stem  the  small  bird  wings  away : 
Lips  in  whose  rosy  labyrinth,  when  slie  smiled. 
The  soul  was  lost ;  and  blushes,  swift  and  wild 
As  are  the  momentary  meteon  sent 
Across  th*  uncalm,  but  beauteous  firmamroL 
And   then   her   look— oh!    where's  the   li^ait  lo 

wise 
Could  unbewilder'd  meet  those  matchless  eyes  7 
Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  exquisite  withal, 
Like  those  of  angels,  just  before  their  fall ; 
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idow*d  with  tho  sliames  of  earth  —  now 

xm'd 

taee  of  the  Ileay'n  her  heart  had  loet ; 

glance  there  broke,  without  control, 

les  of  a  bright,  but  troubled  Boul, 

>nsibtiity  still  wildly  play*d, 

tning,  round  the  ruins  it  had  made ! 

icn  was  now  young  Zeuca — so  changed 
r  who,  some  years  since,  delighted  ranged 
[>nd  groves  that  shade  Bokhara's  tide, 
nd  bltsd,  with  Azim  by  her  side  ! 
1  was  she  now,  this  festal  day, 
nid  the  proud  Divan*s  dazzling  array, 
•n  of  that  Youth  whom  she  had  loved, 
t  as  dead,  before  her  breathed  and  moved ; — 
aright,  she  thought,  as  if  from  Eden's  track 
way  trodden,  he  bad  wander'd  back 
earth,  glist'ning  with  £den*s  light — 
tteous  Azim  shone  before  her  sight. 

son  !  who  shall  say  what  spells  renew, 
isi  we  look  for  it,  thy  broken  clew ! 
what  small  vistas  o'er  the  darken'd  brain 
llectual  day-beam  bursts  again ; 
,  like  fortsy  to  which  beleaguerers  win 
-for  entrance  through  some  friend  within, 
r  idea,  waken'd  in  the  breast 
'ry*s  magic,  lets  in  all  the  rest 
were  thus,  unhappy  girl,  with  thee  ! 
gh  light  came,  it  came  but  partially ; 
to  show  the  maze,  in  which  thy  sense 
J  about, — but  no'  to  guide  it  thence  ; 
to  glimmer  o'er  the  yawning  wave, 

0  point  the  harbor  which  might  save, 
delight  and  peace,  long  left  behind, 

t  dear  fonn  came  rushing  o'er  her  mind ; 

to  thinh  how  deep  her  soul  had  gono 
)  and  falsehood  since  those  moments  shone ; 
n,  her  oath — there  madness  lay  again, 
dd*ring,  back  she  sunk  into  her  chain 
il  darkness,  as  if  blest  to  flee 
it,  whose  'very  glimpse  was  agony  I 
relief  thib  glance  of  former  years 

mingled  with  its  pab, — tears,  floods  cf 
ars, 
ten  at  h'^r  I -art,  but  now  like  rills 

in  spring-tjiie  from  the  snowy  hills, 
ling  warm,  after  a  sleep  of  frost, 

valleys  where  their  flow  had  long  been 

St 

» 

td  subdued,  for  the  first  time  her  frame 

1  with  horror,  when  tlie  summons  came 
ions  proud  and  rare,  which  all  but  she, 

till  now,  had  heard  with  ecstasy,) 


I 


To  meet  Mokanna  at  his  place  of  prayer, 
A  garden  oratory,  cool  and  fair. 
By  the  stream's  side,  where  still  at  close  of  day 
The  Prophet  of  the  Veil  retired  to  pray ; 
Sometimes  ak>ne — but,  ofl'ner  far,  witli  one, 
One  chosen  nymph  to  share  his  orison 

Of  late  none  found  such  favor  in  his  sight 
As  the  yoimg  Priestess;   and  though,  since  that 

night 
When  the  jeath-cavems  echo'd  every  tone 
Of  the  dire  oath  that  made  her  all  his  own, 
Th*  Impostor,  sure  of  his  infatuate  prize. 
Had,  more  than  once,  thrown  off  his  soul's  disgniie. 
And  utter'd  such  unheav'nly,  monstrous  things, 
As  eVn  across  the  desp'rate  wanderings 
Of  a  weak  intellect,  whose  lamp  was  out. 
Threw  startling  shadows  of  dismay  and  doubt  ;— 
Yet  zeal,  ambition,  her  tremendous  vow. 
The  thought,  still  haunting  her,  of   that   Irigk^ 

brow, 
Whose  blaze,  as  yet  fh>m  mortal  eye  conooal'd, 
Would  soon,  proud  triumph  !  be  to  her  reveal'd. 
To  her  alone  ; — and  then  the  hope,  most  dear, 
Most  wild  of  all,  that  her  transgression  here 
Was  but  a  passage  through  earth's  grosser  fire. 
From  which  the  spirit  would  at  last  aspire, 
Ev'n  purer  than  before, — as  perfumes  rise 
Through  flame  and  smoke,  most  welcome  to  the 

skies — 
And  that  when  Azim's  fond,  divine  embrace 
Should  circle  her  in  heav'n,  no  dark'ning  trace 
Would  on  that  bosom  he  once  loved  remain. 
But  all  be  bright,  be  pure,  be  his  again  ! — 
These   were  the   wild'ring  dreams,  whose  cuned 

deceit 
Had  chain'd  her  soul  beneath  the  tempter's  feet. 
And  made  her  think  ev'n  damning  falsehood  sweet 
But  now  that  Shape,  which  had  appall'd  her  view. 
That  Semblance— oh  how  terrible,  if  true ! 
Which  came  across  her  phrensy's  full  career 
With  shock  of  consciousness,  cold,  deep,  severe. 
As  when#  in  northern  seas,  at  midnight  dark. 
An  isle  of  ice  encounters  some  swifl  bark. 
And,  startling  all  its  wretches  from  their  sleep, 
By  one  cold  impulse  hurls  them  to  the  deep  ;— 
So  came  that  shock  not  phrensy's  self  could  bear, 
And  waking  up  each  long-lull'd  image  there. 
But  checked  her  headlong  soul,  to  sink  it  in  despair ! 

Wan  and  dejected,  through  the  ev'ning  dusk. 
She  now  went  slowly  to  that  small  kiosk. 
Where,  pondering  alone  his  impious  schemes, 
Mokanna  waited  her — too  wrapt  in  dreams 
Of  the  fau'-rip'ning  future's  rich  success. 
To  heed  the  sorrow,  pale  and  spiritless. 
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That  sat  upon  his  victim^s  downcast  brow, 
Or  mark  how  slow  her  step,  how  oJterd  now 
From  the  quick,  ardent  Priestess,  whose  light  bound 
Came  like  a  spirit*s  o*er  th*  unechoing  ground, — 
From  that  wild  Zelica,  whose  every  glance 
Was  thrilling  fire,  whoso  ev'ry  thought  a  trance  ! 

Upon  his  couch  the  VeiKd  Mokanna  lay, 
While  lamps  around — not  such  as  lend  their  ray, 
Glimm*ring  and  cold,  to  those  who  nightly  pray 
In  holv  KooM,*  or  Mecca *8  dim  arcades, — 
But  brilliant,  soil,  such  lights  as  lovely  maids 
Look  loveliest  in,  shed  their  luxurious  glow 
Upon  his  mystic  Veil's  white  giitt'ring  flow. 
Beside  him,  *stead  of  beads  and  books  of  pray*r, 
Which  the  world  fondly  thought  he  mused  on  there, 
.Stood  Vases,  fUfd  with  KishubeV  golden  wine. 
And  the  red  weepings  of  the  Shiraz  vine  ; 
O''  which  his  curtained  lips  full  many  a  draught 
Took  zealously,  as  if  each  drop  they  quaff'd, 
Like  Zemzkm's  Spring  of  Holiness,*  had  pow*r 
To  freshen  the  souPs  virtues  into  flow*r ! 
And  still  ho  drank  and  ponder'd — nor  could  see 
Tir  approaching  maid,  so  deep  his  revery ; 
At   length,  with   fiendish   laugh,   like  that  which 

broke 
From  Eblis  at  the.  Fall  of  Man,  he  spoke  >— > 
*'  Yes,  ye  vile  race,  for  helPs  amusement  given, 
**  Too    mean    for    earth,    yet   claiming    kin   with 

heav'n  ; 
"  God*s  images,  forsooth  !— such  gods  as  he 
"  Wliom  India  serves,  the  monkey  deity  ;*— 
^'  Ye  creatures  of  a  breath,  proud  things  of  clay, 
**  To  whom  if  Lucifbr,  as  grandams  say, 
**  Refused,  though  at  the  for'eit  of  heaven*s  light, 
**  To  bend  in  worship,  Lucifer  was  right  i* — 
"  Soon  shall  I  plant  this  foot  upon  the  neck 
*'  Of  your  foul  race,  and  without  fear  or  check, 
"  Luxuriating  in  hate,  avenge  my  shame, 
"  My    deep-felt,    loug-uursod    loathing    of    man's 

name ! — 

1  The  cities  of  Com  (or  Konm)  and  Cashan  are  full  of 
niofques,  nnusolcuini,  and  sepulchres  of  the  uescendantaof 
Ali,  the  Salnl*  of  Per*iii. —Chardin. 

*  An  island  in  the  Persian  Gulf,  ce!ebrated  for  Its  white 
wine. 

*  The  miraculnat  well  at  Mecca ;  so  called,  says  Sale, 
from  the  niuruiuring  of  its  waters. 

*  The  god  HHnnanmn.— "  Apes  are  in  many  parts  of  India 
highly  venerated,  out  of  res^iect  to  the  God  Hnnnnman,  a 
deity  pa'tulcing  of  the  form  of  that  nee.**— Pennant's  Hin- 
dortKtan. 

^e  a  rnrions  account,  in  Stephen's  Persia^  of  a  solemn 
enib;iKV  from  some  part  of  the  Indie^i  to  Goa,  when  the 
rortniiueie  were  iliere.  otTcrinjf  vast  treasures  for  the  re- 
co(i:r>-  of  a  monl(ey*s  tortth.  which  they  held  in  irront  vene- 
nl  )n,  nnil  which  hud  lieen  taken  away  upon  the  conquest 
of  iie  Icinfrdoni  of  infanafKitun. 

*  This  reset  ition  of  Eblis  not  to  acknowledge  the  new 


**  Soon  at  the  head  of  myriads,  blind  and  fierea 

"  As  hooded  falcons,  through  the  univerM 

"  ril  sweep  my  dark'ning,  desolating  way, 

"  Weak  man  my  instrument,  ciused  man  my  prey ! 

"  Ye  wise,  ye  leam'd,  who  grope  yonr  dull  way  oq 
*<  By  the  dim  twinkling  gleams  of  ages  gone, 
"  Like  superstitious  thieves,  who  think  the  light 
'*  From  dead  men's  marrow  guides  them  best  at 

night' — 
«  Ye  shall  have  honors — ^wealth — ^yee,  snigeB,  yes— 
**  I  know,  grave  fools,  your  wisdom's  nothingness ; 
*<  I),  dazzled  it  can  track  yon  starry  sphere, 
**  But  a  gilt  stick,  a  bauble  blinds  it  here. 
'*  How  I  shall  laugh,  when  trumpeted  along, 
"  In  lying  speech,  and  still  more  lying  son^, 
"  By  these  leam'd  slaves,  the  meanest  of  the  ti^r.nf ; 
**  Their  wits  bought  up,  their  wisdom  thmnk  m 

small, 
**  A  sceptre's  puny  point  can  wield  it  all ! 


<*  Ye  too,  believers  of  incredible  creeds. 
Whose    faith    enshrines   the  monsters  which  H 

breeds; 
Who,  bolder  ev'u  than  Nemrod,  think  to  rise. 
By  nonsense  heap'd  on  nonseia^e,  to  the  skies ; 
Ye  shall  have  miracles,  ay,  sound  ones  too. 
Seen,  heard,  attested,  ev'ry  thing — but  true. 
Your  preaching  zealots,  too  inspired  to  seek 
C.ne  grace  of  meaning  for  the  things  tliey  speak; 
Your  martyrs,  ready  to  shed  out  their  blood, 
Fcr  truths  too  hcav'nly  to  be  understood ; 
And  your  State  Priests,  sole  venders  of  the  lore, 
That  works  salvation  ; — as,  on  Ava's  shore. 
Where  none  but  priests  are  privileged  to  trade 
In  that  best  marble  of  which  Gods  are  made  f 
They  shall  have  mysteries — ay,  precious  stuff, 
For  knaves  to  thrive  by — mysteries  enough  ; 
Dark,  tangled  doctrines,  dark  as  fraud  can  weave, 
Which  simple  votaries  shall  on  trust  receive. 
While  craitier  feign  behef,  till  they  believe. 


creature,  man,  was,  according  to  Mahometan  tradition,  thus 
adopted: — "The  earth  (which  Gud  had  selected  for  theaia- 
terials  of  his  work)  was  carried  into  Arabia  to  a  place  be- 
tween Mecca  and  Tayef,  where,  being  first  kneaded  by  the 
angels,  it  was  a(\erwards  fashioned  by  God  himself  into  a 
human  form,  and  left  to  dry  for  the  space  of  forty  days,  or.  as 
others  Mty,  as  many  years ;  the  angel «,  In  the  mean  dote, 
often  visiting  it.  and  Eblis  (then  one  of  the  anjtels  nearest  tr 
God's  presence,  aiterwards  the  devil)  among  the  rest;  but 
he,  not  content  with  looking  at  it.  kicked  it  with  his  foot 
till  it  rung,  and  knowing  Gixl  designed  that  creature  to  b^ 
his  superior,  took  a  secret  resolution  never  to  acknowledge 
him  as  such." — Sa/e  on  the  Koran. 

•  A  kind  of  lantern  formerly  u^ed  by  robbers,  called  the 
Head  of  Glory,  the  candle  fur  which  «vaii  ma  le  of  the  fat  t4 
a  dead  niHiefactor.  This,  however,  was  rather  a  wesiere 
than  an  eastern  superstition. 

T  The  materia,  of  which  Ima^efl  of  Gaadtaa  (the  Bimsa 
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[eav  d  too  ye  mint  have,  ye  lords  oi  dust,-^ 
}lendid  Paradise* — pure  souls,  ye  must : 

I  Prophet  ill  sustains  his  holy  calli 

II  finds  not  heavens  to  suit  the  tastes  of  all ; 
iris  for  bo}'8,  omniscience  for  sages, 

1  wings  and  glories  for  all  ranks  and  ages. 

1  things ! — as  lust  or  vanity  inspires, 

I  heav*n  of  each  is  but  what  each  desires, 

1,  soul  or  sense,  whate'er  the  object  be, 

a  would  be  man  to  all  etemity ! 

et  him — Ebus  ! — grant  this  crowning  curse, 

keep  him  what  he  is,  no  Hell  were  worse." 

>h  mv  lost  soul!"  oxclaim*d  the  shuddering 

maid, 
e  ears  had  drunk  like  poison  all  he  said : — 
NNA  started — not  abash'd,  afraid,— 
lew  no  more  of  fear  than  one  who  dwells 
ith  the  tropics  knows  of  icicles ! 
u  those  dismal  words  that  reach'd  his  ear, 
my  lost  soul !"  there  was  a  sound  so  drear, 
e  that  voice,  among  the  sinful  dead, 
lich  the  legend  o*er  Hell's  Gate  is  read, 

new  as  'twas  from  her,  whom  naught  could 

dim 
ik  till  now,  it  startled  even  him. 

[a,    my   fair    Priestess!" — ^thus,   with    ready 

wile, 
Impostor  tuni'd  to  greet  her — "thoui  whose 

smile 
h  inspiration  in  Its  rosy  beam 
ond     th'     Enthusiast's    hope    or     Prophet's 

dream ; 
it  of  the  Faith  !  who  twin'st  religion's  zeal 
:l<ise  with  love's,  men  know  not  which  they 

feel, 

which  to  sigh  for,  in  their  trance  of  heart, 
I  heav'n  thou  preachcst   or  the  heuv'n  thou 

art! 
at  sliould  I  be  without  thee  7  without  thee 
V  dull  were  power,  how  joyless  victory  ! 
lugh  borne  by  angels,  if  that  smile  of  tliine 
0*d  not  my  banner,  'twere  but  half  divine. 
— wiiy  so  mournful,  child?    those  eyes,  that 

shone 
Ufe  last  night — what ! — is  their  glory  gone  ? 
ie,  come — this  mom's  fatigue  hath  made  them 

pale, 
y   want  rekindling — suns   themselves  would 

fail 

not  their  comets  bring,  as  I  to  thee, 
n  light's  own  fount  supplies  of  brilliancy. 


sre  made.  It  beld  tacred.    ''Birmnns  maymit  pnr- 
Ihc  ntnrlile  ia  niau,  bat  are  suffered,  and  indeed  en- 


Thou  seest  this  enp— no  juice  of  earth  is  here^ 
But  the  puTP  waters  of  that  upper  sphere. 
Whose  rills  o'er  ruby  beds  and  topuz  flow. 
Catching  the  gem's  bright  color,  as  they  go. 
Nightly  my  Genii  come  and  fill  these  uru»— 
Nay,  drink — in  ev'ry  drop  life's  essence  bums ; 
'Twill  make  that  soul  all  fire,  those  eyes  all  light- 
Come,  come,  I  want  thy  loveliest  smiles  to-night: 
There  is  a  youth — why  start  ? — tliou  saw'st  tiim 

then; 
Look'd  be  not  nobly  ?  such  the  godlike  men 
Thou'lt  have  to  woo  thee  in  the  bow'rs  above  ;— 
Though  he,  I  fear,  hath  thoughts  too  stem  for  love, 
Too  ruled  by  tnat  cold  enemy  of  bliss 
The  worid  calls  virtue— we  must  conquer  this ; 
Nay,  shrink  not,  pretty  sage !  'tis  not  for  thee 
To  scan  the  mazes  of  Heav'n's  mystery : 
The  steel  must  pass  through  fire,  ere  it  can  yield 
Fit  instruments  for  mighty  hands  to  wield. 
This  very  night  I  mean  to  try  Uie  art 
Of  powerful  beauty  on  that  warrior's  bean. 
All  that  my  Haram  boasts  of  bloom  and  wit, 
Of  skill  and  chaims,  most  rare  and  exquisite, 
Shall   tempt  the  boy; — young    Mirzala's  blue 

eyes, 
Whose  sleepy  lid  like  snow  on  violets  lies ; 
Arouya's  cheeks,  warm  as  a  spring-day  sun. 
And  lips  that,  like  the  seal  of  Solomon, 
Have  magic  in  their  pressure ;  Zeba's  lute. 
And  Liixa's  dancing  feet,  that  gleam  and  shoot 
Rapid  and  white  as  sea-birds  o'er  the  deep^ 
All  shall  combine  their  witching  powers  to  steep 
My  convert's  spirit  in  that  sofl'ning  trance. 
From  which  to  heav'n  is  but  the  next  advance ; — 
That  glowing,  yielding  fusion  of  the  breast. 
On  which  Religion  stamps  her  image  best 
But  hear  me.  Priestess ! — though  each  nymph  of 

these 
Hath  some  peculiar,  practised  pow'r  to  please. 
Some  glance  or  step  which,  at  the  mirror  tried, 
Firet  charms  herself,  then  all  the  worid  beside ; 
There  still  wants  one,  to  make  the  vict'ry  sure. 
One  who  in  every  look  joins  every  lure ; 
Through  whom    all   beauty's  beams   concentred 

pass. 
Dazzling  and  warm,  as  through  love's  burning 

glass; 
AVhose  gentle  lips  persuade  without  a  word, 
Whose  words,  ev'n  when  unmeaning,  are  adored. 
Lake  inarticulate  breathings  from  a  shrine. 
Which  our  faith  takes  for  granted  are  divine ! 
Such  is  the  n3rmph  we  want,  all  warmth  and  light, 
To  crown  the  rich  temptations  of  to-night ; 


cooraged,  to  bay  fignres  of  the  Deity  ready  n»de  **— Sfwc'f 
Ava,  voL  11.  p.  378. 


<*  Such  the  refiued  enchantress  that  must  be 
'*  This  heroes  vanquisher, — and  thou  art  she  !*' 

With  her  hands  claspM,  her  lipe  apart  and  pale. 
The  maid  had  stood,  gazing  upon  the  Veil 
From  which  these  words,  like  south  winds  tlirouch 

a  fence 
Of  Kerzrah  flow*r8,  came  fill'd  with  pestilence  ;' 
So  boldly  utter'd  too  !  as  if  all  dread 
Of  frowns  from  her,  of  virtuous  frowns,  were  fled. 
And  the  wretch  fe!t  uisured  that,  once  plunged  m. 
Her  woman's  soul  would  know  no  pause  in  sin ! 

At  first,  though  mute  she  listened,  like  a  dream 
Seem'd   all  he  said:  nor  could  her  mind,  whose 

beam 
As  yet  was  weak,  p^ictrate  half  his  scheme. 
But  when,  at  length,  he  utterM,  **  Thou  art  she !' 
All  flash'd  at  once,  and  shrieking  piteously, 
"  '  *h  not  for  worlds  V*  she  cried — "  Great  God !  to 

whom 
*'  I  once  kunit  innocent,  is  this  my  doom  7 
*'  Are  all  my  dreams,  my  hopes  of  heav*uly  bliss, 
"  My  purity,  my  pride,  then  come  to  this, — 
"  To  live,  tlio  wanton  of  a  fiend !  to  be 
"  The  pander  of  his  guilt— oh  infamy ! 
"  And  sunk,  myself,  as  low  as  hell  can  steep 
**  In  its  hot  flood,  drag  others  down  as  deep ! 
"  Others — ha  !    yes — tliat    youth    who  came    to- 
day— 
"  Not  him  I  loved — not  him— oh  !  do  but  say, 
"  But  s\v€ai  to  me  this  moment  'tis  not  he, 
**  And  1  will  servo,  dark  fioud,  will  wozship  even 
thee  I" 
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Beware,   youug    raving  thing; — in    time  be- 
ware, 
'*  Nor  utter  what  I  cannot,  must  not  bear, 
"  Ev'n  from  thj  lips.     Go — try  thy  lute,  thy  voice. 
**  The  boy  must  feel  their  magic ; — I  rejoice 
'*  To  see  those  fires,  no  matter  whence  they  rise, 
"  Once  more  illuming  my  fair  Priestess'  eyes ; 
**  And  should  the  youth,  whom  soon  those  eyes  shall 

warm, 
"  Indeed  resemble  thy  dead  lover's  form, 
"  So  much  the  happier  wilt  tliou  find  thy  doom, 
**  As  one  wann  lover,  full  of  life  and  bloom, 
"  Excels  ten  thousand  cold  ones  in  the  tomb. 
"Nay,  nay,  no  frowning,  sweet! — those  eyes  were 

made 
"  For  love,  not  anger — I  must  be  obey'd." 

1  "  It  is  conmionly  snid  in  Tenia,  that  if  a  man  breathe  in 
Ihe  hoi  south  wind,  which  in  June  or  July  (Misses  over  mat 
flower,  (ihf  Ivt-rzerch.)  it  will  kill  him."— TTkrrewot. 

*  The  huniniing-hird  is  snid  to  ran  this  ri^ik  for  the  purpose 
of  picking  the  crocodile's  teeth.    The  same  clrcnmstance  is 


"  Obey'd  ! — His  well — yes,  I  deserve  it  all— 
"  On  me,  on  me  Heav'u's  vengeance  coimot  lifl 
"  Too  heavily — but  Azim,  brave  and  true 
**  And  beautiful — must  he  be  ruln'd  too? 
"  Must  he  too,  glorious  as  he  is,  be  driven 
"  A  renegade  like  me  from  Love  and  Heaven  ? 
"  Like  me? — weak  wretch,  I  wrong  him — ^DCt  liki 

me ; 
"  No— he's  all  tnith  and  strength  and  purity . 
"  Fill  up  your  madd'uing  hell-cup  to  the  brim, 
"  Its  witch'ry,  fiends,  will  have  no  charm  for  lum. 
"Let    loose    your    glowing    wantons    from  tbor 

bow'ra, 
"  lie  loves,  he  loves,  and  can  defy  their  pcwcs ! 
"  Wretch  as  I  am,  in  hia  heart  still  I  reign 
"  Pure  as  when  first  we  met,  witliout  a  stain ! 
"  Though  rum'd — lost — my  mem'ry,  like  a  chann 
"  Left  by  the  dead,  stili  keeps  his  soul  from  hamk 
"  Oh  !  never  let  him  know  how  deep  the  brow 
"  He  kiss*d  at  parting,  is  dishonorM  now  ;— 
"  Ne'er  tell  liim  how  debased,  how  suniL  ■  ahe, 
"Whom  once    he  loved— once! — 9tiU  luvei  do- 

tingly. 
"Tliou  laugh'st,  tormentor — ^what! — tboult  bnnd 

my  name? 
**  Do,  do— in  vain — hell  not  believe  my  shamfr— 
"  He  tliinksme  true,  that  naught  beneath  God's  d^y 
"Could     tempt    or    cuouge    me,    and— bo    ooce 

thought  I. 
"  But  this  is  paM — tliough  worse  than  death  my 

lot, 
"  Than  hell — 'tis  notbinar  while  he  knows  it  not 
"  Far  off  to  some  benigtiied  land  I'll  fly, 
"  Where  sunbeam  neVr  shall  enter  till  I  die ; 
"  Wliere  none  will  ask  tlie  lost  one  whence  abe 

came, 
"  But  I  may  fade  and  fall  without  a  name. 
"  And  thou— <:k«iBed  man  or  fiend,  whate'er  thoa 

art, 
"  Who  found'st  this  burning  plague-spot  in  my  heart, 
"  And  spread'st  it — oh,  so  quick ! — ^tlirough  soul  aocl 

frame, 
"  With  more  than  demon's  art,  till  I  became 
"  A  loatlisome  thing,  all  pestilence,  all  dame ! — 
"  If,  when  I'm  gone— 


» 


"  Hold,  foar!<v?s  mnniac,  hoW, 
"  Nor  tempt  my   rage — by  Heaven,  not  half  •> 

bold 
"  The  puny  bird,  that  dares  with  teawng  hum 
"  Within  the  crocodile's  stretch'd  jaws  to  come  f 

related  of  the  lapwing,  as  a  fact  to  which  he  was  wttrtcsv 
by  Paul  Lucas,  Voy*a{;e  fait  en  1714. 

The  ancient  story  concerning  the  Trochilus,'  or  humming- 
bird, entering  with  ini|innlty  into  the  mouth  of  the  cfoeo* 
dile,  is  firmly  believed  at  Javo.^— ^arrvao*#  CSsdki»  CSUm. 
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houHt  fly,  forsooth  ? — ^what ! — give  up  all 
iste  domiuion  in  the  Haram  HaH, 
low  to  Love  and  now  to  A.lla  given, 
stres  and  half  saint,  tnon  hang'st  as  even 
Medina's  tomb,  'twixt  hell  and  heaven ! 
Sy  ? — as  easily  may  reptiles  nm, 
nt  snake  once  hath  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  ; 
r,  when  caught,  the  prey  may  be 
from  his  loving  folds,  as  thou  from  me. 
'tis  fix*d — let  good  or  ill  betide, 
mine  tilt  death,   till  death   Mokanna*b 
le! 
u  forgot  thy  oath  T* — 

At  this  dread  word, 
I,  whose  spirit  hb  rude  taunts  had  stirr'd 
ill  its  depths,  and  roused  an  anger  there, 
(t   and   lighten'd   even  through  her  de- 
ir — 

ck,  as  if  a  blight  were  in  the  breath 
3  that  word,  and  staggered  pale  as  death. 

ny  sworn  bride,  let  others  seek  in  bow'rs 
dal  place — the  chamel-vault  was  ours ! 
>f  scents  and  balms,  for  thee  and  me 
rich  steams  of  sweet  mortality ; 
Ji'ring  death-lights  shone  while  we  were 

i. 

our  guests,  a  row  of  goodly  Dead, 

il  spirits  in  their  time,  no  doubt,) 

;king  shrouds  upon  the  rite  look'd  out ! 

th   thou   heard  st   more   lips   than  thine 

sat — 

up — thou     shuddVest,     Lady, — was     it 

et? 

I  we  pledged,  the  chamers  choicest  wine, 

lud  thee — ay — body  aud  soul  all  mine  ; 

ee  by  chains  that,  whether  bless'd  or  cursed 

it  now,  not  hell  itself  shall  burst ! 

roman,  to  the  Haram,  and  look  gay, 

ild,     look — any     tiling     but    sad ;    yet 

ncnt  more — from  what  this  night  hath 
'd, 

1  kaow*8t  me,  know'st  me  icell  at  last 
and  so,  foud  thing,  thou  thought'st  all 

» 

I  love  mankind  ? — I  do,  I  do— 

tasdem  ripa«  (Nili,  viz.)  ales  est  [bis.    Ea  ser- 

alamr  ova,  gratlHsiniainqnc  ex  his  escam  nldU 

S4tlinm*. 

M  of  Lanterns  is  celcbrited  at  Yamtcheon  with 

ccxice  than  anywhere  else :  and  the  report  goes, 

uinations  there  are  so  splendid,  that  an  Empe- 

daring  openJy  to  leave  his  Court  to  go  thither, 
iin^elf  with  the  Qacen  and  bpveral  Princesses 

into  the  hands  of  a  nia{;irian,  who  promised 
hem  thither  In  a  trice.    He  made  them  la  the 


85 


**  As  Tictims,  love  them ;  as  the  sea-dog  dotes 
''  Upon  the  small,  sweet  firy  that  round  him  (loata ; 
"  Or,  as  the  Nile-bird  loves  the  slime  that  givei 
"That  rank   and  venomons  food  on  which   rikt 
lives!'— 

**  And,  now  thou  seest  my  wuTt  angelic  hue, 
<*  Tie  time  these /ea^ures  were  imcurtain*d  too ;— > 
"  This  brow,  whose  light— oh  rare  celestial  light ! 
"  Hath  been  reserved  to  bless  thy  favor'd  sight ; 
''These    dazzling   eyes,    before    whose    shrouded 

might 
"Thou*8t  seen   immortal    Man   kneel   down   and 

quake— 
"  Would  that  they  were  heaven*s  lightnings  for  his 

sake! 
"  But  turn  and  look — ^then  wonder,  if  thou  wilt, 
**  That  I  should  hate,  should  take  revenge,  by  guilt, 
*'  Upon  the  hand,  whose  mischief  or  whose  mirth 
**  Sent  me  thus  maim*d  and  monstrous  upon  earth ; 
**  And  on  that  race  who,  though  more  vile  they  be 
*<  Than  mowing  apes,  are  demi-gods  to  me  ! 
*<  Here — judge  if  hell,  with  all  its  power  to  damn, 
**  Can  add  one  curse  to  the  foul  thing  I  am  !" — 

He    raided    his    veil — ^the    Maid    tum*d   slowly 
round, 
Look'd    at    him — shriek'd — and    sunk    upon    the 
groimd! 


On  their  arrival,  next  night,  at  the  place  of  en- 
campment, they  were  surprised  and  delighted  to  find 
the  groves  all  around  illuminated ;  some  artists  of 
Yamtcheou*  having  been  sent  on  previously  for  the 
purpose.  On  each  side  of  the  green  alley  which  led 
to  the  Royal  Pavilion,  artificial  sceneries  of  bamboo- 
work*  were  erected,  representing  arches,  minarets, 
and  towers,  from  which  hung  thousands  of  silken 
lanterns,  painted  by  the  most  delicate  pencils  of 
Canton.-»Nothing  could  be  more  beautiful  than  the 
leaves  of  'lie  mango-trees  and  acacias,  shining  in 
the  light  of  the  bamboo-scenery,  which  shed  a  luetse 
round  as  soft  as  that  of  the  nights  of  Peristun. 

night  to  ascend  magnificent  thrones  that  were  borne  ap  by 
swans,  which  in  a  moment  arrived  at  Yatiitchcun.  The 
Emperor  saw  at  his  leisure  all  the  solemnity,  being  carried 
apon  a  clond  that  hovered  over  the  city  and  descended  by 
degrees ;  and  came  back  again  with  the  same  ^peed  and 
equipage,  nobody  at  court  perceiving  his  absence.** — T%» 
Present  StaU  «f  Ckina^  p.  ISO 

*  See  a  description  of  the  nn^  Jals  of  Vixler  Alee  in  the 
Aaiatic  Annual  RegiHer  «f  1804. 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Lalla  Rookh,  however,  who  wai  too  muoh  ocoa- 
pied  by  the  sad  story  of  Zeuca  and  her  lover,  to 
give  a  thought  to  any  thing  elae,  except,  perhaps, 
him  who  related  it,  hurried  on  through  this  scene  of 
Rplondor  to  her  pavilion, — greatly  to  the  mortifica- 
tion of  the  poor  artists  of  Yamtcheou,— and  was 
followed  with  equal  rapidity  by  the  Great  Chamber- 
lain, cursing,  as  he  went,  that  ancient  Mandarin, 
whose  parental  anxiety  in  lighting  up  the  shores  of 
the  lake,  where  his  beloved  daughter  had  wandered 
and  been  lost,  waa  the  origin  of  these  fantastic  Chi- 
nese illuminations.' 

Without  a  moments  delay,  young  Feramorz  was 
introduced,  and  Fadladken,  who  could  never  make 
up  his  mind  as  to  the  merits  of  a  poet  till  he  knew 
the  religious  sect  to  which  he  belonged,  was  about 
to  ask  him  whether  he  was  a  Shia  or  a  Sooni,  when 
Lalla  Rookh  impatiently  clapped  her  hands  for 
silence,  and  the  youth,  beiug  seated  upon  the 
musnud  near  her,  proceeded  :— 


Prepare    thy  soul,    young    Azim  ! — thou  hast 
braved 
Tlie   bandd  of    Greece,  still   mighty  though  en- 
slaved ; 
Ilast  faced  iier  phalanx,  armM  with  all  its  fame, 
Iler  Macedonian  pikes  and  globes  of  flame  ; 
All  this  hast  fronted,  with  firm  heart  and  brow  ; 
But  a  more  perilous  trial  waits  thee  now, — 
Woman's  bright  eyes,  a  dazzlipg  hont  of  eyes 
From  every  laud  u  hero  woman  smiles  or  sighs ; 
Of  every  hue,  as  Love  may  chance  to  raise 
His  black  or  azure  banner  in  their  blaze  ; 
And  each  sweet  mode  of  warfare,  from  the  fiash 
That  liglitens  boldly  through  the  shadowy  lasli, 

1  "The  vuljiir  a*cril»e  It  lo  an  accident  that  happened  !n 
the  family  ofa  fMinoux  Mandarin,  whoso  daaphler,  walking 
one  evening  .upon  the  shore  of  a  lake,  fell  in  and  was 
drowned :  this  afflicted  father,  with  his  family,  ran  thither, 
and,  the  bftter  to  find  her.  hccauicd  a  great  company  of  lan- 
terns to  lie  li|!ht(;d.  All  the  inhabitants  of  the  place  thronj^ed 
after  him  with  torches.  The  year  ensuing  they  made  flros 
upon  the  shores  the  same  day  ;  ihey  continued  tho  ceremo- 
ny every  year,  every  one  lighted  his  lantern,  and  by  degrees 
It  eoniiiienced  into  a  custom." — Present  SUtU  of  China. 

*  "Thou  hast  ravUthed  my  heart  with  one  of  thine  eyes.** 
^8ot.  Song. 

*  *'  They  lineed  the  ends  of  her  fingers  scarlet  with  Henna, 
B«»  that  they  rc<<emhtod  branches  of  coral.** — SUny  ofPrinet 
F'JLltnn  in  Bakardanuth. 

*  **1  lie  women  bhrken  the  Inside  of  their  eyelids  with  a 
poK  der  named  tho  black  Kohol.** — Rnttd. 


T9  the  sly,  stealing  splendors,  almost  hidf 
Like  swords  half-aheath'd,  beneath  the  downciit 
Such,  AziM,  is  the  lovely,  luminous  host        P^i^ 
Now  led  against  thee ;  and,  let  conqu'iUB  bosst 
Their  fields  of  fame,  he  who  in  virtue  arms 
A  young,  warm  spirit  against  beauty's  chaimi, 
Who  feels  her  brightness,  yet  defies  her  thxaU, 
Is  the  best,  bravest  conqu'ror  of  them  all. 

Now,  tlm>ugh    the    Haram    chamben,  moriii 

lights 
And  busy  shapes  proclaim  the  toilet's  rites  \ — 
From  room  to  room  the  ready  handmaids  hie, 
Some  skill'd  to  wreath  the  turban  tastefully, 
Or  hang  the  veil,  in  negik^nce  of  shade. 
O'er  the  warm  blushes  of  the  youthful  maid. 
Who,  if  between  the  folds  but  one  eye  shone, 
like    Seba's    Queen    could    vanquish    with  thit 

onei" — 
While  some  bring  leaves  of  Henna,  to  imbue 
The  fingers'  ends  with  a  bright  roseate  hue,' 
So  bright,  that  in  the  mirror's  depth  they  seem 
Like  tips  of  coral  branches  in  the  stream: 
And  others  mix  the  Kohol's  jetty  dye. 
To  give  that  long,  dark  languish  to  the  eye,* 
Which  makes  the  maids,  whom  kings  are  proud  to 

cull 
From  fair  Circassia*9  vales,  so  beauUfuL 
All  is  in  motion ;  ringr*,  and  plumes,  and  peaib 
Are  shining  ev*rywhere : — some  younger  girls 
Are  gone  by  moonlight  to  the  garden-beds. 
To  gather  fresh,  cool  chaplets  for  their  heads ;~ 
Gay  creatures !  sweet,  though  mournful,  'Us  to  see   ' 
How  each  prefers  a  gariand  from  that  tree  j 

Which  brings  to  mind  her  child hood*s  innocent  dsj   : 
Aud  the  dear  fields  and  friendships  far  away.  | 

The  maid  of  India,  blcss'd  again  to  hold 
In  her  full  lap  tlio  Champac's  leaves  of  gold,*  | 

Thinks  of  the  time  when,  by  the  Ganges!'  flood,       I 
Her  little  playmates  scattered  many  a  bud  | 

Upon  her  long  black  hair,  with  glossy  gleam  | 

Just  dripping  from  the  consecrated  stream ;  , 

"  None  of  these  ladies,**  says  Shaw,  **  take  tbeanelves  to 
be  completely  dressed,  till  Ihey  have  tinged  the  hair  asA 
edges  of  their  eyelids  with  the  powder  of  lead-ore.  Now, 
as  this  operation  is  performed  by  dipping  first  into  the  pow- 
der a  small  wooden  bodkin  of  the  thickness  of  a  qnill,  aa^ 
then  drawing  It  afterwards  through  the  eyelids  over  the  ball 
of  the  eye,  we  shall  have  a  lively  image  of  what  the  Pro* 
phet  (Jcr.  Iv.  30)  may  be  supposed  to  meaui  by  reiuUag  tht 
ejfe*  with  painting.  This  practice  Is  no  doubt  of  great  aoti* 
quity ;  for  besides  the  Instance  already  taken  notice  oC  w« 
find  that  where  Jezebel  Is  said  (S  Kings,  Iz.  30}  to  hnt 
painted  herface^  the  original  words  are.  tka  m^iuUdkmrtfm 
with  the  powder  tf  lead-ore.** — Siaw*§  Travels. 

>  "The  appearance  of  the  blossoms  of  the  gold-eclofel 
Champac  on  the  black  hair  of  the  Indian  wwnen  has  sn^ 
piled  the  Sanscrit  Poets  with  many  elegant  allasloM  *^— 
Bee  Asiatic  JKeseareAs*,  vol.  Iv. 
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e  young  Arab,  haunted  by  the  smell        * 
wn  mountain  flow'ny  as  by  a  spell, — 
et  Rlcaya,'  and  that  courteous  tree 
3WS  to  all  who  seek  its  canopy,* 
?i  up  round  her  by  these  magic  scents, 
,  the  camels,  and  her  father's  tents ; 
the  home  she  left  with  little  pam, 
les  ev*n  its  sorrows  back  again ! 

vhile,  through  vast  illuminated  halls, 
d  bright,  where  nothing  but  the  falls 
int  waters,  gushing  with  cool  sound 
iny  a  jasper  fount,  is  heard  impound, 
iZiM  roams  bewildered, — nor  can  guess 
?ans  this  maze  of  light  and  loneliness. 
)  way  leads,  o'er  tesselated  floors 
of  Cairo,  through  long  corridors, 
-anged  in  caasolets  and  silver  urns, 
ood  of  aloe  or  of  sandal  bums ; 
y  nxls,  such  as  illume  at  night 
're  of  Tibet,'  send  forth  odorous  light, 
is*  wands,  when  polntiug  out  the  road 
)  pure  Spirit  to  its  blest  abode  :— 
*,  at  once,  the  glittering  saloon 
)  his  sight,  boundless  and  bright  as  noon ; 
n  the  midst,  reflecting  back  the  rays 
a  rainbows,  a  fresh  fountain  plays 
th*  enamell'd  cupola,  which  tow'rs 
mih  Arabesques  oi  goid  and  riow^n 
mosaic  floor  beneath  shines  through 
ikling  of  that  fouutain*s  silv*ry  dew, 
wet,  glist'uing  shells,  of  ev'ry  dye, 
the  margin  of  the  Red  Sea  lie. 

oo  he  traces  the  kind  visitings 
ui's  love  in  those  fair,  living  things 
and  wave,  whose  fate— in  bondage  thrown 
weak  loveliness — is  like  her  own ! 
ide  gleaming  with  a  sudden  grace 
water,  brilliant  as  the  crj'stal  vase 
it  undulates,  small  fishes  shine, 
ten  ingots  from  a  fairy  mine  ! — 

f.imon^  for  \t%  perfume,  and  common  on  the  hills 
. — JViVAwAr. 

irenos  mimosa,  **  which  droops  its  branches  when- 
er«on  approaches  it,  seeming  as  if  it  saluted  those 
an«ier  il9  shade/*— /AtV/. 

;s  are  a  principal  Ingredient  in  the  composition  of 
led  rods,  which  men  of  rank  keep  constantly  bom- 
r  presence."— TVrner'*  Tibet 
d'ou  vient  le  bois  d*aiot!s,  que  les  Arabes  appel- 
Vmiari.  et  celai  du  sandal,  qui  s'y  troave  en  grande 
—irHerMot. 
jsands  of  variegated  loories  visit  the  coral-treei.** 

>cca  there  are  qaantities  of  bine  pigeons,  which 

iflfight  or  abase,  msch  less  kill.'*— Ptil't  Accoont 

liuntetans. 

Pagoda  Thnish  Is  esteemed  among  the  first  chor- 


While,  on  the  other,  latticed  lightly  in 

With  odoriferous  woods  of  Comomn,^ 

Each  brilliant  bird  that  wings  the  air  is  seen ;— - 

Gay,  sparkling  loories,  such  as  gleam  between 

The  crimson  blossoms  of  the  coral  tree* 

In  the  warm  isles  of  India's  simny  sea : 

Mecca's  blue  sacred  pigeon,*  and  the  thrush 

Of  Hindostan,^  whose  holy  warblings  gush, 

At  evening,  from  the  tall  pagoda's  top ; — 

Those  golden  birds  that,  in  the  spice-time,  drop 

About  the  gardens,  drunk  with  that  sweet  food* 

Whose  scent  hath  lured  them  o'er  the  summer  flood  f 

And  those  that  imder  Araby's  soft  stm 

Build  their  high  nests  of  budding  cinnamon  ;^ 

In  short,  all  rare  and  beauteous  things,  that  fly 

Through  the  piue  element,  here  calmly  lie 

Sleeping  in  light,  like  the  green  birds"  that  c  ^ell 

In  Eden's  radiant  fields  of  asphodel ! 

So  on,  through  scenes  past  all  imagining. 
More  like  the  luxiuies  of  that  impious  King," 
Whom  Death's  dark  Angel,  with  his  lightning  torch, 
Struck  down  and  blasted  ev'n  m  Pleasure's  porch, 
Than  the  pure  dwelling  of  a  Prophet  sent, 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  sword,  for  man's  enfranchise- 
ment— 
Yoimg  AziM  wander'd,  looking  sternly  round. 
His  simple  garb  and  war-boots'  clanking  soimd 
But  dl  according  wiJi  the  pomp  and  grace 
And  silent  lull  of  that  voluptuous  place. 

"  U  this,  then,"  thought  the  youth,  "  is  this  the 
way 
"  To  free  man's  spirit  from  the  dead'ning  sway 
'*  Of  woridly  sloth, — ^to  teach  him  while  he  lives, 
"  To  know  no  bliss  but  that  which  virtue  gives, 
**  And  when  he  dies,  to  leave  his  lofly  name 
"  A  light,  a  landmark  on  the  cliffi  of  fame  7 
"  It  was  not  so.  Land  of  the  generous  thought 
**  And  daring  deed,  thy  godlike  sages  taught ; 
"  It  was  not  thus,  in  bowers  of  wanton  ease, 
'*  Thy  Freedom  nursed  her  sacred  energies ; 

Isters  of  India.  It  sits  perched  on  the  sacred  pagodas,  and 
from  thence  delivers  its  melodious  song.**— PeiiHaii<*«  Hin- 
dostan. 

*  Tavemier  adds,  that  while  the  Birds  of  Paradise  He  In 
this  Intoxicated  state,  the  emmets  come  and  eat  off  their 
legs ;  and  that  hence  It  Is  they  are  said  to  have  no  feet. 

*  Birds  of  Paradise,  which,  at  the  nutmeg  season,  come  In 
flights  from  the  southern  Isies  to  India ;  and  **  the  strength  of 
the  nutmeg,*'  says  Tavsmtrr,  *'  so  Intoxicates  them  that  they 
fall  '^ead  drunk  to  the  earth.** 

10  ^  That  bird  which  llveth  In  Arabia,  and  buildeth  Its  nest 
with  cinnamon.**— Ar«wa*«  Vulgar  Errors. 

11  "The  spirits  of  the  martyrs  will  be  lodged  In  the  cr:  ps 
of  green  birds.**- Oi66«m,  vol.  Ix.,  p.  4SI. 

n  Sbedad,  who  nade  the  delicious  gardens  of  Irlm.  hi  Imi- 
tation of  ParHdlte,  and  was  destroyed  by  .'Ightulng  the  first 
time  he  attempted  to  eater  thesk 
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**  Oh !  not  beneath  th*  enfeebling,  with'ring  glow 

**  Of  such  dull  lux*ry  did  those  myrtles  grow, 

"  With  which  she  ^Teath*d  her  sword,  when  she 

would  dare 
**  Immortal  deeds ;  but  in  the  bracing  air 
**  Of  toil,— of  temperance, — of  that  high,  rare, 
"  Ethereal  virtue,  which  alone  can  breathe 
<*  Life,  health,  and  lustre  into  Freedom's  wreath. 
**  Who,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press,—* 
**  This  speck  of  life  in  time's  great  wilderness, 
"  This  uaiTow  isthmus  *twixt  two  boundless  seas, 
**  The  past,  the  future,  two  eternities ! — 
*  Would  sully  the  brigrht  spot,  or  leave  it  bare, 
**  When  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 
"  A  name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  spacei 
*'  And  be  each  purer  soul's  higrh  resting-place. 
*'  But  no— it  cannot  be,  that  one,  whom  God 
'*  lias    sent    to    break    the    wizard    Falsehood's 

rod, — 
"  A  Prophet  of  the  Truth,  whose  mission  draws 
**  Its  rights  from  Heaven,  should  thus  profane  its 

cause 
"With   the  world's  vulgar  pomps;  —  no,  no« — I 

see— 
**  He  thinks  me  weak — this  glare  of  luxury 
«  Is  but  to  tempt,  to  try  the  eaglet  gaze 
"Of  my  young  soul — shine  on,  'twill  stand  the 

Waze !" 

So  thought  the  youth  ; — but,  ev'n  while  he  de6ed 
Tills  witching  scene,  he  felt  its  witch'ry  glide 
Throngli   ev'ry  sense.      The    perfume    breathing 

round, 
Like  a  pervading  spirit ; — the  still  sound 
Of  falling  waters,  lulling  as  the  song 
Of  Indian  bees  at  sunset,  when  they  throng 
Around  the  fragrant  Nilica,  and  deep 
In  its  blue  blossoms  hum  themselves  to  sleep  ;* 
And  music,  too— dear  music !  that  can  touch 
Beyond  all  else  the  soul  that  loves  it  much— 
Now  heard  far  off,  so  far  as  but  to  seem 
Like  the  faint,  exquisite  music  of  a  dream  ; 
All  was  too  mucli  for  him,  too  full  of  bliss. 
The  lieail  could  nothing  feel,  that  felt  not  tills ; 
SoflcnM  he  sunk  upon  a  couch,  and  gave 
His  soul  up  tu  sweet  thoughts,  like  wave  on  wave 
Succewliug  in  smooth  seas,  when  storms  are  laid ; 
He  thougiit  of  Zelica,  his  own  dear  maid. 
And  of  the  time  when,  full  of  blissful  eighs. 
They  sat  and  iook*d  into  each  other*s  eyes, 
Silent  and  happy — as  if  God  had  giv'n 
Naught  else  worth  looking  at  on  this  side  heav*n. 


>  *'  My  Panuit^  assure  me  that  the  plant  before  as  (the 
(fUlca)  U  their  Sephnllca,  thus  nnmed  because  the  bees  are 
■apposed  to  sleep  on  its  blossoms.** — Sir  ff,  Jonet. 


"  Oh,  my  loved  mistress,  thou,  wbon  spiiit  iti 
"  Is  with  me,  rxmzd  me,  wander  where  I  wiU— 
"  It  is  for  thee,  for  thee  alone  I  seek 
"  The  paths  of  glory ;  to  light  up  thy  cheek 
"  With  warm  approval — in  that  gentle  look, 
"  To  read  my  praise,  as  in  an  angel's  book, 
"  And  think  all  toils  rewarded,  when  from  tbce 
"  I  gain  a  smile  worth  unmortality  ! 
"  How  shall  I  bear  the  moment,  when  restored 
"  To  that  yoimg  heart  where  I  alone  am  Loid, 
"  Though   of   such    bliss    unworthy,  —  siDce  (hi 

best 
**  Alone  deserve  to  be  the  happioet : — 
**  When  from  those  lips,  unbreath'd  upon  for  ytta, 
**  I  shall  again  kiss  off  the  soul-felt  tears, 
"And  find  those  tears  warm  an  when  last  thif 

started, 
"  Those  sacred  kisses  pure  aa  when  we  parted 
"  O  my  own  life ! — why  should  a  single  day, 
"  A  moment  keep  me  from  those  arms  awayf* 


While  thus  he  thinks,  still  nearer  on  the 
Come  those  delicious,  dream-like  harmonies^ 
Each  note  of  whicn  out  adds  new,  downy  links 
To  the  soft  chain  in  which  his  spirit  nnka. 
He  turns  him  toward  the  sound,  and  far  away 
Through  a  long  vista,  sparkling  with  the  play 
Of  countless  lamps,~4ike  the  rich  track  wfcidi 

Day 
Leaves  on  the  waters,  when  he  sinks  fimm  oi, 
So  long  the  path,  its  light  so  tremulous  ^ 
He  sees  a  group  of  femah  forms  advance, 
Some  chain'd  together  in  the  mazy  dance 
By  fetters,  forged  in  the  green  sunny  bow'n, 
As  they  were  captives  to  tlie  King  of  flow'is  f 
And  some  disporting  round,  unliuk'd  and  free. 
Who  seem'd  to  mock  their  sisten'  slavery ; 
And  round  and  roimd  them  still,  in  wheeling  fligbl 
Went,  like  gay  moths  about  a  lamp  at  night ; 
\Vliile  others  waked,  as  gracefully  along 
Their  feet  kept  tune,  the  very  soul  of  song 
From  psalt'ry,  pipe,  and  lutes  of  heav'niy  thriD, 
Or  their  own  youthful  voices,  heav*nlier  stOL 
Aud  now  they  come,  now  pass  before  his  eye. 
Forms  such  as  Nature  moulds,  when  she  woidd 


vie 


With  Fancy*s  pencil,  and  give  birth  to  things 
Lovely  beyond  its  fairest  picttiringa. 
Awhile  they  dance  before  him,  then  divide. 
Breaking,  like  rosy  clouds  at  even-tide 
Around  the  rich  pavilion  o"  the  sun,— 
Till  silently  di^rsing,  one  by  one. 


•  **Tbey  deferred  It  U11  the  KlBgorFkmefS8boold8!ras< 
hU  throne  of  enamelled  folisfa  '— 7)k«  BaMariunuAB 
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many  a  path,  that  from  the  chamber  leadi 
;ds,  terraces,  and  moonlight  meads, 
(tant  laughter  comes  upon  the  wind, 
one  trembling  nymph  remains  behind,— 
ig  them  back  in  vain,  for  they  are  gone, 
is  led  in  all  that  light  alone ; 

0  curtain  o*er  her  beauteous  brow, 
ung  bashfulness  more  beauteous  now ; 
ht  golden  chain- work  round  her  hair,' 
the  maids  of  Yezd*  and  Shiras  wear, 
lich,  on  eitlier  side,  gracefully  hung 

1  amulet,  in  th*  Arab  tongue, 

n  o*er  with  some  immortal  line 
>ly  Writ,  or  bard  scarce  less  divine ; 
it  left  hand,  as  shrinkingly  she  stood, 
mall  lute  of  gold  and  sandal-wood, 
once  or  twice,  she  touched  with  hurried 
rain, 

>k  her  trembling  fingeis  off  again, 
n  at  length  a  timid  glance  she  stole 
,  the  sweet  gravity  of  soul 
through  all  his  features  calm*d  her  fear, 
3  a  half-tamed  antelope,  more  near, 
shrinking  still,  she  came; — then  sat  her 
9wn 

nnsnudV  edge,  and,  bolder  grown, 
ithetic  mode  of  Isfahan* 
a  preluding  strain,  and  thus  began : — 

I  bower  of  roses  by  BexdemeerV  stream, 
he  nightingale  sings  round  it  all  the  day 

ng; 

ime  of  my  childhood  'twas  like  a  sweet 

'earn, 

in  the  roses  and  hear  the  bird*s  song 

ver  and  its  music  I  never  forget, 

t  when  alone,  in  the  bloom  of  the  year, 

•is  the  nightingale  singing  there  yet? 

le  roses  still  bright  by  the  cahn  Bende- 

EER? 

XMes  soon  withered  that  hung  o*er  the  wave, 

>me  blossoms  were  gathered,  while  freshly 

tey  shone, 

lew  was  distili'd  from  their  flowers,  that 

ive 

)  fragrance  of  summer,  when  summer  was 

}ne 

of  the  hend-dreuet  of  the  Persian  women  U 

of  a  light  golden  ehaln-work,  set  with  mmtl 

Ji  a  thin  gold  place  pendent,  alKrai  tlie  bignsM  of 

ece,  on  which  l«  impressed  an  ArabUui  prayer,  and 

ngs  apon  the  eheek  below  the  ear.**— Hoawcy** 

alnly  the  women   of  Yezd  are  the  handsasneat 
Persia.  The  proverb  is,  rhat  to  live  happy  a 


Thus  memory  draws  fh>m  delight,  ere  it  dies. 
An  essence  that  breathes  of  it  many  a  year ; 

Thus  bright  to  my  soul,  as  'twas  then  to  my  eyet, 
Is  that  bower  on  the  banks  of  the  calm  Dkndc< 
mbkr! 


"Poor  maiden!**   thought  the  youth,  "\£  thou 

wert  sent, 
With  thy  soft  lute  and  beauty's  blandishment. 
To  wake  miholy  wishes  in  this  heart. 
Or  tempt  iti  troth,  thou  little  know'st  the  art 
For  though  thy  lip  should  sweetly  counsel  wrong, 
Those  vesta]  eyes  would  disavow  iti  song. 
But  thou  hast  breathed  such  purity,  thy  lay 
Returns  so  fiindly  to  youth's  virtuous  day, 
And  leads  tliy  soul — if  e'er  it  wander'd  thenc»— 
So  gently  back  to  its  first  iimocence. 
That  I  would  sooner  stop  the  cmchain'd  dove. 
When  swift  returning  to  its  home  of  love. 
And  round  iti  snowy  wing  new  fetters  twine. 
Than  turn  from  virtue  one  pure  wish  of  thine  !** 


Scarce  had  this  feeling  pass'd,  when,  sparkling 
through 
The  gently  opeu'd  curtains  of  light  blue 
That  veil'd  the  breezy  casement,  countless  eyes. 
Peeping  like  stars  through  the  blue  ev'ning  skies, 
Look'd  laughing  in,  as  if  to  mock  the  pair 
That  sat  so  still  and  melancholy  there  :— 
And  now  the  curtains  fly  apart,  and  in 
From  the  cool  air,  'mid  show'rs  of  jessamine 
Which  those  without  fling  after  them  in  play. 
Two  lightsome  maidens  spring,— lightsome  as  f  liey 
Who  live  in  th'  air  on  odors, — and  around 
The  bright  saloon,  scarce  conscious  of  the  ground. 
Chase  one  another,  in  a  varying  dance 
Of  mirth  and  languor,  coyness  and  advance, 
Too  eloquently  like  love's  warm  pursuit : — 
While  she,  who  sung  so  gently  to  the  lute 
Her  dream  of  home,  steals  timidly  away. 
Shrinking  as  violets  do  in  summer's  ray, — 
But  takes  with  her  from  Azm's  heart  that  sigh, 
We  sometimes  giv3  to  forms  that  pass  us  by 
In  the  worid*s  crowd,  too  lovely  to  remain, 
Creatures  of  light  we  never  see  again ! 

Around  the  white  necks  of  the  nymphs  wbo 
danced 
Hung  careauets  of  orient  gems,  that  glanced 

mast  hnve  a  wife  of  Ye«d.  eat  the  bread  of  Tesdeeaa,  and 
drink  the  wine  of  Hhiraa.**— 7k««mMr. 

*  Musnnds  are  cashlooed  saats,  nsvally  reserred  tor  per- 
sons of  distinction. 

«  The  Persians,  like  the  aoeleat  Greeks,  call  their  srasl- 
eal  modes  or  Perdas  by  the  naines  of  dlifeient  coantrles  ei 
dtles«  as  the  mode  of  IsAhan,  the  mode  of  Irak,  Ice. 

•  A  river  which  flows  near  the  relM  of  ChiUniaar. 


390 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


More  brilliant  than  the  aea-glasB  ^iViing  o'er 

The  hills  of  crystal  on  the  Caspian  shore  ;* 

While  from  their  long,  dark  tresses,  in  a  fall 

Of  curls  descendmg,  bells  as  musical 

As  those  that,  on  the  golden-shafted  trees 

Of  Edcn,  shake  in  tho  eternal  breeze,* 

Rung  round  their  steps,  at  eVry  bound  more  sweet, 

As  'twere  th'  ecstatic  language  of  their  feet 

At   length  the  chase  was   o'er,  and  they  stood 

wreath'd 
Within  each  other's  arms;  while  soft  there  breathed 
Through  the  cod  casement,  mingled  with  the  sighs 
Of  moonlight  flow'rs,  music  that  seem'd  to  rise 
From  some  still  lake,  so  liquidly  it  rose ; 
And,  as  it  sweird  again  at  each  faint  close, 
The  ear  could  track  througb  all  that  maxe  of  chords 
And  young  sweet  voices,  these  impassion'd  words : 

A  Spirit  there  is,  whose  fragrant  sigh 
Is  burning  now  through  earth  and  air ; 

Where  cheeks  are  blushing,  the  Spirit  is  nigh, 
Where  lips  are  meeting,  the  Spirit  is  there ! 

His  breath  is  the  soul  of  flow'rs  like  these, 
And  his  floating  eyes — oh !  they  resemble* 

Blue  water-lilies,*  when  the  breeze 
Is  making  the  stream  around  them  tremble. 

Hail  to  thee,  hail  to  thee,  kindling  pow'r ! 

Spirit  of  Love,  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 
Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hour. 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  thi& 

By  the  fair  and  brave 

Who  blushing  unite. 
Like  the  sun  and  wave. 

When  they  meet  at  night ; 

By  the  tear  that  shows 

When  passion  is  nigh, 
As  the  rain-drop  flows 

From  the  heat  of  the  sky ; 

^  "To  the  north  of  us  (on  the  coast  of  tho  Caspian,  near 
Badkn)  was  a  uionntain,  which  sparkled  like  diamonds,  ari- 
sing fh)in  the  sea-glass  and  crystals  with  which  It  abounds.*' 
-^ Journey  oftkt  Rutgian  JtmbasModor  to  PeroiUi  1746. 

s  **  To  which  will  be  added  the  sonnd  of  the  l>clls,  hanging 
oo  the  trees,  which  will  be  pat  In  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
eeeding  from  the  throne  oCGod,  as  oAen  as  the  blessed  wish 
for  music.'* — Salt* 

*  *'  Whose  wanton  eyes  resemble  blue  water-lilies,  agi- 
tated  by  the  brecxe." — Jaj/adneu 

*  The  bloc  lotus,  which  grows  in  Cashmere  and  In  Persia. 

*  It  has  been  generally  supposed  that  the  Mahometans 
pnihibit  all  pictures  of  animals ;  but  TWmat  shows  that, 
though  the  practice  is  Hirbidden  by  the  Koran,  they  hn  not 
inoro  averse  to  painted  figures  and  Images  than  other  people. 
From  Mr.  M-irphy*s  worlt,  too,  we  And  that  the  Arabs  of 
Spain  had  no  objection  to  the  Introduction  of  figure*  into 
painting. 

*  This  is  not  quite  astronomically  true.    *  Dr.  Hadley 


By  the  first  love-beat 
t>f  the  youthful  heart» 

By  the  bliss  to  meet. 
And  the  pam  to  part ; 

By  all  that  thou  hast 

To  mortals  given, 
Which— oh,  could  it  last. 

This  earth  were  heaven  I 

We  call  thee  hither,  entrancing  Power  I 
Spirit  of  Love !  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 

Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hour, 
And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet 


thk 


Impatient  of  a  scene,  whose  lux'ries  stole, 
Spite  of  himself,  too  deep  into  his  soul. 
And  where,  midst  all  that  the  yoimg  heart  lovoi 

most, 
Flow'rs,  music,  smiles,  to  yield  was  to  be  lost. 
The  youth  had  started  up,  and  tum'd  away 
From  the  light  nymphs,  and  their  Inznrioas  lay. 
To  muse  upon  the  pictures  that  htmg  roimd,*— 
Bright  images,  that  spoke  without  a  soirad. 
And  views,  like  vistas  into  fairy  ground. 
But  here  again  new  spells  came  o'er  his  eeDse  ^ 
All  that  the  pencil's  mute  omnipotence 
Could  call  up  into  life,  of  soft  and  fair, 
Of  fond  and  passionate,  was  glowing  there; 
Nor  yet  too  warm,  but  touch'd  with  that  fine  ait 
Which  paints  of  pleasure  but  the  purer  paxt ; 
Which   knows    ev'n    Beauty  when  'half-veil'd  ii 

best, — 
Like  her  own  radiant  planet  of  the  west. 
Whose  orb  when  half  retired  looks  loveliest* 
There  huug  the  history  of  the  Genii-King, 
Traced  through  each  gay,  voluptuotis  wandering 
With   her   from   Saba's  bowers,  in  whose  bright 

eyes 
He  read  that  to  be  Uest  is  to  be  wise  :''^ 

(says  Kelt)  has  shown  that  Venus  is  brightest  when  she  it 
about  forty  degrees  removed  fniSB  the  s«n ;  aad  that  thsa 
but  oiUjf  a  fourth  part  of  her  lucid  disk  Is  to  be  teen  firom  the 
earth.** 

^  For  the  loves  of  King  Solomon,  (who  was  supposed  to 
preside  over  the  whole  race  of  Genii,)  with  B;ilkls«  the  Qaen 
of  Sheba  or  Saba,  see  D^HerboUt,  and  the  AVCes  m  tkt  Kom, 
chap.  3. 

*'  In  the  palace  which  Solomon  ordered  lobe  built  agslast 
the  arrival  of  the  Queen  of  Saba,  the  flof>r  or  pavement  wks 
of  transparent  glass,  laid  over  running  water,  la  which  ti*h 
were  swimming.**  This  led  the  Uneen  into  a  very  natoral 
mistake,  which  the  Koran  has  not  Ibongbt  beMath  its 
dignity  to  commeinomte.  **It  was  said  ante  ber,  *Bsiff 
the  palace.*  And  when  she  saw  it  she  Imaglafed  it  to  be  a 
great  water ;  and  she  dbeoverpd  her  lees,  by  UfUnf  ap  btr 
robe  to  pass  through  it.  "^'heMupon  Sulomoo  said  to  ber, 
*  Verily,  this  Is  the  place  evenly  flooied  with  glass.**— 
Chap.  97. 
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nd  ZrrLEiKA*  woM  with  open  aims 
brew  boy,  whi»  flies  from  her  young  eharms, 
ing,  tnrra  to  gaze,  and,  half  undone, 
that  Ileav'n  and  she  could  both  be  won ; 
re  Mohammed,  bora  for  .ore  and  guilOj 
tb'  Koran  in  his  Mart's  smile ; — 
^clcons  some  kind  angel  from  above 
new  text  to  consecrate  their  love.* 

rapid  step,  yet  pleased  and  ling*ring  eye, 
youth  pass  these  pictured  stories  by, 
sten'd  to  a  casement,  where  the  light 
!alm  moon  came  in,  and  freshly  bright 
ds  without  were  seen,  sleeping  as  still 
life  remained  in  br  j«ze  or  rill. 
lused  he,  while  the  music,  now  less  near, 
d  with  a  holier  language  on  his  ear, 
gh  the  distance,  and  that  heav'niy  ray 
1  which   the    sounds  came   floating,  took 
iway 
had  been  too  earthly  in  the  lay. 

could  he  listen  to  such  sounds  unmoved, 
that  light — ^nor  dream  of  her  he  loved  7 
on,  unconscious  boy  !  while  yet  thou  may'st ; 
last  bliss  thy  soul  shall  ever  taste. 
*t  awhile  her  image  to  thy  heart, 
the  light,  that  made  it  dear,  depart 
f  her  smiles  as  when  thou  saw'st  them  last, 
eautiful,  by  naught  of  earth  o'ercast ; 
ler  tears,  to  thee  at  parting  giv'n, 
they  weep,  if  angels  weep,  in  Heaven, 
in  her  own  still  bower  she  waits  thee  now, 
e  same  glow  of  heart  and  bloom  of  brow, 
ned  in  solitude— thine  all,  thine  only, 
i  one  star  above  thee,  bright  and  lonely. 
It  a  dream  so  sweet,  so  long  enjoy *d, 
be  so  sadly,  cruelly  destroyed  ! 

song  is  hush'd,  the   laughing    ^.vmphs   are 

lown, 

is  lefl,  musing  of  bliss,  alone  ; — 

—no,  not  alone — that  heavy  sigh, 

lb  of  grief,   which   broke   from   some   one 

ugh— 

:ould  it  be  7— alas  !  is  misery  found 

reu  here,  on  this  enchanted  ground  7 

s,  and  sees  a  female  form,  close  veiPd, 

',  as  if  both  heart  and  strength  had  faifd, 

irife  of  Putiphnr.  thus  nHiin;*!  !>)  ihe  OricnUils. 
Mission  which  this  frnit  ItCMUty  of  antiquity  cnncelv- 
'  youof  iletirvw  shive.  has  given  r'lfo  to  a  niuch-c«- 
wm  In  the  Per«lNn  InnitUNge,  entitled  Yustfvau  Z#- 
^omreddin  Jami ;  the  nmnuscript  copy  of  which, 
NJIcinn  Libntry  at  Oxford,  is  sappo^d  to  be  the 
the  whole  worid.**— A*0(«  vfim  JfotC$  Tranalati9% 


Against  a  pillar  near ; — not  glttt'ring  o'er 

With  gems  and  wreaths,  such  as  the  others  n^or*, 

But  in  that  deep-blue,  melancholy  dress,* 

Bokhara's  maidens  wear  rn  mindfulness 

Of  firiends  or  kindred,  dead  or  far  away  ;'— 

And  such  as  Zklica  had  on  that  day 

He  led  her — when,  with  heart  too  full  to  speak, 

He  took  away  her  last  warm  tears  upon  his  cheek. 

A  strange  emotion  stirs  within  him, — more 
Than  mere  compassion  ever  waked  before ; 
Unconsciously  he  opes  his  arms,  while  she 
Springs  forward,  as  with  life's  last  energy. 
But,  swooning  in  that  one  convulsive  bound, 
Sinks,  ere  she  reac  b  his  arms,  upon  the  ground  ;— 
Her  veil  falb  ofi^— het   aint  hands  dosp  hia  ku' 
'Tis  she  herself! — 'tis  Zeuca  he  sees ! 
But,  ah,  so  pale,  so  cl  tanged — none  but  a  lover 
Coukl  in  that  wreck  of  beauty's  shrine  discover 
The  once-adored  divinity— ev'n  he 
Stood  for  some  moments  route,  and  doubtingly 
Put  back  the  ringlets  from  her  brow,  and  gazed 
Upon  those  lids,  where  once  such  lustre  blazed, 
£re  he  could  think  she  was  indeed  his  own. 
Own  darling  maid,  whom  he  so  long  had  known 
In  joy  and  sorrow,  beautiful  in  both ; 
Who,  ev'n  when  grief  was  heaviest — when  loath 
He  left  her  for  the  wars — ^in  that  worst  hour 
Sat  in  her  sorrow  like  the  sweet  night-flow'r,^ 
When  darkness  brings  its  weeping  glories  out. 
And  spreads  its  sighs  like  fratikinceuse  about. 


M 


Look  up,  my  Zelioa— one  moment  show 
Those  gentle  eyes  to  me,  that  1  may  know 
Thy  life,  thy  loveliness  is  not  all  gone. 
But  theret  at  least,  shines  as  it  ever  shone. 
Come,  look  upon  thy  Azim— one  dear  glance. 
Like  those  of  old,  were  heav'n  !  whatever  chance 
Hath  brought  thee  here,  oh,  'twas  a  blessed  on  * ! 
There — my  loved  lips — ^they  noeve— that  kiss  haul 

run 
Like  the  first  shoot  of  life  through  every  vein, 
Aud  now  I  clasp  her,  mine,  all  mine  again. 
Oh  the  delight — now,  in  this  very  hour. 
When  had  the  whole  rich  world  been  in  my  pow'r, 
I  should  have  singled  out  thee,  only  thee. 
From  the  whoie  worid's  collected  treasury— 
To  have  thee  here — to  hang  thtis  fondly  o'er 
My  own,  best,  purest  Zkuoa  once  more !" 


1  The  pnrticainrs  of  Mahomet's  amour  with  Mary,  the  Co|>- 
tic  Biri,  in  justification  of  which  he  added  a  new  chnpter  to 
the  Ki»ran,  way  tie  found  in  QagmUr^»  JfmU»  upon  JikuiftiMf 
PL  151. 

«  "  Deep  blue  is  their  mourning  coior.**~/raaiMy. 

4  The  sorrowful  nyetanthss,  which  beglas  to  sptead  Its 
rich  odor  after  sanset. 
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It  was  indeed  the  touch  of  those  fond  lips 
Upon  her  eyes  that  chased  their  short  eclipsei 
And,  gradual  as  the  snow,  at  Heaven's  breath. 
Melts  ofi*  and  shows  the  azure  flow'rs  beneaih« 
Her  lids  unclosed,  and  the  bright  eyes  were  seen 
Gazing  on  his — not,  as  they  late  had  been. 
Quick,  restless,  wild,  but  mournfully  serene ; 
As  if  to  lie,  ev*n  for  that  tranced  minute. 
So  near  liis  heart,  had  consolation  in  it ; 
And  thus  to  wake  in  his  beloved  caress 
Took  from  her  soul  one  half  its  wretchedness. 
But,  when  she  heard  him  call  her  good  and  pure. 
Oh,  *twas  too  much — too  dreadful  to  endure ! 
Shuddering  she  broke  away  from  his  embrace, 
And,  hiding  with  both  hands  her  guilty  (ace. 
Said,  in  a  tone  whose  anguish  would  have  riv*n 
A  heart  of  very  marble,  "  Pure  I — oh  Heav*n !" — 

That  tone— those  looks  so  changed— 'the  wither 
ing  blight. 
That  sin  and  sorrow  leave  where*er  they  light ; 
The  dead  despondency  of  those  sunk  eyes. 
Where  once,  had  he  thus  met  her  by  surprise, 
He  would  have  seen  himself,  too  happy  boy, 
Reflected  in  a  thousand  lights  of  joy ; 
And  then  the  place, — that  bright,  unholy  place. 
Where  vice  lay  hid  beneath  each  winning  grace 
And  charm  of  lux'ry,  as  the  viper  weaves 
Its  wily  covering  of  sweet  balsam  leaves,'— 
All  struck  upon  his  heart,  sudden  and  cold 
As  death  itself; — it  needs  not  to  be  told — 
No,  no — he  sees  it  all,  plain  as  the  brand 
Of  burning  shame  can  mark — whatever  the  hand, 
That  could  from  Heav'n  and  him  such  brightn 

sever, 
*Tis  done— to  Heav*n  and  him  she's  lost  forever ! 
It  was  a  dreadful  moment ;  not  the  tears. 
The  lingering,  lasting  misery  of  years 
Could  match  that  minute's  anguish — all  the  wont 
Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  burst 
Broke  o'er  his  soul,  and,  with  one  crash  of  fate, 
Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  his  life  desolate. 

"  Oh  I  curse  me  not,"  she  cried,  as  wild  he  toes'd 
His  desperate  hand  tow'rds  Heav'n — "  thougli  I  am 

lost, 
"  Think  not  that  guilt,  that  falsehood  made  me  fall, 
**  No,  no — 'twas  grief,  'twas  madness  did  it  all ! 
"Nay,  doubt  me  not— though  all  thy  love  hath 

ceased — 
*<  I  know  it  hath — yet,  yet  believe,  at  least, 
"  That  every  spark  ot  reason's  light  must  be 
'*  Quench'd  in  this  brain,  ere  I  could  stray  ^rom  thee. 

*        I  "  Conccrnlnir  ihe  vipers,  which  PHny  says  were  ftequcnt 
t    amcmg  the  iMilsaiu-trces,  I  made  very  particalar  Inquiry ; 

i 


'*  They  told  me  thou  wort  dead — ^why,  Azu,  vfaf 

**  Did  we  not,  both  of  us,  that  instant  die 

"  When  we  were  parted  7  oh  I   oouldst  thoi  tet  j 

know 
**  With  what  a  deep  devotediiess  of  wo 

I  wept  thy  absence— <«'er  and  o'er  again 
"*  Thinking  if  thee,  s*  U  tliee,  till  thought  gifv 

pain, 
**  And  mcm'ry,  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 
"  Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away. 
**  Didst  thou  but  know  how  pale  I  sat  at  home, 
"  My  eyes  still  turn'd  the  way  tliou  wert  to  ocnSi 
**  And*  all  the  k.  g,  long  night  of  hope  and  fear, 
"  Thy  voice  and  step  still  sounding  in  my  ear— 
**  Oh  God !  thou  wouldst  not  wonder  that,  at  laiC, 
"  When  every  hope  was  all  at  ance  o'ercast, 
"  When  I  heard  frightful  voices  round  me  say 
**  Azitn  is  dead! — this  wretched  brain  gave  way, 
**  And  I  became  a  wreca,  at  random  driven, 
*'  Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  Heav'D— 
"  All  wild — and  even  this  quenchless  love  withia 
<*  Turn'd  to  foul  fires  to  light  me  into  sin  !-> 
**  Thou  pitiest   me-^I  knew    thou  wouUitF-tktt 

**  Hath  naught  beneath  it  half  so  lom  as  L 
"The  fiend,  who  lured   me  hither — hiiA!  com 

near, 
**  Or  thou  too,  thou  art  lost,  if  he  should  bear— 
"  Told  me  such  things— oh !  with  such  devlish  art, 
"  As  would  have  ruin'd  ev'n  a  holier  heart-* 
"  Of  thee,  and  of  that  evor-radtant  sphere, 
"  Where  blesB*d  at  length,  if  I  but  served  him  bsn, 
"  1  should  forever  live  in  thy  dear  sigiit, 
"And  drink  from  those  pure  eyes  eternal  light 
**  Think,  think  how  lost,  how  madden'd  I  must  be, 
"  To  hope  that  guilt  could  lead  to  God  or  thee! 
"  Thou  weep'st  for  me— do  weep— oh,  that  I  dont 
"  Kiss  off  that  tear  I  but,  no— these  lips  are  cbfm^ 
"  They  must  not  touch  thee ; — one  divine  carea, 
*'  One  blessed  moment  of  forgetfulness 
"  I've  had  within  those  arms,  and  that  shall  lie, 
**  Shrined  in  my  soul's  deep  memory  till  I  die ; 
**  The  last  of  joy's  last  relics  here  below, 
"  The  one  sweet  drop,  in  all  this  waste  of  wo, 
**  My  heart  has  treasured  from  aflTection's  spring, 
**  To  sooth  and  cool  its  deadly  withering! 
**  But  thou — yes,  thou  must  go — forever  go ; 
**  This  place  is  not  for  thee— for  thee !  oh  no: 
"  Did  I  but  tell  thee  half,  thy  tortured  brain 
"  Would  bum  like  mine,  and  mine  go  wild  agaia ! 
"  Enough,  that  Guilt  reigns  here — that  heaxis, 

good, 
"  Now  tainted,  chill'd,  and  broken,  are  his 


several  were  brought  ate  alive  both  to 
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that  we  are  parted — that  there  rolls 
)f  headlong  fate  between  our  souls, 
arknesB  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 
rom  heav*n,  to  all  eternity  !** 

k,  Zbijca  !*'  the  youth  exclaim*d, 

tortures  of  a  mtud  inflamed 

madness — "  by  that  sacred  Hoav*n, 

yet,  if  pray*r8  can  move,  thouMt  be  for- 

'u. 

art  hero — here,  in  this  writhing  heart, 

1,  wild,  and  ruinM  as  thou  art ! 

emembrance  of  our  once  pure  love, 

like  a  churchyard  light,  still  bums  above 

ve  of  our  lost  souls — which  guilt  in  thee 

extinguish,  nor  despair  in  me ! 

jure,  implore  thee  to  fly  hence— 

last  yet  one  spark  of  innocence, 

I  me  from  this  place'* — 

**  With  thee  !  oh  bliss ! 
th  whole  years  of  torment  to  hear  this. 
Ake  the  lost  one  with  thee  7 — let  her  rove 
lear  side,  as  in  those  days  of  love, 
e  were  both  so  happy,  both  so  pure— 
v'niy  dream !  if  there's  on  earth  a  cure 
sunk  heart,  'tis  tliis — day  after  day 
le  blessed  companion  of  thy  way  ; 
thy  angel  eloquence — to  see 
irtuous  eyes  forever  tum'd  on  me  ; 
their  light  rechasteuM  silently, 
i  stain*d  web  that  whitens  in  the  sun, 
ire  by  being  purely  shone  upon ! 
u  will  pray  for  mo — I  know  thou  wilt — 
lim  vesper  hoiu-,  when  thoughts  of  guilt 
eaviest  o*er  tlie   heart,  thou'lt  lift   thine 

iweet  tears,  unto  the  dark'ning  skies, 
ad  for  me  with  Heav*n,  till  I  con  dare 
ly  own  weak,  sinful  glances  there  ; 
good  angels,  when  they  see  me  cling 
nea  thee,  pule  and  sorrowing, 
*  th^  sake  pronounce  my  soul  forgiv*n, 
thee  take  thy  weeping  slave  to  Heav*n ! 

ril  fly  with  thee " 

Scarce  had  she  said 
eathless  words,  when  a  voice  deep  and 
sad 

MoKKER,  waking  up  the  dead 
r  first  sleep — so  startling  *twas  to  both — 
tugh  the  casement  near,  "  Thy  oatli !  thy 
ihl" 

n,  the  ghastlinc«s  of  that  Maid*s  look  ! — 
"  faintly  slie  cried,  wliile  terror  shook 


•  territory  of  Islkab&r  there  h  a  kind  of  apple, 
cb  to  sweet  and  half  sour."— Eft*  Haukai, 


Her  inmost  core,  nor  durst  she  lift  her  eyes. 
Though  through  tlie  casement,  now,  naught  but 

the  skies 
And  moonlight  fields  were  seen,  calm  as  before— 
*'  Tmi  he,  and  I  am  his — all,  all  is  o*er — 
«( Go— fly  this  instant,  or  thou'rt  ruin*d  too^ 
**  My  oath,  my  oath,  oh  God !  'tis  all  too  true» 
*'  True  as  the  worm  in  this  cold  heart  it  is — 
**  I  am  MoKAMNA*s  bride— his,  Azim,  his — 
*<  The  Dead  stood  round  us,  while  I  spoke  that  vow, 
**  Their  blue  lips  echoM  it-»I  hear  them  now  ! 
**  1  heir  eyes  glared  on  me,  while  I  pledged  that  bowl, 
« IVas  burning  blood — I  feel  it  in  my  soul ! 
"And  Uie  Veil'd  Bridegroom — liist!  Fve  seen  to- 
night 
*<  ^Vhat  angels  know  not  of— so  fojl  a  sight, 
"  So  horrible— oh  !  never  may'st  Uiou  see 
**  What  there  lies  hid  from  all  but  hell  and  me  \ 
"  But  I  must  hence— ofl)  oflr— 1  am  not  thine, 
"Nor    Heav*n*s,   nor    Love's,  nor   aught   that   k 

divine— 
"Hold  me  not — ha!  think'st  thou  the  fiends  that 

sever 
"Hearts,  cannot  sunder  hands? — thus,  ti<en — ^for- 


ever 


»»« 


With  all  that  strength,  which  madness  lends  the 

weak, 
She  flung  away  his  arm ;  and,  with  a  shriek. 
Whose  sound,  though  he  should  linger  out 

years 
Than  wretch  e'er  told,  can  never  leave  his  ei 
Flew  up  through  that  long  avenue  of  light, 
Fleetly  as  some  dark,  omiuous  bird  of  night. 
Across  the  sun,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight ! 


Lalla  Rookh  could  think  of  nothing  all  day  but 
the  misery  of  these  two  young  lovers.  Her  gayety 
was  gone,  and  slie  looked  pensively  even  upo. 
FiOLADKEN.  She  felt,  too,  without  knowing  why, 
a  sort  of  uneasy  pleasure  in  imagining  that  Azim 
must  have  been  just  such  a  youth  as  Fbramoez  ; 
just  as  worthy  to  enjoy  all  the  blessuigs,  without 
any  of  the  pangs,  of  that  illusive  passion,  which  too 
often,  like  the  sunny  apples  of  Istkahar,'  is  all 
sweetness  on  one  side,  and  all  bitterness  on  the 
other. 

As  they  parsed  along  a  sequestered  river  after 
sunset,  they  saw  a  young  Hindoo  giri  upon  IIm 
bank,*  whose    employment    seemed    to    theci  so 


s  For  an  necoant  of  this  eereoiony,  tee  Gr»ndfHt9  ^c^afi 
In  the  Indlaa  OescuL 
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strange,  that  they  stopped  their  palankeens  to  ob- 
serve her.  She  had  lighted  a  small  lamp,  filled  with 
oil  of  cocoa,  and  placing  it  in  an  earthen  dish, 
adorned  with  a  wreath  of  flowers,  had  committed  it 
with  a  trembling  hand  to  the  stream ;  and  was  now 
anxiously  watching  its  progress  down  the  current, 
heedless  of  the  gay  cavalcade  which  had  drawn  up 
beside  her.  Lalla  Rookh  was  all  curiosity; — 
when  one  of  her  attendants,  who  had  lived  upon 
the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  (where  this  ceremony  is 
80  frequent,  that  often,  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening, 
the  river  is  seen  glittering  all  over  with  lights,  like 
the  Oton-Tala,  or  Sea  of  Stars,')  informed  the 
Princess  that  it  was  the  usual  way  in  which  the 
friends  of  those  who  had  gone  on  dangerous 
voyages  offered  up  vows  for  their  safe  return.  If 
the  lamp  sunk  immediately,  the  omen  was  dis- 
astrous; but  if  it  went  shining  down  the  stream, 
and  continued  to  bum  till  entirely  out  of  sight,  the 
return  of  the  beloved  object  was  considered  as 
certain. 

Lalla  Rookii,  as  they  moved  on,  more  than 
once  looked  buck,  to  observe  how  the  young  Hiu- 
doo*s  lamp  proceeded ;  and  while  she  saw  with 
pleasure  that  it  was  still  unextinguished,  she  could 
not  help  fearing  that  all  the  hopes  of  this  life  were 
no  better  than  that  feeble  light  upon  the  river.  The 
remainder  of  the  journey  was  passed  in  silence. 
She  now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  that  shade  of 
melancholy  which  comes  over  the  youthful  maid- 
en's heart,  as  sweet  and  transient  as  her  own  breath 
upon  a  mirror ;  nor  was  it  till  she  heard  the  lute  of 
Fbramorz,  touched  lightly  at  the  door  of  her 
pavilion,  that  she  waked  from  the  revery  in  which 

1  "The  place  where  the  Whangho,  a  river  of  Thibet,  rises, 
and  where  there  are  more  than  a  hundred  sprinp,  which 
t|iarkle  like  stars:  whence  it  is  called  Hotnn-nor,  that  it,  the 
Sea  of  Sun." —Description  of  Thibet  in  PinkeHan. 

*  "The  LescHr  or  Iniperin  Camp  is  divided,  like  a  regular 
town,  into  squares,  alleys,  and  streets,  and  from  a  rising 
ground  furnisher  one  of  the  moel  agreeable  prospects  in  the 
world.  Suirting  up  in  a  few  boors  In  an  uninhabited  plain, 
it  raises  the  idea  of  a  city  built  by  enchantment.  Even  those 
who  leave  their  h(»u-«e8  in  cities  to  follow  the  Prince  in  hU 
progress,  are  frequently  so  chonned  with  the  Lescar,  when 
situated  in  a  beautiful  and  convenient  place,  that  they  can- 
not prevail  with  iheniiteives  to  remove.  To  pievent  thU  in- 
convenience to  the  court,  the  Emperor,  afler  suflkient  time 
Is  allowed  to  the  tradesmen  to  follow,  orders  them  to  be 
burnt  out  of  their  tents."— />ow*#  (lindostan. 

Co'um:!  VVilki  gives  a  lively  picture  of  an  Eastern  en- 
rainpnient :— "  His  camp,  like  that  of  most  Indian  armies, 
ojihiiitied  a  motley  collection  of  covers  from  the  Korching 
sun  and  dews  of  the  nishu  variegated  according  to  the  taste 
or  fii«an«  of  imeh  individual,  by  extensive  enclosures  of  col- 
«vrt«d  enlicu  surrounding  superb  suites  of  tents;  by  ragged 
rlothes  or  blankets  stretched  over  sticks  or  branches;  pnlm 
laiives  hiinilly  9\%mM\  over  slmilnr  supporu ;  handsome  lents 
aii4  tlriendid  eanoples ;  homss, oxen, elephants, and  camels; 
all  lnlsriiilxi«d  wiiliout  any  ester  »r  mark  of  order  or  deaifv, 


she  had  been  wandering  Instantly  her  tjm 
lighted  np  with  pleasnre  ;  and,  after  a  few  anbeard 
remarks  from  Fadladeen  upon  the  indeeomni  of  a 
poet  seating  himself  in  presence  of  a  PHneea, 
every  thing  was  arranged  as  on  the  preceding  eve- 
ning, and  all  listened  with  eagerness,  while  the  story 
was  thus  continued : — 


Whose  are  the  gilded  tents  that  crowd  the  way, 
Where  all  was  waste  and  sQent  yesterday  7 
This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  honn^ 
Hath  sprung  up  here,*  as  if  the  magic  powers 
Of  Him  who,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  star, 
Built  the  high  pillar'd  h£  ii  of  Chilmbvar,' 
Had  conjured  up,  far  as  the  eye  can  see, 
This  worid  of  x^^Ab,  and   domes,  and   san-ls^ 

armory:— 
Princely  pavilions,  screened  by  many  a  fold 
Of  crimson  cloth,  and  topped  with  balk  f]i  gold  *— 
Steeds,  witli  their  housings  of  rich  silver  spim, 
Their  chains  and  poitrets  glitt*ring  in  the  ann ; 
And  camels,  tufled  o'er  with  Yemeni  shells,* 
Shaking  in  every  breeze  their  light-toned  belb ! 

But  yester-eve,  so  motwnleas  around. 
So  mute  was  this  wide  plain,  that  not  a  sooud 
But  the  far  torrent,  or  the  loctist  bird* 
Hunting  among  the  thickets,  could  be  heud  ;^ 
Yet  hark !  what  discords  now,  of  esi'rf  kind, 
Shouts,  laughs,  and  screams  are  revelling  in  tU 

wind ; 
The  neigh  of  cavalry  ; — the  tinkling  throngs 
Of  laden  camels  and  their  drivers'  aonga  jj*^ 


except  the  flags  of  the  chiefs,  which  astially  mark  the 
t  res  of  a  congeries  of  these  masses  ;  the  only  regular  psrt  d 
the  encampment  being  the  streets  of  shops,  each  of  wkich 
is  constructed  neariy  in  the  manner  of  a  booth  at  aaEsgUik 
fair.**— /fMtertca/  Sketcket  cfUu  Sautk  •f  indU, 

*  The  edifices  of  Chilminar  and  Balliee  are  sappossd  to 
have  been  built  by  the  Genii,  acting  under  the  orders  of  Jas 
ben  Jan,  who  governed  the  world  long  befoce  the  lIsM  of 
Adam 

*  "  A  superb  camel,  ornamented  with  aldogs  ukI  tnOs  of 
•mall  sltell9.**—wf/i  Be^. 

.  *  A  native  of  KhoraMan,  and  allured  southwaid  by  meant 
of  the  water  of  a  fountain  betweea  Shims  a^d  Ispahaa, 
called  the  Fountain  of  Birds,  of  which  It  Is  so  load  that  it 
will  follow  wherever  that  water  is  carried. 

*  '*  Some  of  the  camels  have  bells  about  their  necks,  and 
some  about  their  legs,  like  those  whieh  oar  carrien  put  about 
their  fore-horses*  necks,  which,  together  with  the  servasti, 
(who  belong  to  the  camels,  and  travel  on  ftjol,)  singing  alt 
night,  make  a  pleasant  noise,  and  the  journey  passes  away 
d«light(\illy.**— Ptti*«  Account  of  the  Mahumetaas. 

**The  camel-driver  follows  the  caoN  Is  singing,  and  soms- 
limes  playing  upon  hU  pipe ;  the  louder  he  sings  and  pipea 
the  faster  the  camels  go.  Nay,  they  will  stand  still  when 
he  gives  over  hto  mask.'*^7)n»nij«r. 
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arms,  and  flappingr  in  the  breeze 
re  from  ten  thousand  can<^es  ^ 
,  bursting  out  from  time  to  time, 
and  tymbalon*!  tremendous  chime  ;^ 
pause,  when  hareher  sounds  are  mate, 
V  breathings  of  some  horn  or  flute, 
r,  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
asinian  trumpet,*  swell  and  float 

ds  tliis  mighty  army? — ask  ye  "  who?** 
ye  not  those  banners  of  dark  hue, 
and  Shadow,*  over  yonder  tent  ? — 
iLiPirs  glorious  armament, 
[lis  Palace  by  the  dread  alarms, 
y  came,  of  the  false  Prophefs  arms, 
host  of  infidels,  who  hurlM 
crce  at  Islam'  and  the  world, — 
)rn  with  Grecian  warfare,  and  behind 
•f  his  bright  Palace  calm  reclined, 
d  he  not  such  blasphemy  should  stain, 
irenged,  Uie  evening  of  his  reign ; 
5  sworn  upon  the  Holy  Grave* 
r  or  to  perish,  once  more  gave 
ry  banners  proudly  to  the  breeze, 
in  anny,  nursed  in  victories, 
s  to  crunh  the  rebels  that  overrun 
ad  beauteous  Province  of  the  Sun. 

1  the  march  of  Mahadi  display 
»  before  ; — not  ev'n  when  on  his  way 
*B  Temple,  when  both  land  and  sea 
'd  to  feed  the  Pilgrim's  luxury  ;• 
id  him,  mid  t!io  burning  sands,  he  saw 
le  North  in  icy  freshness  thaw, 
his  thirsty  lip,  beneath  the  glow 
s  sun,  with  urns  of  Persian  snow  :* — 
d  armament  more  grand  than  that 
the  kin«;doms  of  the  Caliphat. 

ampet  h  nflcn  cnlled.in  Ahys^lnln^  nesser  eanct 
%C9  Ihe  Note  of  the  Ewgle."— JWte  of  Bruet'a 

black  standards  borne  tiefore  the  Caliphs  of  the 
!)bas  were  culled,  allegorically,  The  Night  and 
'.—See  Gibbtrn. 
Iionietrin  religion. 

rsinns  sweur  by  the  Tomb  of  Shah  Besade,  who 
Jiubin :  nnd  when  one  desires  another  to  ansev* 
rr.  lie  will  ask  him  if  he  dare  swear  by  the  Holy 
my. 

in  a  single  pilgrininge  to  Mecca,  expended  six 
inars  of  p>ld. 

«Iercam  apportnvlt,  rem  Ibl  aut  nunquam  ant 
-.Abmifedu. 

ibitHnu  of  llejasor  Arabia  Petnm,  called  by  an 
er  ''The  People  of  the  Rock.*'— E^  Haukal, 
horses,  called  by  the  Ambinns  Kochlanl,  of 
tton  geneaiofty  has  been  kept  for  9UU0  years, 
d  to  derive  their  origin  from  King  8uloinon*s 
iekmAr. 
>f  the  fignies  on  the  blades  of  their  iwoids  aie 


Furst,  in  the  ran,  the  People  of  the  Rock,'' 
On  their  light  mountain  steeds,  of  royal  stock  :* 
Then,  chieftains  of  Damascits,  proud  to  see 
The  flashing  of  their  swords*  rich  marquetry  f— 
Men,  from  the  regions  near  the  Volqa*s  mouth, 
Mix*d  with  the  rude,  black  archers  of  the  South ; 
And  Indian  lancers,  in  white  turban*d  ranks, 
From  the  far  Sinub,  or  Attock*s  sacred  banks. 
With  dusky  legions  from  the  Land  of  Myirh,** 
And  many  a  mace-arm*d  Moor  and  Mid-«ea  islander 

Nor  less  in  niunber,  though  more  new  and  rude 
In  warfare*s  school,  was  the  vast  multitude 
That,  fired  by  zeal,  or  by  oppreraion  wrong*d. 
Round  the  white  standard  of  th'  impostor  throng*d. 
Beside  his  thousands  of  Bclievem— blind, 
Burning  and  headlong  as  the  Samiel  wind- 
Many  who  felt,  and  more  who  fear'd  to  feel 
The  bloody  lslamite*s  converting  steel, 
Flock*d  to  his  banner ; — Chiefii  of  th'  Uzbkx  raoe^ 
Waving  tlieii  heron  crests  with  martial  grace  ;" 
Turkomans,  countless  as  their  flocks,  led  forth 
From  th*  aromatic  pastures  of  the  North  ; 
Wild  warriors  of  the  turquoise  lulls," — and  those 
Who  dwell  beyond  the  everlasting  snows 
Of  Hlnooo  Kosh,"  in  stormy  freedom  bred. 
Their  fort  the  rock,  their  cump  the  torreut*s  bed. 
But  none,    of   all   who  own  d  the  Chiefs  com* 

mond, 
Rush'd  to  that  battle-field  with  bolder  hand. 
Or  sterner  hate,  than'IaAN^s  outlawed  men,** 
Her  Wonhippers  of  Fut>— all  pauting  then 
For  vengeance  on  th'  accursed  Saracen  ; 
Vengeance  at  last  for  their  dear  country  spum*d, 
Her  throne  usiurp*d,  and  her  bright  sliriues  o*er- 

tum*d. 
From  Yezu  s"  eternal  Mansion  of  the  Fire, 
Where  aged  saints  in  dreams  of  Heav*n  expire : 

wmnght  In  gold  or  silver,  or  in  marquetry  with  small  gems.** 
— ^siat,  Mi»i.  V.  I. 

1*  AxaborS^ba. 

n  *«Tbe  chleA  of  the  Uzbek  Tartars  wear  a  plume  of 

white  hen»n*s  flratbers  in  their  tarbnns.**— jfccMml  ^f  IniM- 
pendent  Tartar^. 

i>  fn  the  mountains  of  NUhnpotir  and  Tons  (in  Khoras- 
san)  they  And  lurquoiMOT. — KMn  Hanknl. 

u  Fur  a  dcscriptkiMi  of  these  stupendous  ranges  of  nMmn 
tains,  see  FJpkinttone**  CbhAh/. 

><  The  Ghebers  or  Cuebres  thone  orixinal  nittives  of  Per- 
sbi  who  adhered  to  their  ancient  faith,  the  reliirion  of  Zoro- 
aster, and  who,  after  the  conqaent  of  their  ctionir>'  by  the 
Anilw,  were  either  persecuted  at  home,  or  ftirced  to  become 
wanderers  aliroad. 

>*  **  Yesd,  the  chief  residi^nre  i*f  thme  ancient  natives, 
who  worship  the  Sun  and  the  Fire,  which  latter  they  have 
careftiliy  kepi  liehted,  without  being  once  extinguished  for 
a  moment,  about  3U00  yetirs,  on  a  mountain  near  Yead, 
called  Ater  Qnedah,  slgnif^'lnf  the  llnuiienr  Manskm  of  the 
Fife.  He  is  recknaed  very  unfortunate  who  dies  otT  that 
roomnaia.**     9l9»ktm*»  Ptnim, 
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From  Badku,  and  thoee  fountains  of  blue  flame 
That  burn  into  the  Caipian,'  fierce  they  came, 
Careless  for  what  or  whom  the  blow  waa  aped, 
So  vengeance  triumphed,  and  their  tyrant*  bled. 

Such  was  the  wild  and  miscellaneoui  lioA, 
That  high  in  air  their  motley  banners  to0B*d 
Around  the  Prophet-Chief— all  eyes  still  bent 
I    I  pon  that  glittering  Veil,  wherever  it  went* 
That  beacon  through  the  huttle*s  stormy  flood. 
That  ruiubow   of  the   field,   whose  showers  were 
blood! 

Twice  I:ath  the  sun  upon  their  conflict  set« 
And  riBon  again,  and  found  them  grappling  yet; 
While  streams  of  carnage  in  his  noontide  blaze, 
Smoke  up  to  lleav*n — hot  as  that  crimson  haze, 
By  which  the  prostrate  Caravan  is  awed,* 
In  the  red  Desert,  when  the  wind's  abroad. 
<*  On,  Swords  of  God  !**  the  panting  Cauni  calls,— 
"Thrones   for    the   living — Ilcav'n  for  him  who 

falls  !"— 
"On,  brave  avcngerH,  on,"  Mokanna  cries, 
"  Aud  Ebus  blast  the  recreant  slave  that  flies  !** 
Now  comes  the  bnmt,  the  crisis  of  the  day— 
They  clash — they  strive — the  Caumi's  troops  give 

way! 
MciKAN'NA*s  self  plucks  the  black  Banner  down. 
And  now  thn  Orient  WoHd*8  Imperial  crown 
Is  just  within  his  grasp — when,  hark,  that  shout! 
Some  hand  liuth  clieck'd  the  flying  Moslem^s  rout ; 
And  now  they  turn,  they  rally — at  their  head 
A  warrior,  (like  those  angel  youths  who  led, 
In  glorious  panoply  of  Heav'n's  own  mail. 
The   Champions  of   the   Faith    through   Beder's 

vale,') 
Bold  as  if  gifted  with  ten  thousand  lives, 
Turns  on  the  fierce  pursuer's  blades,  and  drives 
At  oucc  the  multituduioud  torrent  back — 
While  hope  and  courage  kindle  in  his  track ; 
And,  at  each  step,  his  bloody  falchion  makes 
Terrible  vistas  through  which  vict'ry  breaks ! 
In  vain  Mokanna,  midst  the  general  flight. 
Stands,  like  the  red  moon,  on  some  stormy  night. 
Among  the  fugitive  clouds  that,  hurrying  by, 
I/eave  only  her  unshaken  in  the  aky— 


>  **  When  the  weather  It  hazr,  the  fprlnps  of  Naphtha  (oa 
an  Islnnd  t*enr  Pnku^  ImiII  on  the  biirher,  and  the  Nsphtha 
oOen  takev  fire  on  the  aurfice  of  tne  earth,  and  rans  In  a 
flHine  into  the  sea  to  a  distance  aimoct  Incredible.**— i/a»- 
iray  on  tk«  F.verlmMting  Fire  at  Buktu 

•  Sawtrf  «!>*»  of  the  Mraib  wind,  which  blows  In  Ef)l>t 
froni  Pebruxry  to  May,  **  fiometlaiev  It  appean  only  In  the 
•hnp(i<if  an  lni|)otaoaK  whirlwind,  which  paaaes  rapidly. and 
It  fatil  ut  the  tRiveller,  sarpriwd  in  the  aiiddleof  thedeaerts. 
Tonenu  of  barning  sand  n>ll  before  It,  the  drmaaiSBt  Is  ea- 


In  vain  he  yells  his  desperate  eimea  out. 
Deals  death  promisctiously  to  all  about. 
To  foes  that  charge  and  cowmxd  fnends  thai  fly. 
And  seems  of  all  the  Great  Arch-eaemy. 
The  panic  queade— ''  A  miracle  V*  throogfaoot 
The  Moslem  ranks,  "  a  miracle  !**  they  shoot, 
All  gazing  on  that  youth,  wliose  coming  seeoa 
A  light,  a  glory,  such  as  breaks  in  flreum; 
And  tY^ry  sword,  true  as  o*er  billows  dim 
The  needle  tracks  the  load-atar,  following  him ! 

Right   towards  Mokanna   now    he   dearci  \m 

path, 
Impatient  cleaves,  as  though  the  bolt  of  wxmth 
He  bears  from  Heav*n  withheld  its  awfid  bant 
From  weaker  heads,  and  souls  but  half  way  eami^ 
To  break  o*er  Him,  the  mightiest  and  the  wont! 
But    vain    his    ipeed — though,  in   that  hsor  rf 

blood. 
Had  all  God^s  seraphs  roond  Mokanna  stood. 
With  swords  of  fire,  ready  like  fate  to  faO, 
Mokanna's  soul  would  have  defied  them  all; 
Yet  now,  the  rush  of  fugitives,  too  strong 
For  human  force,  hiuries  ev'n  Ami  along: 
In  vain  he  struggles  *mid  the  wedged  aixay 
Of  flying  thousands — ^he  is  borne  away ; 
And  the  sole  joy  his  bafliled  spirit  knows. 
In  this  forced  flight,  is — mtird'ring  as  he  goei! 
As  a  grim  tiger,  whom  the  torrent's  might 
Surprises  in  some  parch*d  ravine  at  night, 
Turns,  ev'n  m  drowning,  on  the  wretched  flocbi 
Swept  witl   him  in  that  snow-flood  from  the  wkt, 
And,  to  the  ast,  devouring  on  his  way. 
Bloodies  the  stream  he  hath  not  power  to  stay. 

"  Alia  ilia  Alia !"— the  glad  shout  renew— 
"  Alia  Akbar  l*'^— the  Caliph's  in  Meboo. 
Hong  out  your  gilded  tapestry  in  the  streets, 
Aud  light  your  shrines  and  chant  }'oar  ziraleetii* 
The    Swords    of   God    have    triumph*d«  ta  |fi 

throne 
Your  Caliph  sits,  and  the  veil'd  Chief  hath  flsm 
Who  does  not  envy  that  yotmg  warrior  now, 
To  whom  the  Lord  of  Islam  bends  his  brow, 
In  all  the  graceful  gratitude  of  power. 
For  his  throne's  safety  in  that  perilous  hear? 


veloped  In  a  thick  veil,  and  the  tna  appears  ti  itecolv^ 
bluod.    Sumetinies  whole  caravan*  are  buried  la  ll.** 

■  111  th«  Kveat  vlcbNy  gained  b>  ManoiHet  at  Bedit,hiM 
aaaUled,  any  the  Blnssnlntaoa.  by  three  ibmiaaad  aafria  W 
by  Gabriel,  noonted  oa  his  hone  HhuwL  See  Tht  MM 
md  Um  CammtnUUr§, 

«  The  Tecbir,  or  cry  of  the  Arabs.  ••  Afla  Acbsrr  m 
Oekley,  meaai,  **6od  to  nott  ailghiy.** 

•  The  alraleet  to  a  kind  of  choraa,  which  Im 
tlM  Eaat  slag  apoa  Jo>'ftU  oecasloat.— Aham,. 
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Qot  wonder,  wh«n,  amidst  Ih*  acclaim 
ids,  heralding  to  heaven  his  name— 
9se  holier  harmomes  of  fame* 
nd  along  the  path  of  virtuous  souls, 
:  round  a  planet  as  it  rolls, — 
way— coldly,  as  if  some  gloom 
his  heart  no  triumphs  can  illume ; — 
less  grief,  upon  whose  blasted  gaze 
>ry*s  light  may  play,  in  vain  it  plays, 
hed  AziM  !  thine  is  such  a  grief, 
hope,  all  terror,  all  relief; 
Id  calm,  which  nothing  now  can  break, 
r  brighten, — like  that  Syrian  Lake,' 
«  surface  mom  and  summer  shed 
'8  in  vain,  for  all  beneath  is  dead ! — 
e  have  been,  o'er  which  this  weight  of  wo 
)ng  use  of  suiTring,  tame  and  slow  ; 
lost  youth  !  was  suddens-over  thee 
once,  when  all  seemed  ecstasy  ; 
e  lookM  up,  and  saw  the  gloomy  Past 
plendor,  and  Bliss  dawn  at  last — 
1,  ev'n  then,  o*er  joys  so  fVeshly  blown, 
1  blight  of  misery  came  down ; 
the  full,  warm  gushings  of  thy  heart 
;k'd  —  like   fount-drops,  frozen  as  they 
t — 

like  them,  cold,  sunless  relics  hang, 
and  chiird  into  a  lasting  pang. 

desire,  one  passion  now  remains 
e*B  fever  still  within  his  veins, 
I  —  dire  vengeance  on  the  wretch  who 

iid  all  he  loved  that  ruinous  blast 
hen  rumors  reach'd  him  in  his  flight 
'ay,  after  that  fatal  night, — 
armies,  thronging  to  th'  attack 
'd  Chief, — for  this  he  wing'd  him  back, 
e  vultu«  .*  speeds  to  flags  unfurl'd, 
all  hope  seemM  desperate,  wildly  huri'd 
:o  the  scale,  and  saved  a  world, 
still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
IS  that  Glory  on  his  path  lets  fall ; 
tne  exists — like  lightning-flre, 
ne  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire  ! 

as  yet  that  Spirit  of  Evil  lives ; 

ill  band  of  desperate  fugitives, 

le  stubborn  fragment,  left  unriv*n, 

jd  host  that  late  stood  fronting  Heav'n, 

1  Sea,  which  contains  neither  animal  nor  vege- 

ffnt  OxQs. 
Tran.soxiana. 

vcr  can  casl  your  eyes  on  this  tree,  but  ycra 
tber  blosfonis  or  tVuit ;  and  as  *hc  blossom  drops 


He    gain*d  Mirou  —  breathe.1  a  ahoit  cone  of 

.    blood 
O'er  his    lost   throne  —  then   pass'd   the  Jnioic't 

flood," 
And  gath'ring  aO,  whose  madness  of  belief 
Still  saw  a  Saviour  in  their  down-fall*n  Chief, 
Raised  the  white  banner- within  Neksheb's  gates. 
And  there,  untamed,  th'  approaching  conq'ror  wait& 

Of  all  his  Haram,  all  that  busy  hive 
With  music  and  with  sweets  sparkling  plive, 
He  took  but  one,  the  partner  of  his  flight. 
One — not  for  kwe — not  for  her  beauty's  liglit — 
No,  Zeuca  stood  with'ring  'midst  the  gay. 
Wan  as  the  blossom  that  fell  yesterday 
From  th'  Alma  tree  and  dies,  while  overhead 
To-day'f  young  flow'r  is  springing  in  its  stead.^ 
Oh,  not  for  love — the  deepest  Damu'd  must  be 
Touch'd  with  Heaven's  glory,  ere  such  flends  as  he     I 
Can  feel  one  glimpse  of  Love's  divinity. 
But  no,  she  is  his  victim  ; — there  lie  all 
Her  charms  for  him— charms  that  can  never  pall. 
As  long  as  hell  within  his  heart  can  stir, 
Or  one  faint  trace  of  Heaven  is  jay  in  her. 
To  work  an  angel's  ruin, — to  beliold 
As  white  a  page  as  Yirtue  e'er  unroll'd 
Blacken,  beneath  his  touch,  mto  a  scroll 
Of  damning  sins,  seal'd  with  a  burning  soul— 
Thb  is  his  triumph  ;  this  the  joy  accuned. 
That  ranks  hun  among  demons  all  but  first : 
This  gives  the  victim,  that  before  him  lies 
Blighted  and  lost,  a  glory  in  his  eyes, 
A  light  like  that  with  which  helUflre  illumes 
The  ghastly,  writliing  wretch  whom  it  consumes ! 

But  other  tasks  now  wait  him — tasks  that  need 
All  the  deep  daringness  of  thought  and  de^d 
With   which  the  Dives*  have    gifted    him  —  for 

mark. 
Over  yon  plains,  which  night  had  else  made  dark. 
Those  lanterns,  countless  as  the  winged  lights 
That  spangle  India's  fields  on  sliow'ry  nights,*—- 
Far  as  their  formidable  gltams  they  shed. 
The  mighty  tents  of  the  Lcltmguercr  spread, 
Glimm'ring  along  th'  horizon's  dusky  line. 
And  thence  in  nearer  Giic1<*s,  till  they  shine 
Among  the  founts  and  gro  /ps,  o'er  which  the  town 
In  all  its  arm'd  magnificence  looks  down. 
Yet,  fearless,  from  his  lofty  battlements 
MoKANNA  views  that  multitude  of  tents ; 


I 


underneath  on  the  ground  (which  Is  frcqnenUy  covered  with 
these  pnrple-colorod  flowers)  others  come  forth  ia  tlietr 
stead/*  Ifcc  Ifcc— JWevJ^f. 

*  The  Demons  of  the  Persian  myth<rfofy. 

*  Carrerl  mentkNis  the  fire-lUes  In  India  dnrlnf  *he  ratay 
season.— 9oe  hU  TYsvcls 
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Nay,  nnilea  to  think  that,  though  entoiled,  beaet, 
Not  leas  than  myriads  dare  to  front  h.jn  yet ; — 
I'hat  friendless,  throneless,  he  thus  stands  at  bay, 
R/n  thus  a  match  for  myriads  such  as  they. 
**  Oh,  for  a  sweep  of  that  dark  Angelas  wing, 
**  Who    brushed    the    thousands    of    th'   Assyrian 

King* 
**  To  darkness  in  a  moment,  that  I  might 
"  People  Heirs  chambers  with  yon  host  to-night ! 
«  But,  come   what  may,  let  who  will  grasp  tlie 

throne, 
"  Caliph  or  Prophet,  Man  alike  shall  groan ; 
'*  Let  who  will   torture   him.   Priest  —  Caliph  ^- 

King— 
"  Alike  this  loathsome  world  of  his  shall  ring 
<*  With  victuns*  slurieks  and  bowlings  of  the  slayer— 
"  Sounds,   that    shall    glad    me   eT*n  within    my 

grave !" 
Thus,  to  himself— but  to  the  scanty  train 
Still  led  around  him,  a  far  different  strain  :— 
'*  Glorious  Defenders  of  the  sacred  Crown 
**  I  bear  from  Heav*n,  whose  light  nor  blood  shall 

drown 
**  Nor  shadow  of   earth  eclipse  ;  —  before  whose 

gems 
'*  The  paly  pomp  of  this  world's  diadems, 
"  The  crown  of  Gkrashio,  the  pillared  throne 
**  Of  Parviz,'  and  the  heron  crest  that  shone,' 
"  Magnificent,  o*er  Au*s  beauteous  eyes,^ 
**  Fade  like  the  stars  when  mom  is  in  the  skies : 
**  Warriors,  rejoice— the  port  to  which  we've  pass'd 
**  O'er  Destiny's  dark  wave,  beams  out  at  last  I 
•  ^'ict'ry's  our  own*— 'tis  written  in  that  Book 
"  Upon  whose  leaves  none  but  the  angels  look, 
**  That  Islam's  sceplro  shall  beneath  the  power 
"  Of  her  great  foe  fall  broken  in  that  hour, 
**  When  the  moou's  mighty  orb,  before  all  eyes, 
"  From   Neksheb's  Holy  Well  portentously  shall 

rise ! 

>  Sennacherib,  called  by  the  Orientals  King  of  Monssal. — 
D^Herbeiot, 

s  Chn^rocs.  For  the  description  of  bit  Throne  or  Palace, 
aee  (hbbon  and  D'Herbelot. 

There  were  said  to  be  under  tlii^t  Throne  or  Pulnce  of 
Khnsrou  Parviz  a  hundred  viiulu  filled  with  **  treasures  so 
iinnienM)  that  some  Mahometan  writers  tell  us,  their  Prophet, 
to  encourage  his  disciples,  carried  them  lu  a  roclc,  which  at 
his  romuiand  opened,  and  gave  thcni  a  pn>!ipect  throu]{h  it 
of  the  treasures  of  Khiwrou." — Unicergtd  Hist4try. 

*  "The  cntwn  of  Gemshid  is  cloudy  and  tarnished  bef«)re 
the  heron  tuft  of  thy  turban.'*— Prom  one  of  the  elegies  or 
song!}  in  praise  of  All,  written  in  characters  of  gold  round 
the  gnlk'ry  of  Abltan's  tomb. — See  Chardin. 

*  I'be  beiiutyof  All's  eyci  was  so  remarkable,  that  when- 
ever liie  Persians  would  describe  any  thing  as  very  lovely 
thoy  say  it  is  Ayn  Hall,  or  the  Eyes  of  All.— CA«rrfm. 

'  \Vu  arc  not  told  more  of  this  trick  of  the  lm|)osU)r,  than 
iliat  it  w.is  **unc  niHchine,  quMI  disoit  €tre  la  Lane.**    Ac- 
{    cording  to  Richard.'mn,  the  niimcle  is  perpettiated  In  Neks- 
cheb.— "  Ni'.kshub,  the  name  of  a  city  in  Thuuoxlana,  where 


<  Now  torn  and  see !" 

They  tum'd,  and,  as  be  qxAe, 
A  sudden  splencior  all  arouud  them  broke, 
And  they  beheld  an  orb,  ample  and  bright. 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well,*  and  cast  its  light 
Round  the  rich  city  and  the  plain  for  miles,*— 
Flinging  such  radiance  o'er  the  gilded  tiles 
Of  many  a  dome  and  fair-roof'd  imaret. 
As  autumn  suns  shed  round  them  when  they  set 
Instant  from  all  who  saw  th'  illusive  sign 
A  murmur  broke — "  Miraculotis !  divine !" 
The  Gheber  bow'd,  thinking  hb  klol  star 
Had  waked,  and  burst  impatient  tlirongh  the  bar 
Of  midnight,  to  inflame  him  to  the  war ; 
While  he  of  Moubba's  creed  saw,  in  that  ray, 
The  glorious  Light  which,  in  his  freedom's  day. 
Had  rested  on  the  Ark,^  and  now  again 
Shone  out  to  Uess  the  breaking  of  his  chain. 


"  To  victory !"  is  at  once  »Ve  cry  of  aB— ' 
Nor  stands  Mokanna  loit'ring  at  that  call ; 
But  instant  the  huge  gates  are  flung  asMle» 
And  forth,  like  a  diminutive  mountain-tide 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  they  qieed  their  course 
Right  on  mto  the  Moslem's  mighty  force. 
The  watchmen  of  the  camp, — who,  in  their  rcwndi, 
Had  paused,  and  ev'n  forgot  the  pimctnaJ  sounds 
Of  the  small  drum  with  which  they  coimt  the  night,' 
To  gaze  upon  tnat  supernatural  light,-— 
Now  sink  beneath  an  unexpected  arm, 
And  in  a  death-groan  give  their  last  alarm. 
"  On  for  the  lamps,  that  light  yon  lofty  screen,* 
"  Nor  blunt  your  blades  with  massacre  so  mean ; 
**  There  rests  the  Caliph— «peed— one  lucky  lance 
"  May  now  achieve  mankind's  deliverance." 
DespVate  the  die — such  as  they  only  cast. 
Who  venture  for  a  world,  and  stake  tlieir  last  I 

But  Fate's  no  longer  with  him — blade  for  blade 
Springs  up  to  meet  them  thro'  the  glimm'ring  shade) 

they  say  there  Is  a  well,  fn  which  the  appetirence  of  the 
moon  is  to  be  seen  night  and  day.** 

*  '*  [1  amusa  pendant  deux  niois  le  penple  de  la  ville  <to 
Nekhscheb,  en  faisant  sortir  tontes  les  nuits  du  fond  d*as 
puiis  un  corps  lumineux  semblable  &  la  Lane,  qui  p»naH 
•a  lumidrejusqu'ft  la  distance  deplu^tenrs  milles.** — D*Htr- 
Mot.  Hence  he  was  called  Sarendihmab,  or  the  Muoa- 
maker. 

f  The  Shechlnah,  called  Sakf  nat  in  the  Komn.~Sce  Ss/e'j 
wVot^,  chap.  11. 

*  The  parts  of  the  night  are  made  known  as  well  by  in- 
struments of  mufic,  as  by  the  rounds  •  f  the  waichmea  with 
cries  and  small  drums.— See  Burder'*  Jrientat  OwCmm,  vol. 
1..  p.  1 IV. 

*  The  Serrapnrda,  high  screens  of  red  cloth,  stiffened  with 
cane,  u^eil  to  encla^  a  considerable  space  round  the  myal 
tents. — JV  tes  an  the  BakardanuMk. 

The  tei  a  of  Princes  were  generally  lllnmtnated.  Nnedea 
tells  us  that  the  tent  of  the  Bey  of  GIrge  was  distiBgahhe4 
from  the  other  tents  by  forty  lanterns  being  svapcmled  beiuie 
it — See  U«rwur*»  Observations  on  Job. 
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p  rU*t^  is  heard*  new  legions  soon 

«  ^Dut,  like  bees  of  Kauzkroon* 

i?j  tunbrePs  summons, — till,  at  length, 

Y  camp  swanns  out  in  all  its  strength, 

to  NcKSHKB*s  gates,  covering  the  plain 

iom  slaughter,   drives  the    adventurous 

a; 

I  last  of  whom  the  Silver  Veil 
t'ring  at  times,  like  the  white  sail 
a*d  vessel,  on  a  stormy  night, 
le  tempest's  momentary  light ! 

fi  not  thu  brought  the  proud  spirit  low? 
his  brow,  nor  checked  his  daring?    No. 
If  the  wretches,  whom  at  night  he  led 
and  victory,  lie  disgraced  and  dead, 
ig  hears  him  with  unshrinking  crast, 
of  thrones,  and  victory  to  the  rest ; — 
lelieve  him ! — oh,  the  lover  may 
It  kwk  which  steals  his  soul  away  ;— 
nay  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
en*s  rainbow ; — alchymists  may  doubt 
pr  gold  their  crucible  gives  out ; 
fanatic  Faith,  once  wedded  fast 
!ar  falsehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last 

I  th'  Impostor  knew  all  lures  and  arts, 
'^ER  e'er  tenant  tu  tangle  neartd ; 
hese  last  bold  workings  of  his  plot 
tn's  souls,  is  Zf.lica  forgot. 
:ucA !  had  rea.son  been 
x)ugh  half  the  horrors  thou  hast  seen, 
'  couldst  have  borne  it — Death  had  come 
id  taken  thy  wrung  spirit  home, 
lot  so — a  torpor,  a  suspense 
,  almost  of  life,  came  o'er  the  intense 
late  strugcrles  of  that  fearful  night, 
ast  hope  of  peace  and  heav'n  took  flight : 
I,  at  times,  a  gleam  of  phrensy  broke,— > 
some  dull  volcano's  vale  of  smoke 

i<  ^-ovcs  of  nran(;e  trees  nt  Kauzeroon  the  bees 
ted  honey." — Morier*s  Travrla. 
m  Htill  HubsHting  at  this  (iny,  feems  to  me  to 
e  Ef^yptinns  formerly  tacrificed  a  yonng  virgin 
the  Nile;  for  they  now  nmke  a  8t:«tue  of  enrih 
girl,  tn  which  they  give  the  name  of  the  Be* 
,  and  throw  it  into  the  river/*— Saoary. 
y  linew  the  secret  of  the  Greeli  Are  among  the 
e.irly  in  the  eleventh  century.  Appears  fmm 
nl  of  Mnniood  I.  '*  When  he  nrrived  at  Mnal- 
hnt  the  country  of  the  .tit<<  was  defended  by 
he  ordered  flfleen  hundred  boats  tn  be  bnlit, 
h  he  armed  with  six  iron  !<pikeY,  pnijecting  fh>m 
nd  side.^.  tn  prevent  ihcir  being  boarded  by  the 
were  ver>'  expert  in  thnt  kind  of  war.  When 
hed  this  fleet,  he  ordered  twenty  nrchers  Into 
)d  Ave  others  with  fire-ball*,  to  bum  the  craft 
id  nnphtha  to  ret  the  whole  river  on  Are.** 
ufrr,  too,  in  Indian  poems  the  Instrument  of 


Ominoos  flashings  now  and  then  will  start. 
Which  show  the  fire's  still  busy  at  its  heart , 
Yet  was  she  mostly  wrupp'd  in  solemn  gloom,^* 
Not  such  as  Azim's,  brooding  o'er  its  doom, 
And  calm  without,  as  is  the  brow  of  death, 
While  busy  worms  are  gnawing  underneath — 
But  in  a  blank  and  pulseless  torpor,  free 
From  thought  or  pain,  a  seal'd-np  apathy. 
Which  left  ner  oil,  with  scarce  one  living  thrill, 
The  cold,  pale  victnn  of  her  tort'rer's  will. 

Again,  as  in  Merou,  he  Lu'  her  deck'd 
Gorgeously  out,  the  Priestess  of  the  sect ; 
And  led  her  glitt'ring  forth  before  the  eyes 
Of  his  rude  train,  as  to  a  sacrifice, — 
Pallid  as  she,  the  young,  devoted  Bride 
Of  the  fierce  Nile,  when,  deck'd  in  all  the  f>ride 
Of  nuptial  pomp,  she  sinks  into  his  tide.* 
And  while  the  wretched  maid  hung  down  her  head. 
And  stood,  as  one  just  risen  from  the  dead. 
Amid  that  gazing  crowd,  the  fiend  would  tell 
His  credulous  slaves  it  was  some  charm  or  spell 
Possess'd  her  nowr--and  from  that  darken'd  trance 
Should  dawn  ere  long  their  Faith's  deliverance. 
Or  if,  at  times,  goaded  by  guilty  shame, 
Her  soul  was  roused,  and  words  of  wildness  came. 
Instant  the  bold  blasphemer  would  translate 
Her  raringb  into  Creoles  cf  fale. 
Would  hail  Heav'n's  signals  in  her  flashing  eyes, 
And  call  her  shrieks  the  language  of  the  skies ! 

But  vain  at  length  his  arts — despair  is  seen 
Gath'riiig  around  ;  and  famine  comes  to  glean 
All  that  the  sword  had  led  uiirer  /d : — in  vain 
At  mom  and  eve  across  the  no*  nern  plain 
He  looks  impatient  for  the  promised  spean 
Of  the  wild  Hordes  and  Tartar  mountaineers ; 
They    come    not — while    his    fierce    beleagucrers 

pour 
Engines  of  havoc  in,  unknown  before,* 

Fire,  whose  flame  cannot  be  extinguished.  Is  supposed  to 
signify  the  Greek  Fire.— See  fVilka^t  South  of  India,  vol.  I. 
p.  471. — And  In  the  curtnns  Javan  poem,  the  BvtA  Yndh^y 
given  by  Sir  Stamford  Rafflet  in  his  History  of  Java,  wo 
And,  '*lle  aimed  at  the  heart  of  8o;.-ta  with  the  sharp- 
pointed  Wenpon  of  Fire.** 

The  mention  of  gunpowder  as  In  use  antong  the  Arablnns, 
long  before  Its  supposed  discovery  in  Europe,  is  introduced  by 
Ebn  Fladklt  the  Efyptlan  geographer,  who  lived  in  the  thir- 
teenth century.  *'  Bodies,*'  he  says,  "In  the  form  of  scor- 
pions, bound  round  and  filled  with  nitrous  powder,  glide 
along,  making  a  gentle  nol«e ;  then,  exploding,  they  lighten, 
as  It  were,  and  burn.  But  there  are  others  which,  east  Into 
the  air.  stretch  along  like  a  cloud,  roaring  horribly,  as  thun- 
der roars,  and  on  all  sides  vomiting  out  flames,  burst,  bum, 
and  reduce  to  cinders  whatever  comes  In  their  way.**  The 
historian  Ben  ^kdatia.  In  speaking  of  the  sieges  of  Abuln- 
alid  In  the  year  of  the  Hegira  7]8.  says,  **  A  flery  globe,  by 
means  of  combustible  matter,  with  a  mighty  noise  suddenly 
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And  horrible  as  new  ;* — javelins,  that  fly 
Lawreatt/d  with  smoky  flames  through  the  dark 

sky, 
And  red-hot  globes,  that,  opening  as  they  m^mnt. 
Discharge,  as  from  a  kindled  Naphtha  fount,* 
Show'iB  of  consuming  fire  o'er  all  below ; 
Looking,  as  through  th*  illumined  night  they  go, 
Like  those  wild  birds*  that  by  the  Magians  oft, 
At  festivals  of  fire,  were  sent  alofl 
Into  the  air,  with  blazing  fagots  tied 
To  their  huge  wings,  scattVing  combustion  wide. 
All  night  the  groans  of  wretches  who  expire. 
In  agony,  beneath  these  darts  of  fire, 
Ring  through  the  city — while,  descending  o*er 
Its  shrines  and  domes  and  streets  of  sycamore,-^ 
Its  lone  bazars,  with  their  bright  cloths  of  gold. 
Since  the  last  peaceful  pageant  left  unroird,— 
Its  beauteous  marble  baths,  whose  idle  jets 
Now  gush  with  blood, — and  its  tall  minarets. 
That  late  have  stood  up  in  the  evening  glare 
Of  the  red  sun,  unhallowed  by  a  prayer  ;~- 
0*er  each,  in  turn,  the  dreadful  flame-bcIiS  fall» 
And  death  and  conflagration  throughout  all 
The  desolate  city  hold  high  festival ! 

MoKAXNA  sees  tl)e  world  is  his  no  more  ^ 
One  sting  at  parting,  and  his  grasp  is  o*er. 
"What!  drooping  now?" — ^thus,  with   unblushing 

cheek. 
He  hails  the  few,  who  yet  can  hear  him  speak. 
Of  all  those  famished  slaves  around  him  lying, 
And  by  the  light  of  blazing  temples  dying  ;-— 
"  What !— drooping  now  7 — now,  when  at  length  we 

press 
"  Home  o'er  the  Vi  -y  threshold  of  success ; 
"  When  Alla  from  our  ranks  hath  thinn'd  ati'ay 
"  Those  grosser  branches,  that  kept  out  his  my 
"  Of  favor  from  us,  and  we  stand  at  length 
"  Heirs  of  his  light  and  children  of  his  strength, 
"  The  chos<^n  few,  who  shall  sur\'ive  the  fall 
Of  Kings  and  Thrones,  triumphant  over  all ! 


(( 


emitted,  strikes  with  the  foreo  of  lij;htnlng.  and  shakei  the 
citadel/* — See  the  extracts  fniin  CasirCt  Diblioth.  Arab. 
Ilispan.  In  the  Ap|)cndiz  to  Berinfftcn**  I  lU*rary  History  of 
the  Middle  Ag[cs. 

>  The  Greek  fire,  whirh  was  nccasionally  lent  by  the  em- 
perors to  their  allies.  '*It  was.**  says  Gibbon,  **  either 
kinnchcd  in  rcd-h(it  halls  of  stone  and  iron,  or  darted  In  ar- 
rows and  Javelins,  twisted  round  with  flax  and  tow,  which 
had  deeply  imbibed  the  inflnnimnble  oil.** 

*  See  Hanwajf'M  Account  of  the  Springs  of  Naphtha  at  dakn 
(which  \%  called  by  Lieutenant  Pottinger  Joala  Mookee,  or, 
the  Plaminff  .Mouth)  Utking  fire  and  running  Into  the  sea. 
Dr.  Cooke.  In  his  Journnl,  mentions  some  wells  In  Circassia, 
strongly  impregnnted  with  this  inflammable  oil.  IW»m  which 
Isfues  boiling  water.  "Thoujth  the  weather,**  he  adds, 
*'  was  now  very  cold,  the  wnmith  of  these  wells  of  hot  water 
prodoced  near  them  the  verdure  and  flowers  of  spring** 


Have  you  then  lost,  weak  mnnn*ren  as  yon  k% 
All  faith  in  bhn,  who  was  your  Light,  your  Start 
Have  you  forgot  the  eye  of  glory,  hid 
Beneath  this  Veil,  the  flashing  of  whose  lid 
Couiti,  like  a  sun-stroke  of  the  deeert,  wither 
Millions  of  such  as  yonder  Chief  briagi  hitbert 
Long   have   its   lightnings  slept^^too  kcig—bot 

now 
All  earth  shall  feel  th'  unveiling  of  this  brow! 
To-night — yes,  sainted  men !  this  yery  night, 
I  bid  you  all  to  a  fair  festal  rite. 
Where — having  deep  refresh'd  each  weary  limb 
With  viands,  such  as  feast  Heaven's  cherubim, 
And  kindled  up  yoiur  souls,  now  simk  and  dnii 
With  that  pure  wine  the  Dark-eyed  Makb  above 
Keep,  seal'd  with  precious  musk,  for  tbon  they 

love,* — 
I  will  myself  uncurtain  in  your  sig;ht 
The  wonders  of  this  brow*s  hieSable  light ; 
Then  lead  you  forth,  and  with  a  wink  ffispeisa 
Yon  myriads,  howling  through  th»  unirener 


Eager  they  listen — ^whiln  each  accent  darts 
New  life  into  their  chiU'd  and  hope-aick  hearts; 
Such  treacherous  life  as  tlie  cool  dranght  soppU^s 
To  him  upon  the  stake,  who  drinks  and  dies! 
Wikily  they  point  their  lances  to  the  fight 
Of  the  fast-cinking  sun,  and  shoot  "  Tc^>nightr'— > 
"  To-niglit,*'  their  Chief  re-echoes  in  a  voiee  I 

Of  fleud-like  mock'ry  that  bids  hell  rejoice. 
Deluded  victims ! — ^uever  hath  this  earth 
Seen  mourning  half  so  mournful  as  their  mirth. 
Here,  to  the  few,  whose  iron  frames  had  stxtod 
This  racking  waste  of  famine  and  of  blood, 
Faint,  dying  wretches  clung,  from  whom  the  shmit 
Of  triumph  like  a  maniac's  laugh  broke  out  :— 
Theret  others,  liglited  by  the  smould*ring  fire. 
Danced,  like  wan  ghosts  about  a  fimeral  pyre. 
Among  the  dead  and  dying,  strew*d  aroimd ;-» 
While  some  pale  wretch  look*d  on,  and  from  !iii 
wound 


M^jor  Seotl  Waring  says,  that  naphtha  Is  used  by  thi 
Persians,  as  we  are  told  it  wu  in  helU  for  lamps. 

many  a  row 

Of  starry  lamps  and  blazing  cressets,  fed 
With  naphtha  and  asphaltas,  yielding  light 
As  flrom  a  sky. 

*  **  At  the  great  festival  of  flre,  called  the  Shcb  Bezd,  they 
used  to  set  flre  to  large  bunches  of  dry  combustibles,  fiuln- 
ed  ronnd  wild  beasts  and  birds,  which  being  then  let  loose, 
the  air  and  earth  appeared  one  great  lUomloatlon ;  and  as 
those  terrified  creatures  naturally  fled  to  the  Wfiods  for  shel- 
ter. It  is  easy  to  conceive  the  conflagraUooa  they  produced. 
'-Riekardton"*  Dissertation. 

4  "  The  righteous  shall  be  given  to  drink  of  pure  wine, 
sealed ;  the  seal  whereof  shall  bo  musk.**— JTerca,  cbsfw 
luzilU 
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f  the  fiery  dart  by  which  he  bled, 
ly  transport  waved  it  o*er  hia  head  I 

I  more  than  midnight  now — a  fearful  pause 
ow*d  the  long  shouts,  the  wild  applause, 
ely  from  those  Royal  Gardens  burst, 
he  Veil'd  demon  held  his  feast  aecuned, 
eucA — alas,  poor  min'd  heart, 
horror  doom'd  to  bear  its  part  I— 
den  to  the  banquet  by  a  slave, 
[lile  his  quiv*ring  lip  the  summons  gave, 
ick,  as  though  tlie  shadows  of  the  grave 
^d  him  round,  and,  ere  he  could  repeat 
lage  through,  fell  lifeless  at  her  feet  I 
Qg  she  went — a  soul -felt  pang  of  fear, 
re  that  her  own  dark  doom  was  near, 
sv*ry  feeling,  and  brought  Reason  back 
)rc,  to  writhe  her  last  upon  the  rack, 
d  seem*d  tranquil— ev'n  the  foe  had  ceased, 
are  of  that  demoniac  feast, 
'  bolts ;  and  though  the  hear'ns  iook'd  red, 
ut  some  distant  conflagration's  epread. 
I— «he  stops — she  listens — dreadful  tone ! 
Tormentor's  laugh — and  now,  a  groan, 
leath -groan  comes  with  it  >--can  this  be 
:e  of  mirth,  the  bower  of  revelry  7 
)ra — Holy  Alla,  what  a  sight 
re  before  her !     By  the  glimm*ring  light 
ale  dawn,  mix'd  with  the  Bore  of  brands 
>und    lay    burning,    dropp*d    from    lifeless 
ands, 

the  board,  in  splendid  mockery  spread, 
isere  breathing — garlands  overhead— 
IS,  the    cups,  from   which    they   late   hbd 
uafTd 

and  gems,  but — what  had  been  the  draught  T 
10  need  ask,  that  saw  those  livid  guests, 
eir  swolPn  heads  sunk  black'uiug  on  their 
reasts, 

ug  pale  to  Heav'n  with  glassy  glare, 
)y  sought  but  saw  no  mercy  there  ; 
ry  felt,  though  poison  racked  them  through, 
the  deadlier  torment  of  the  two ! 
one,  the  bravest,  hardieflt  in  the  train 
false  Chief,  who  vn  the  battle-plain 
lave  met  death  with  transport  by  liis  side, 
ite  and  helpless  gaspM  ; — but,  as  they  died, 
horrible   vengeance    v;ith    their   eyes'  last 
train, 
ich*d  the  slackening  hand  at  him  in  vain. 

ful  it  was  to  see  the  ghastly  stare, 
ly  look  of  horror  and  despair, 

Af^haans  l«lieve  each  of  the  numemas  solitadas 
u  of  their  er.'intry  to  be  it.  habited  by  a  lonely  ile> 
Mn  ibey  call  the  Ghuulee  Bi-eabau,  or  Spirit  of  the 
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Whkh  some  of  tlieee  expiring  victims  cast 
Upon  their  souk^  tormentor  to  the  last ; — 
Upon  that  mocking  Fiend,  whose  veil,  now  niiaed» 
Show*d  them,  as  in  death's  agony  they  gazed. 
Not   the    long   promised  light,  the  brow,  whaiH 

beaming 
Was  to  come  forth,  all  conqu'ring,  all  redeeming. 
But  features  horribler  than  Hell  e'er  traced 
On  its  own  brood  ; — no  Demon  of  the  Waste,' 
No    churchyard    Ghole,    caught  ling'ring  in   the 

light 
Of  the  blest  sun,  e'er  blasted  human  sight 
With  lineaments  so  foul,  so  fierce  as  those 
Th'  Impostor  now,  in  grinning  mock'ry,  shows  :— 
**  There,  ye  wise  Saints,  behold  your  Light,  your 

Star— 
'*  Ye  would  be  dupes  and  victims,  and  ye  ure. 
*'  Is  it  enough  7  or  must  I,  while  a  thrill 
**  Lives  in  your  sapient  bosoms,  cheat  you  still  7 
**  Swear  that  the  burning  death  ye  feel  within 
« Is  but  the  trance  with  which  Heav'n's  joys  be- 
gin; 
"  That  this  foal  visage,  foid  as  e'er  disgraced 

"  Ev'n  monstrous  man,  i»— after  God's  own  taste ; 
"  And  that — but  see  !— ere  I  have  half-way  said 
"  My  greetings  through,  th'  imcourteous  souls  are 

fled.  ^ 

'*  Farewell,  sweet  spirits !  not  in  vain  ye  die, 
"  If  Esus  loves  you  half  so  well  as  I^-— 
"Ha,  my  young  bride! — ^'tis  well — take  thou  thy 

seat ; 
"Nay    come— no    shudd'ring — didst    thou     never 

meet 
"The   Dead   before? — they  graced   our  wedding, 

sweet ; 
"  And  these,  my  guests  to-night,  have  brimm*d  so 

true 
"  Their  parting  cups,  that  thou  shalt  pledge  one  too. 
"But — how  is  this? — all  empty?  all  drunk  up? 
"  Hot  lips  have  been  before  thee  in  the  cup, 
"Young  bride — yet  stay— one  precious  drop  re- 
mains, 
"  Enough  to  warm  a  gentle  Priestess'  veins  ; — 
"Here,  drink— and  siiould  thy  lover's  conq^'ring 

arms  ^ 

"  Speed  hither,  ere  thy  lip  lose  all  its  charms, 
"  Give  him  but  half  this  venom  in  thy  kiss, 
"  And  I'll  forgive  my  haughty  rival's  bliss ! 

"  For  me — I  too  must  die— but  not  like  these 
"  Vile,  rankling  things,  to  fester  in  the  breeze  ; 
"  To  have  this  brow  in  ruffian  triumph  shown, 
"  With  ail  death's  grinmess  added  to  its  own. 

Waste.  They  oAen  lUastrate  the  wlldnew  of  any  leqaes- 
lerad  ulbe,  by  Mying,  they  aie  wild  at  the  DeDwii  of  the 
Waste.**— i:(pAiiwtofi«*t  CauM. 
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"  And  Fot  to  diut  beneath  the  taunting  ojrea 

"  Of  Blaves,  exclainunjr,  <  There  hie  Godship  lies !' 

'*No— cuned    race — mnce    first    my   soul    drew 

breath, 
"They'v'^  been  my  dupes,  and  shall  be  ev*n  in 

dei'.th. 
"  Thou  see'st  yon  cistern  in  the  shade — ^'tis  fiUM 
**With    burning    drugs,    for   this    last    hour   dis- 

tiird  :»— 
**  There  will  I  plunge  me  in  that  liquid  flame— 
"  Fit  bath  to  lave  a  dying  Prophet's  frame  ! — 
"  There  perish,  alt— ere  pulse  of  thine  shall  fail— 
**  Nor  leave  one  limb  to  tell  mankind  the  tale. 
"  So  shall  my  votaries,  wheresoe'er  they  rave, 
**  Proclaim  that  Heay'n  took  back  the  Samt  it 

gave;— 
**  That  Pve  but  vanish'd  from  this  earth  awhile, 
"  To  come  again,  with  bright,  unshrouded  smile ! 
"  So  shall  they  build  me  altars  in  their  xeal, 
"Where    knaves    shall    minister,   and    fools  shall 

kneel ; 
"  Where  Faith  may  mutter  o'er  her  mystic  spell, 
"  Written  in  blood — and  Bigotry  may  swell 
"  The  sail  he  spreads  for  Heav'n  with  blasts  {torn 

hell !  . 
'*  So  shall  my  banner,  through  long  ages,  be 
**  The  rallying  sign  of  fraua  and  anarchy  ; — 
Kings  yet  unborn  shall  rue  Mokanna's  name, 
Aud,  though  I  die,  my  spirit,  still  the  same, 
'*  Shall  walk  abroad  in  all  the  stormy  strife, 
'*  And  guilt,  and  blood,  that  were  its  bliss  in  life. 
**  But,   hark !    their   butt'ring   engine   shakes   the 

wall — 
**  Why,  let  it  shake — thus  I  can  brave  them  all. 
**  No  trace  ofme  shall  greet  them,  when  they  come, 
"  And  I  can  trust  thy  faith,  for — thou'lt  be  dumk 
**  Now  mark  how  readily  a  wretch  like  me, 
'*  In  one  bold  plunge  commences  Deity  !" 

He   sprung   and   sunk,  as  the  last  words  were 
said — 
Quick  closed  the  burning  waters  o'er  his  head, 
And  Zbuca  was  left — within  the  ring 
Of  thpse  wide  walls  the  only  living  thing 
The  only  wretched^nc,  still  cursed  with  breath. 
In  all  that  frightful  wilderness  of  death  ! 
Moiv  like  some  bloodless  ghost— ^ch  as,  they  tell, 
In  the  Lone  Cities  r>f  the  Silent*  dwell. 
And  there,  unseen  of  all  but  Alla,  sit 
Each  by  its  own  pale  carcass,  watching  it 


*  "  II  donna  dn  poison  dnns  le  vin  A  tons  ms  gent,  et  le 
JetK  tuiniAnie  eoKuiie  dans  one  rave  pleine  de  drofiia*  brft- 
lantcs  et  consuniantes.  nfln  quMI  ne  restAt  rien  de  tou!*  les 
D^tubres  de  ton  corps,  et  que  cenx  qal  restoient  de  m  tecte 
paissent  cmire  qu'il  euilt  montA  a^  del,  ce  qui  ne  inanqoa 
}««  d'arrtver.**— I>'//er6e/»(. 


« 


it 


But  mom  is  up,  and  a  (resh  warfiwa  din 
Throughout  the  camp  of  the  beleagaeraiL 
Their  globes  of  fire  (the  dread  artin'ry  knt 
By  Grkbci  to  conqu'ring  Maiiau)  are  qwBli 
And  now  the  scorpion's  shaft,  the  quany  ml 
From  high  balistas,  and  the  ahieldad  thnrf 
Of  soldiers  swinging  the  huge  rmm  aloag^ 
All  speak  th'  impatient  Islamite's  intent 
To  try,  at  length,  if  tower  and  battlement 
And  bastion'd  wall  be  not  less  hard  to  wiot 
Leas  tough  to  break  down  than  the  hearts  witha 
First  in  impatience  and  in  toil  is  be. 
The  bumiL^  Aziu^h !  could  be  but  see 
Th'  Impostor  once  alive  within  bis  S™*P> 
Not  the  gaunt  lion's  hug,  nor  boa's  cImp^ 
Could  match  that  gripe  of  vengeance,  oi  %eep  pan 
With  the  fell  heartiness  of  Hate's  eoibiaoe ! 


Loud  rings  the  pond'rous  ram  against  the  walk; 
Now  shake  the  ramparts,  now  a  buttress  faOsb 
But  still  no  breach—**  Once  moret  one  aughty  nriqf 
**  Of  all  your  beams,  together  thundering  V 
There— the    wall    shakes— 4he     iboiitiiig    tisflfi 

exult, 
**  Quick,  quick  discharge  your  weightieit  catapult 
**  Right  on  that  spot,  and  NESsHEa  ■  our  own  T 
'TIS  dono— <he  battlements  come  craahiag  down, 
Aud  tlie  huge  wall,  by  that  stroke  riv*n  in  two» 
Yawning,  like  some  old  crater,  rent  anew. 
Shows  the  dim,  desolate  city  smoking  thioagfa. 
But  strange !  no  signs  of  life— naught  Ihring  i 
Above,  below — what  can  this  stillness  mean  1 
A  minute's  pause  stiq>ends  all  hearta  and 
'*  In  through  the  breach,"  impetuous  Azm 
But  the  cool  CAurii,  fearful  of  some  wile 
In  this  blank  stillness,  checks  the  troops  awhifey  • 
Just  then,  a  figure,  with  slow  step,  advanced 
forth  trom  tne  ruiu'd  walls,  and,  as  there  glanced 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  all  eyes  could  see 
The  well-known  Silver  Veil !— ^'  'TIS  He,  'tis  He, 
**  MoKANNA,  and  aloue  !"  they  shout  around ; 
Young  Azm  from  his  steed  springs  to  the  gromid^ 
"  Miue,  Holy  Caliph  !  mine,"  he  eriea,  •«  the  tadi 
"  To  crush  yon  daring  wretch— 'tis  all  I  ask." 
Eager  he  darts  to  meet  the  demon  foe. 
Who  still  across  wide  heapa  of  ruin  slow 
And  falteriugly  comes,  till  they  are  near ; 
Then,  with  a  bound,  rashes  on  Azim's  spear, 
And,  casting  ofi^  the  Veil  in  falling,  shows— 
Oh !— 'Us  his  Zkuca's  life-blood  that  flows ! 


*  **  They  have  all  a  great  reverence  for  btnlal-gnwa^ 
which  they  aometlmee  call  by  the  pnetieal  aaaiaaf  Clilii*' 
the  Silent,  nnd  which  they  people  with  the  ghotts  of  ibe 
depurted,  who  elt  sneh  at  tlie  heiut  of  his  own  fiave,  la^ 
ibie  to  mortal  eyes.**— JB^iMleM. 
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leant  not,  Azuiy"  soothingly  she  njd, 
iM  trembling  aim  ihe  lean'd  ber  head, 
oking  in  his  face,  saw  anguish  there 

all  wounds  the  quiv'ring  flesh  can  beaiv— 
LiX  3ot  thou  shouldst  have  the  pain  of  this:— 
^  death,  with  thee  thus  tasted,  is  a  bliss 

wouldst  not  rob    me  of,  didst  thou  but 
enow 

oft  Tve  pray*d  to  God  I  might  die  so ! 
le  Fiend*8  venom  was  too  scant  and  slow  i  - 
Lger  on  were  maddening — and  I  thought 
:e  that  Veal — nay,  look  not  on  it— caught 
yes  of  your  fierce  soldiery,  I  should  be 
&  by  a  tiiousand  death-darts  instantly, 
lis  is  sweeter— oh  !  believe  me,  yea- 
Id  not  change  this  sad,  but  dear  caress, 
leath  within  thy  arms  I  would  not  give 
le  most  smiling  life  the  happiest  live ! 
uit  stood  dark  and  drear  before  the  eye 
y  stray*d  soul,  is  passing  swiftly  by  ; 
it  comes  o*er  me  from  those  looks  of  love, 
iie  fiist  dawn  of  mercy  from  above ; 
f  thy  lips  but  tell  me  I'm  forgiv'n, 
s  will  echo  the  blest  words  in  Heav*n ! 
re,  my  Azim  ;— oh !  to  call  thee  mine 
once  again !  my  Azim— dream  divine ! 
if  thou  ever  lov'dst  me,  if  to  meet 
ScucA  hereafter  would  be  sweet, 
ire  to  pray  for  her — to  bend  the  knee 
ng  and  night  before  that  Deity, 
lom  pure  lips  and  hearts  without  a  stain, 
ne  are,  Azm,  never  breathed  in  vain, — 
»ray  that  He  may  pardon  her, — ^may  take 
assion  on  her  soul  for  thy  dear  sake, 
naught  rememb*ring  but  her  love  to  thee, 
her  all  thine,  all  Ilis,  eternally ! 
those  happy  fields  where  finrt  we  twined 
ottthful  hearts  together— every  wind 
meets  thee  there,  fresh  from  the  well-known 
low'rs, 

iring  the  sweetness  of  those  innocent  hours 
to  thy  soul,  and  thou  mayst  feel  again 
ly  poor  Zkuca  as  thou  didst  then, 
ill  thy  orisons,  like  dew  that  flies 
eaVn  upon  the  morning's  sunshine,  rise 
all  love's  earliest  ardor  to  the  skies ! 
hould  they — but,  alas,  my  senses  fail— 
>r  one  minute !— should  thy  prayers  pre- 
rail— 

!  celebrity  of  Mazagoog  is  owinft  to  its  maagoes, 
e  certainly  Iho  best  fruit  I  ever  tasted.  The  parent- 
.  wbieb  all  those  of  this  species  have  bees  giaAed, 
)d  daring  the  fhilt-seaaoa  by  a  goard  of  sepoys  ; 
e  reign  of  8bah  Jehaa,  coarlers  were  staUooed  be- 
>lhi  and  the  Mahialta  coast,  to  secure  an  abandant 
1  s«|ifily  of  naagnes  for  the  royal  table.**— Jtfrf. 
f  lyvL-mX  of  a  EssUence  in  India. 


*<  If  pardon'd  souls  may,  from  that  World  of  Bliss, 
*<  Reveal  their  joy  to  those  they  love  in  this— 
**riloome  to  thee — in  some  sweet  dream-^and 

tell— 
"Oh  HeaVn — I  die  —  dear  love!  farewell,  fare- 

weU." 

Time  fleeted — ^yeara  on  years  had  pass'd  away. 
And  few  of  those  who,  on  that  mournful  day. 
Had  stood,  with  pity  in  their  eyes,  to  see 
The  maiden's  death,  and  the  youth's  agony. 
Were  living  still — when,  by  a  rustic  grave, 
Beside  the  swift  Amoo's  transparent  wave, 
An  aged  man,  who  had  grown  aged  there 
By  that  lone  grave,  morning  and  night  in  prayer. 
For  the  last  time  knelt  down  —  and,  though  the 

shade 
Of  death  hung  dark'ning  ovr  c  him,  there  play*d 
A  gleam  of  rapture  on  his  eye  and  cheek, 
That  brighten'd  even  Death— like  the  last  streak 
Of  intense  glory  on  th'  horizon's  brim, 
When  night  o'er  all  the  rest  hangs  chill  and  dim. 
His  soul  had  seen  a  Vision,  while  he  si^ ; 
She,  for  whose  spirit  he  had  pray'd  and  wept 
So  many  years,  had  come  to  him,  all  dress'd 
In  angel  smiles,  and  told  him  she  was  blest ! 
For  this  the  old  man'  breathed   his  thankr,  and 

died.— 
And  there,  upon  the  banks  of  that  loved  tide. 
He  and  his  Zkuca  sleep  side  by  side 


Thb  story  of  the  Veiled  IVophet  of  Khorassan 
being  ended,  they  werr  nov*  doomed  to  hoar 
Fadladbbn's  criticisms  upon  it.  A  series  of 
disappointments  and  accidents  had  occurred  to 
this  learned  Chamberiain  during  the  journey. 
In  the  fint  place,  those  cotmers  stationed,  as  in 
the  reign  of  Shah  Jehan,  between  Delhi  and 
the  Western  coast  of  India,  to  secure  a  constant 
supply  of  mangoes  for  the  Royal  Table,  had, 
by  some  cruel  uregularity,  failed  in  their  duty; 
and  to  eat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong 
was,  of  course,  impossible.'  In  the  next  place, 
the  elephant,  laden  with  his  fine  antique  porce* 
lain,*  had,  in   an   imusual   fit  of  Ihreliness,   shat- 

«  This  old  porcelain  Is  foand  in  digging,  and  *Mf  It  is  es- 
teemed. It  is  not  because  It  has  acqu..«^  any  new  degree  of 
beauty  In  the  earth,  but  because  It  has  retained  its  ancient 
beauty ;  and  this  alone  Is  of  great  importance  In  Chlnn,  where 
they  give  lante  sums  for  the  smallest  vessels  which  were  u«cd 
under  the  Einpenirs  Van  and  Chun,  who  reigned  many  age* 
before  Uie  dynasty  oTTaag,  at  which  time  porcelain  began  to 
be  aaed  by  the  Emperart,**  (aboot  the  year  4«i.)— X>Baa*« 
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tered  the  whole  sot  to  pieces:  —  an  irreparable 
lass,  03  many  of  the  vessels  were  so  exquisitely 
old,  as  to  have  been  used  under  the  Emperors 
Y^ui  and  Chun,  wiio  reigned  many  ages  before 
the  dynasty  of  Tung.  His  Koran,  too,  sup- 
posed to  be  the  identical  cq>y  between  the 
leaves  of  which  Mahomet*8  favorite  pigeon 
used  to  nestle,  had  been  mislaid  by  his  Koran- 
beaier  tiuree  whole  days  ;  not  without  much 
spiritual  alarm  to  Fadladren,  who,  though  pro- 
fessing to  Iiold  with  otlier  loyal  and  orthodox 
Mussulmans,  that  salvation  could  •  only  be  found 
in  the  Koran,  was  strongly  suspected  of  believ- 
ing m  his  heart,  that  it  could  only  be  found  in 
his  own  particular  copy  of  it  When  to  all  these 
grievances  is  added  the  obstinacy  of  the  cook*, 
in  putting  the  pepper  of  Canura  into  his  dishes 
instead  of  the  cinnamon  of  Serendlb,  we  may  easily 
suppose  thut  he  came  to  the  task  of  criticism  with, 
at  least,  \  sufficient  degree  of  irritability  for  the 
purpose. 

"  In  order,**  said  he,  importantly  swinging  about 
his  cliaplet  of  i)earls,  "  to  convey  with  clearness 
my  op'nion  of  the  story  this  young  man  has  related, 
it  is  necessary  to  take  a  review  of  all  the  stories 

that  have  ever "  —  "My  good  Fadladecv  !** 

exclaimed  tlie  Princess,  interrupting  him,  "  w^e 
really  do  not  deserve  that  you  siiould  give  your- 
self ^^  much  trouble.  Your  opinion  of  the  poem 
we  h&  e  just  heard,  will,  I  have  no  douht,  bo 
abundantly  edifyiuj;:.  without  any  furtlier  waste  of 
your  valuable  erudition."  —  "  If  that  be  all,'*  re- 
plied the  critic,  —  evidently  mortified  at  not  being 
allowed  to  show  how  much  he  knew  about  every 
thing  but  the  subject  immediately  before  him  — 
"  if  that  be  all  that  is  required,  the  matter  is  easily 
dispatched.**  He  then  proceeded  to  analyze  the 
poem,  in  that  strain  (so  well  known  to  the  unfor- 
tunate bards  of  Delhi)  whose  censures  w^ere  an 
infliction  from  which  few  recovered,  and  whose 
very  praises  were  like  the  honey  extracted  from 
the  bitter  flowers  of  the  aloe.  Tlie  chief  person- 
ages of  the  story  were,  if  he  rightly  understood 
them,  an  ill-favored  gentleman,  with  a  veil  over 
his  face ; — a  young  lady,  whosse  reason  went  and 
came,  according  as  it  suited  the  poet  s  convenience 
to  be  sensible  or  otherwise ;— and  a  youth  in  one 
of  those  hideous  Buchariau  bonnets,  who  took  the 
aforesaid    gentleman    in    a    veil    for    a    Divinity. 


Ci»llnctlnn  of  Curious  Observations,  &e. ;— a  bnd  trantlatlon 
of  sonio  pHrts  or  the  l^etlros  Edlflantes  et  Curiense*  of  the 
Mlssionar>*  Jesuits. 

>  <'  La  If  rtnre de  cos  Fables  plaWoit  si  fort  aux  Arabes,  qne, 
qoiuiJ  Mnhouiet  icsentrctenoit  de  rilistoire  de  rAncienTes- 
lamenL  us  les  ineprisoient,  lul  dlsant  que  ceiles  quo  Nasser 


"  From  such  materials,**  said  be»  "  what  cto  k 
expected  7  ~^  after  riTalling  each  other  in  }m( 
speeches  and  absmditiet,  throogh  sooie  tfaoondi 
of  lines  as  mdigestible  as  the  filberts  of  Berdi^ 
our  friend  in  the  Teil  jumps  into  a  tab  of  if»- 
fortis ;  the  young  lady  dies  in  a  set  speech,  what 
only  recommendation  is  that  it  is  her  last ;  and  lb 
lover  lives  on  to  a  good  old  age,  for  the  haUk 
purpose  of  seeing  her  ghost,  which  he  at  hirt  lif^ 
p:ly  accomplishes,  and  ezpiresi  Thii,  job  il 
allow,  is  a  fair  saimnary  of  the  story;  sad  Jl 
Nasser,  the  Arabian  merchant,  told  no  better,  •■ 
Holy  Prophet  (to  whom  be  all  honor  and  {toy  9 
had  no  need  to  be  jeakMts  of  faii  abifities  Iv  Mf* 
telling.*** 

With  respect  to  the  style,  it  was  wnrtbytfii 
matter ; — it  had  not  even  those  politic 
of  structure,  whk:h  make  up  for  the 
of  the  thoughts  by  the  pecuTiarity  of  the 
nor  that  stately  poetical  phraseology  hf  «M 
sentiments  mean  in  themselves,  like  the  hhAr 
smitli's'  apron  converted  into  a  banner,  M  ■ 
easily  gilt  and  embroidered  into  oooMqHM 
Then,  as  to  the  verslficatioa,  it  wai^  to  ay  ■ 
worse  of  it,  execrable :  it  had  neither  the  opM 
flow  of  Fenkisi,  the  sweetness  of  Hafti,  mt  i* 
sententious  march  of  Sadi ;  but  appeared  Is  ki 
in  the  uneasy  heaviness  of  its  movementi,  Is  ki 
been  modelled  upon  the  gait  of  a  very  tired  d» 
medary.  The  licenses,  too,  in  which  it  isMfi 
were  unpardonable; — for  instance  this  liiie,iidlll 
poem  abounded  with  such  ; — 

Like  the  faint,  exquisite  music  of  a  dratak 

"  What  critic  that  can  connt,"  sakl  Faoui 
"  and  has  his  full  complement  of  fingen  to 
withal,  would  tolerate  for  an  instant  sneh  tf^] 
superfluities?" — He  here  looked  round,  and 
covered   that  most  of  his   audience  were  adicfl 
while   the   glimmering  lamps  seemed  incfiBed 
follow  their  example.    It  became  nnrfiij.  1 
fore,  however  pamfid  to  himself,  to  put  aa  orfi 
his  valuable  aniuiud versions  for  the 
he  accordingly  concluded,  with  an  air  of 
candor,    thus :  —  "  Notwithstanding   ths 
tions  which  I  have  thought  it  ray  doty  to 
it  is  by  no  means  my  wish  to  discoorage  the 
man : — so  far  from  it,  indeed,  that  if  bs  «9 
totally  alter  his  style  of  writing  and 


lour  racontolent  Atolent  beaaconp  plus  beOaa. 
ference  attira  A  Nasser  la  mal^dlctloa  ds 
MS  disciples.**— />*tf«rM«C 

*  The  btacksmith  Gao,  who  aocesssAdly 
rant  Zuhak,  and  whose  apron  beeame  the  Bu|al 
Persia. 
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.'  Iiill«  doubt  that  I  ihall  be  vastly  pleaaed 


»f 


days  elapsed,  after  Uiis  harangue  oi  Jie 
iiamberlain,  before  Laixa  Rookh  could 
9  ask  for  another  i<ory.  The  youth  was 
Icome  Iciest  in  the  pavilion — to  one  heart, 
too  dangerously  welcome; — but  all  men- 
x>etry   was,   as  if  by   common   consent, 

Though  none  of  the  party  had  much 
or  Fadladeen,  yet  his  censures,  thus 
lily  delivered,  evidently  made  an  impres- 
;hem  all.  The  Poet,  himself,  to  whom 
whB  quite  a  new  operation,  (being  wholly 

in  that  Paradise  of  the  Indies,  Cash- 
t  the  shock  as  it  is  generally  felt  at  first, 
IS  made  it  more  tolerable  to  the  patient ; 
lies  began  to  suspect  that  they  ought  not 
ased,  and  seemed  to  conclude  that  there 
e  been  much  good  sense  in  what  Fad- 
said,  from  its  having  set  them  all  so 
» sleep ; — while  the  self-complacent  Cham- 
w  left  to  triumph  in  the  idea  of  having, 
iiidred  and  fiftieth  time  in  hid  life,  extin- 
I  Poet.  Lalla  Rookh  alone— and  Love 
ly — persisted  in  being  delighted  with  all 
heard,  aud  in  resolving  to  hear  more  as 
as  possible.  Her  manner,  however,  of 
niiig  to  the  subject  was  unlucky.  It  was 
y  rested  during  the  heat  of  noon  near  a 
on  which  some  hand  had  rudely  traced 
l-kiiown  words  from  the  Garden  of  Sadi, 
r,  like  me,  have  viewed  this  fountain,  but 
rone,  and  their  eyes  are  closed  forever!" 
le  took  occasion,  from  the  melancholy 
'  this  passage,  to  dwell  upon  the  charms 
in  general  "  It  is  true,'*  she  said,  **  few 
1  imitate  that  sublime  bird,  which  flies 
1   the  ai^    aud  never  touchei?  the  earth:* 


In  ma,  a  bird  pecaUar  tp  the  East.  It  it  sapiwsed 
iniif  in  the  air,  and  never  touch  the  ground  ;  it  Is 
1  a^  n  bird  of  happy  omen ;  and  that  every  head 
n  will  in  time  wear  a  crown.**—  RiekardjtoH. 
insofailiance  made  by  Fuzicet  Oola  Khan  with 
GO.  one  of  the  stipulntlons  was,  "that  he  should 
ii5tinction  of  two  honorary  attendants  standing 
,  holding  fans  coni|)Osed  of  the  feathers  of  the 
cordinc  to  the  pmctice  uf  his  fnmWy.**—  K^Uks*g 
ndia.  He  adds  In  a  note: — "The  Humma  Is  a 
tt.  The  head  over  which  its  shadow  once  pastses 
ily  be  circled  with  a  crown.  The  splendid  little 
ded  over  the  thrtme  of  Tippoo  8nltaun,  found  at 
im  in  171)9,  was  intended  to  represent  this  poeti- 

s  piipiau  to  Mount  Sinai  we  must  attribute  the 
,  flgureA,  fcc,  on  thr»^  rocks  which  have  from 
aired  the  name  of  the  Written  Mountain."— 
,  (*cbelln  and  others  have  been  at  much  pains  to 


—it  18  only  once  in  many  ages  a  Genius  appears, 
whose  words,  like  those  on  the  Written  Mountain, 
last  forever:' — but  still  there  are  some,  as  de- 
lighted, perhaps,  though  not  so  wonderful,  who,  if 
not  stars  over  our  head,  are  at  least  flowers  along 
our  path,  and  whose  sweetness  of  the  mome  at  we 
ought  gratefully  to  inhale,  without  calling  upon 
them  for  a  brightness  and  a  durability  beyond 
their  nature.  In  short,"  continued  she,  blushing, 
as  if  conscious  of  being  "^aught  in  an  oration,  "  it 
is  quite  cruel  that  a  poet  cannot  wander  through 
his  regions  oi  enchantment,  without  having  a  critic 
forever,  like  the  old  Man  of  the  Sea,  upon  his 
back  r' — Fadladeen,  it  wa4  plain,  took  this  last 
luckless  allusion  to  himself,  and  would  treasure  it 
up  in  his  mind  as  a  whetstone  for  his  next  criti- 
cism. A  sudden  silence  ensued ;  and  the  Princess, 
glancing  a  look  at  Feramorz,  saw  plainly  she 
must  wait  for  a  more  courageous  moment 

But  the  glories  of  Nature,  and  her  wild,  fira- 
grant  airs,  playing  fireshly  over  the  current  of  youth- 
ful spirits,  will  soon  heal  even  deeper  wounds  thim 
the  dull  Fadladeens  of  this  "^orld  can  inflict  In 
an  evening  or  two  after,  they  came  to  the  small 
Valley  of  Gardens,  which  had  been  planted  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  for  his  favorite  sister  Ro- 
chinara,  during  their  progress  to  Cashmere,  some 
years  before ;  and  never  was  there  a  more  spark- 
ling assemblage  of  sweets  since  the  Gulzar-e-Irem, 
or  Rose-bower  of  Irem.  Every  precious  flower 
was  there  to  be  found,  that  poetry,  or  love,  or  re- 
ligion, has  ever  consecrated;  from  the  dark  hjra- 
cinth,  to  wiiich  Hafez  compares  his  mistreaB*s  hair,^ 
to  the  Cdmalatdf  by  whose  rosy  blossoms  the 
heaven  of  In<ira  is  scented*  As  they  sat  in  the 
cool  fragrance  of  this  delicious  qiot,  and  Lalla 
Rookh  remarked  that  she  could  fancy  it  the 
abode  of  that  Flower-loving  Nymph  whom  they 


attach  some  mysterions  and  Important  meaning  to  these  la- 
scriptions;  but  Niebahr,  as  well  as  Volney,  thinks  that  they 
must  have  been  executed  at  idle  hours  by  the  tmTeliem  U) 
Mount  Sinai,  "  who  were  satisfied  with  catting  the  anp<il- 
Ished  rock  with  any  pointed  Instranient ;  adding  to  their 
names  and  the  date  of  their  joameys  some  rude  figures, 
which  bespeak  the  hand  of  a  peopl^  but  little  skilled  In  the 
Vtar—Xiekukr. 
s  The  Story  of  Sinbad. 

*  See  J^otVt  Hafez,  Od«  v.  j 

•  **  The  Cimalat*  (called  by  LInncns,  Ipomsa)  Is  the  most  ; 
beautiful  of  lu  order,  both  In  the  color  and  form  of  lu  leaves  ' 
and  flowers;  Its  elegant  blossoms  are  'celestial  rosy  red, 
Love*s  proper  bne.*  and  have  Justly  procarcd  It  the  name  of 
Camalnt4,  or  Love's  Creeper."— Str  ff.  J^e*. 

**  CamalatA  may  also  mean  a  mytholoftlcal  plant,  by  which 
all  desires  are  granted  to  sach  as  Inhsbit  the  heaven  of  la- 
dra ;  and  If  ever  flower  was  worthy  of  paradise,  it  b 
charming  IponuDa.**— A. 
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worship  in  the  temples  of  Kathay,'  or  of  one  of 
those  Peris,  those  beautiful  creatures  of  the  air, 
who  live  upon  perfumes,  and  to  whom  a  place 
like  this  might  make  some  amends  for  the  Para- 
dise  they  have  lost, — the  young  Poet,  in  whose 
eyes  she  appeared,  while  she  spoke,  to  be  one  of 
tlic  bright  spiritual  creatures  she  was  describing, 
said  hesitatingly  that  he  remembered  a  Story  of  a 
Peri,  which,  if  the  Princess  had  no  objection,  he 
would  venture  to  i elate  **  It  is,'*  said  he,  with  an 
appoaliu(  look  to  Faduidibn,  "in  a  lighter  and 
humbler  stram  than  the  other;"  then,  strikmg  a 
few  careless  but  melancholy  chorda  on  his  kitar,  he 
thus  began : — 


PARADISE  AND  THE  PERL 

One  mom  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  disconsolate ; 
And  as  she  listened  to  the  Springs 

Of  Life  within,  like  music  flowing. 
And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 

Through  the  half-open  portal  glowing. 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e*er  have  lobt  tliat  glork»us  place ! 

"  How  happy,'*  exclaim'd  this  child  of  air, 
^  Are  the  holy  Spirits  who  wander  there, 

<*  Mid  floweiB  that  never  shall  fade  or  fall ; 
"  Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
"  And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me, 

"  One  blooBom  of  Heaven  outblooo»  them  all ! 

'*  Though  sunny  the  Lake  of  cool  Cashmere, 
'<  AVith  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear,* 

**  And  sweetly  the  founts  of  tliat  Valley  fall ; 
**  Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  Sinq-su-hat. 
**  And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray,* 
"  Yet — oh,  'tis  only  the  Blest  can  say 

"  How  the  waters  of  Heaven  outshine  them  all ! 

1  "  According  to  Father  Premare,  in  his  tmct  on  Chinese 
Mythology,  the  mother  of  Fo  hi  was  the  daughter  of  heaven, 
surnamed  Flower-loving ;  and  as  the  nymph  was  walking 
alone  on  the  bank  of  a  river,  she  found  herself  encircled  by 
a  rainbow,  after  whiclr  she  became  pregnant,  and,  at  the 
end  of  twelve  years,  was  delivered  of  a  son  radiant  as  her- 
self."—-«aia«.  Rei. 

*  *'  Numerous  Kmnll  islands  emerge  fVom  the  Lake  of 
Cashmere.  One  Is  called  Char  Chenaur,  from  the  plane- 
trees  upon  It.** — Foster. 

*  "The  Altan  Kol  or  Golden  River  of  Tibet,  which  runt 
into  ine  Lnkes  )f  8ing-su-hay,  has  abundance  of  gold  in  its 
sandfl,  which  cnploys  the  Inhabitants  all  the  summer  In 
gathering  it-'*—  Description  of  Tibet  in  Piuierton, 

*  **  The  Brahmins  of  this  province  insist  that  the  blue 
zuropac  flowers  only  in  Panidise.** — Sir  W,  Jomss.  It  ap- 
pears, however,  from  a  corioos  letter  of  the  Saltan  of  Me- 


**  Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 
"  From  world  to  luminous  world,  as  far 

"  As  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall* 
"  Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres, 
"  And  multiply  each  through  endless  yearn, 

"  One  minute  of  Heaven  is  worth  them  aOr* 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  wa«  keeping 
The  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping ; 
And,  as  he  nearer  drew  and  Usten'd 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glisten'd 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spray 

From  Eden's  foimtain,  when  it  Ilea 
On  the  blue  flow'r,  which — Branuns  say- 
Blooms  nowhere  but  in  Paradise.* 

*'  Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line !" 
Gently  he  said — *'  One  hope  is  thine. 
^  Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

"  The  Peri  yet  may  beforgiv*n 
"  Who  hringe  to  thie  Eternal  gate 

*'  The  Oift  that  is  most  dear  to  Hem^m! 
"  Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin— 
"  Tis  sweet  to  let  the  pardon'd  in." 

Rapidly  as  comets  run 

To  th'  embraces  of  the  Sun  ;— 

Fleeter  than  the  starry  brands 

Flung  at  night  from  angel  handa^ 

At  those  dark  and  daring  sprites 

Who  would  climb  th'  empyreal  heights, 

Down  the  blue  vault  the  Peri  flies, 

And,  lighted  earthward  by  a  glance 
That  just  then  broke  from  moming*s  eyes, 

Hung  hoVring  o*er  our  worid*s  expaun^ 

But  whither  shall  the  Spirit  go 

To  And  this  gift  for  Heav'n  7—"  I  know 

"  The  wealth,"  she  cries,  **  of  every  urn, 

"  111  wliich  unntmiber*d  rubies  bum, 

**  Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chilminak  ;* 

**  I  know  where  the  Isles  of  Perfume  are,** 


nangcabow,  given  by  Marsden.  that  one  place  on  earth  vay 
lay  claim  to  the  possession  of  lu  **ThU  Is  the  Saltan,  who 
keeps  the  flower  chnnipaka  that  is  bine,  and  to  be  fuond  Is 
no  other  country  bat  his,  being  yellow  elsnwheie.**— JMsrr 
den's  Sninatra. 

*  *'The  Mahometans  snpposo  that  falling  stars  an  lbs 
firebrands  wherewith  the  good  angels  drive  away  the  ImuI, 
when  they  approach  too  near  the  eupyrean  or  vetge  of 
the  heavens/* — Dyer, 

*  The  Forty  Pillars ;  so  the  Persians  call  the  rains  of  Pir 
scpolis.  It  Is  Imagined  by  them  that  this  palace  and  At 
edifices  at  Rnlbec  were  ballt  by  Genii,  for  the  porpnis  of 
hiding  In  their  snbterraneons  caverns  Inuneaae  tnannii 
which  still  remain  there.— />*ir«r*«/al,  Volmef. 

^  Diodorus  mentions  the  Isle  of  rancbaia,  to  me  loixtk  of 
Arabia  Felix,  where  there  was  a  tenple  of  Jopllsr.  TUi 
Island,  or  rather  cluster  of  isles,  has  disapf  eared,  **  saak  (mp 
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a  fathom  down  in  the  aea, 

•  south  of  nin-bright  AmAir ;' 

IT,  too,  where  the  Genii  hid 

weli*d  cup  of  their  King  Jamiiud,* 

Life's  elixir  tparkling  bigrh— 

rtfl  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

'  wai  there  ever  a  gem  that  shone 

le  Ktepe  of  Alla'i  wonderful  Throne  7  • 

>e  Drops  of  Life— oh !  what  would  they  be 

boundless  Deep  of  Eternity  T* 

lus  she  mused,  her  pinions  fann'd 
of  Uiat  sweet  Indian  land, 
lir  is  balm  ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
il  rocks,  and  amber  beds  f 
nountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
IT  arm  sun,  with  diamonds  teem ; 
ivulets  are  like  rich  brides, 
with  gold  beneath  their  tides  ; 
andal  groves  and  bowers  of  spioe 
)  a  Peri's  Paradise ! 
ison  now  her  rivers  ran 
human  blood — the  smell  of  death 
eking  from  those  spicy  bow*i8, 
a,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 
ed  his  taint  with  ev*ry  breath 
d  from  th*  innocent  flow'rs. 
the  Sun !  what  foot  invades 
rods  and  thy  pillared  shades^ — 
em  shriues,  and  Idol  stones, 
narchs  aud  their  thousand  Thrones  1* 
of  Gazna' — fierce  in  wratli 
mes,  and  India's  diadems 
er  d  in  his  ruinous  path. — 
oodhounds  he  adorns  with  gems, 
m  the  violated  necks 
iny  a  young  and  loved  Sultana  ;^ 

I  the  abyss  m^de  by  ihe   tire,  beneath    ^e!r 
■* — FojfAge  U  l^T  Indian  Ocean. 
I  of  PanchHia. 

ip  of  Jaiiishld,  discovered,  they  say,  when  dig- 
TuundHtiuns  u(  Per»ei>i»IU.** — Richardson, 
of  like  the  Ben  of  India,  whose  bottom  Is  rich 
iod  anibeif  rls.  whose  monnUilns  of  the  coast  aro 
gold  and  precioas  stones,  whose  gulfs  breed 
W  yield  iTory,  and  among  the  |>{nnts  of  whose 
iwoy,  red  wiMid,  and  the  wood  of  llairxan, aloes, 
oves,  sandnl-wtMK],  and  all  other  ipiees  and 
where  pant>ii  and  peacocks  aro  birds  of  the 
msk  and  civet  are  eolieciod  upon  the  lands.** — 
iro  Makammedana. 

....    in  the  ground 
Jed  twigs  take  root,  and  dnnghtors  grow 
fie  mother-tree,  a  pillared  akad*^ 
.>r&rch*d,  and  echoing  walks  between.     Mll/roji. 

cnlar  description  ^nd  plate  of  the  Banyan'tree, 
•#  Ceylon. 

this  immense  treasure  Mahmood  returned  to 
in  the  year  400  prepared  a  magnificent  festival. 


Maidens,  within  their  pure  Zenana, 
Priests  in  the  very  fane  he  slaughters, 
And  chokes  up  with  the  glitt'ring  wrecks 
Of  golden  shrizies  the  sacred  waters  i 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaxe, 
And,  through  the  war-fiekl*s  bloody  haze 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand. 

Alone  beside  his  native  river,— 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 
"  Live,"  said  the  Conqu'ror,  **  live  to  share 
"  The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear  !*' 
Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood— 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country's  blood. 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart. 
For  answer,  to  th'  Invader's  heart 

False  flew  the  sliuft,  though  pointed  well ; 
The  Tyrant  lived,  the  Hero  fell  .*— 
Yet  mark'd  the  Pkri  where  he  lay. 

And,  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past, 
Swiflly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last- 
Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed. 
Before  its  free-bom  spirit  fled ! 

"  Be  this,"  she  cried,  as  she  wing'd  her  flight« 
My  welcome  gifl  at  the  Gates  of  Light 
Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  ofl  distil 
**  Ou  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  like  tliis, 
"  For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  »,* 

**  It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill, 

"  That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss 

''  Oh,  if  there  be,  ou  this  earthly  sphere, 

"  A  boon,  an  ofleriug  Ileav'n  holds  dear, 


n 
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where  be  displayed  to  the  people  his  wealth  In  golden  throoos 
and  In  other  omamentSf  In  a  great  plain  without  the  city  of 
Ghizni.*'— I^mACs. 

'  *'  Muhnioo*]  of  Caxna.  or  Ghisnl,  who  conquered  India 
in  the  befcinning  of  the  11  th  contur)*.**— See  his  History  In 
Dow  and  dir  ./.  JVaUotm. 

^  "  Ic  {-«  fiMiried  that  the  bunting  eqnipnge  of  the  Sultan 
MahniootI  u  ii.<«  so  magnificent,  that  he  kept  400  greylu»ands 
ami  hl<M>iihuund«,  each  of  which  wore  a  collar  set  with  jew- 
cl.4.  him]  h  ctnering edgrd  with  gold  and  pearls.**— C/atrcrsa/ 
HittMry,  vol.  iii. 

*  Objection-*  iimy  be  m:ulc  to  my  use  of  the  w«>nl  Liberty  In 
this, and  in(iree«|it»ciNlly  In  the  story  that  follows  it,  as  totally 
inappiicalilo  lonny  HUit*?or(hinc4thathaseverexi<<tcd  In  the 
East ;  but  though  I  cannot,  uf  courre,  mean  to  employ  It  In 
that  enlarged  and  nobk*  xen^u  which  is  so  well  understood  at 
the  present  day,  hihI,  I  grieve  to  say.  m>  litlie  acted  upon,  yet 
it  is  no  disparafsemeni  to  the  word  to  apply  It  to  that  national 
Independence,  that  freedom  from  the  interference  and  dicta- 
tion of  forelfners,  without  which.  Indeed*  no  lit)«rty  of  any 
Had  can  exist;  and  for  which  lioth  Hindoos  and  Persians 
Ibafht  against  their  Mussulman  Invaders  with,  in  many 
caaea,  a  bravery  that  deserved  much  better  success. 
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«  Tie  the  last  libation  Liberty  draws 
i  <*  From  the  heart  that  Ueeda  and  broakf  in  her 
cause!" 

**  Sweet,"  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 

The  gift  into  his  radiant  hand 
"  Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  BrsTO 

"  Who  die  thus  for  their  native  Land/— 
"  But  see — alas ! — the  crystal  bar 
"  Of  Elden  moves  not— holier  far 
<*  Than  ev*n  this  drop  the  boon  must  be, 
"  That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav'n  for  thee !" 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted, 

Now  among  Afric's  lunar  Mountains,' 
Far  to  the  Soutli,  the  Peri  lighted ; 

And  sleek*d  her  plumage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egyptian  tide— whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth 
Deep  in  those  solitary  woods 
Where  oa  the  Genii  of  the  Flooifa 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 
And  hail  the-  new-bom  Giant's  smile.* 
Thence  over  Ekiypr's  palmy  groves, 

Hor  grots,  and  sepulchres  of  Kings,* 
Tlie  exiled  Spirit  sighing  roves ; 
And  now  hangs  list*ning  to  the  doves 
In  wann  Rosktta*s  vale^ — now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  that  break 
The  azure  calm  of  Mobris*  Lake.* 
'Twas  a  fair  scene — a  Land  more  bright 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold ! 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  oaw  this  night 

Those  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
Basking  in  Heav'n's  serenest  light  ;— 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-traes  bendini; 

Languidly  their  leaf-crown'd  heads, 
Like  youthful  maids,  when  sleep  descending 

Warns  them  to  their  silken  beds  ;* — 
Those  virgin  lilies,  all  tlie  night 

1  "The  MountAlns  of  the  Moon,  or  the  Montet  Lniue  of 
antiquity,  at  iho  foot  of  which  the  Nile  It  supposed  to  arUe.** 
— Bruce. 

**  S«)mctlines  cnlled,**  says  Jaekton^  "  Jibtwl  Kumrte,  or  the 
while  or  Iiinar-colored  mountains ;  soa  white  horse  is  called 
by  the  Arabians  a  moon-cntored  horse.** 

*  **The  Nile,  which  the  Abysslnians  know  by  the  names  of 
Abey  and  Alawy.  or  the  Giant.**  •  JitUt.Rutarth,  vol.L  pu387. 

*  See  Perry's  View  of  the  Levant  for  an  account  of  the 
sepulchres  In  fpper  Thebes,  and  the  nQniberle«s  grots 
covered  all  o«'er  with  hieroglyphics  In  the  nooantains  of 
ITpiier  Bfr)'pt. 

«  "The  orchaitfs  of  Rosetta  are  filled  with  turtle-doves.** 

*  8Hvnry  mentions  the  pcllcann  upon  Lake  Moarls. 

*  "The  superb  date-tree,  whose  head  iauKUidly  reclines, 
like  thiit  of  a  handsome  woman  overcome  with  sleep.**— 
It0f%rd  d  Hmdad 


Bathing  their  beauties  in  the  lake. 
That  they  may  rise  more  (resh  and 

When  thoir  beloved  Sun's  awake ; 
Those  ruin*d  shrines  and  tow'is  that 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream ; 

Amid  whose  fairy  k>nelinefs 
Naught  but  the  lapwing's  cry  is  heard, 
•Naught  seen  but  (when  the  shadows,  Bitting 
Fast  from  the  moon,  uusheath  its  glMmO 
Some  piuple-wiug*d  Sultana*  skting 

Upon  a  column,  motionless 
And  glitfrin^  like  an  Idol  bird !— 
Who  could  have  .bought,  that  there,  ev*n  thsni 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair. 

The  Demon  of  the  Plagi^j  hath  east 

From  his  hot  wing  a  deadlier  blast, 
More  mortal  far  than  ever  came 
From  tlie  red  Desert's  sands  of  flame ! 
So  quick,  that  ev'ry  living  thing 
Of  hmnan  shape,  touch'd  by  his  wing. 

Like  plants,  where  the  Simoom  hath  pasi^^ 
At  once  falls  black  and  withering ! 
The  sun  went  down  on  many  a  Vctxw 

Which,  full  of  bloom  and  freshness  then, 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest-house  now. 

And  ne'er  will  feel  that  snn  again. 
And,  oh !  to  see  th'  nnburied  heaps 
On  which  the  kindy  moonlight  sleeps  ■ 
The  very  vtiltiue^  turn  away. 
And  sicken  at  so  foul  a  prey  ! 
Only  the  fierce  hyena  stalki^ 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  walki^ 
At  midnight,  and  his  carnage  pliee>— 

Wo  to  the  half-dead  wretch,  who  meets 
The  glaring  of  those  large  blue  eyes'* 

Amid  the  darkness  of  the  streets ! 

<  Poor  race  of  men !"  said  the  pitying  Spirit, 

'*  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  Fall— 
"  Some  flow'rets  of  Eden  ye  still  inherit, 
"  But  the  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  overthem  all !" 


t  "That  beauUfnl  bird,  with  plnmafs  of  the  floest  ibl* 
nlng  blue,  with  purple  beak  and  legs,  the  aatural  aad  litinf 
ornament  of  the  temples  and  palaces  of  the  Greeks  ssd 
Romans,  which,  frcMn  the  slateilnesa  of  Its  port,  as  wdl  m 
the  brilliaucy  of  its  colors,  has  obtaUied  tlie  title  of  8b1 
tana.**— &i»iu»t. 

*  Jackson,  speaking  of  the  plagne  that  occaned  Is  Wed 
Barbery,  when  he  was  there,  says,  **Tbe  bMa  of  the  sir 
fled  away  from  the  abodes  of  awa.  The  hyaaaa,  oa  the 
contrary,  vblted  the  cemeteries,**  ^c. 

•  **Gondar  was  Aill  of  hysnas  (hmi  the  tIsM  It  tsned 
dark,  till  the  dawn  of  day,  seeking  the  dlflNeat  pieces  of 
slaughtered  carcasses,  which  this  eniel  and  lacfeaa  penplt 
expose  in  the  streets  wlthoat  barial,  aad  who  flrsily  Mtow 
that  these  animals  aie  fWlashui  ftom  the  Beifhfaoriag  awar 
tains,  transformed  by  magic,  and  oome  down  to  eat  haitt 
flesh  in  the  dark  la  safety.**— ITnMt. 
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Thus  saying,  from  her  lips  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathings  through  the  ph 
And  shook  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  sbed 

Such  lustre  o'er  each  paly  face, 
That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seem'd, 

Upon  the  eve  of  doomaday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odor  sleeping ; 

While  that  beuevolent  Peri  beam'd 
Like  their  good  angel,  calmly  keeping 

Watch  o'er  them  till  their  souls  would  waken. 

But  mom  is  blushing  in  the  sky ; 

Again  the  Pbrj  soais  above. 
Bearing  to  Heav'n  that  precious  sigh 

Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  love. 
High  throbbed  her  heart,  with  hope  elate* 

Th*  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win, 
For  the  bright  Spirit  at  the  gate 

Smiled  as  she  gave  that  offering  in; 
And  she  already  hears  the  trees 

Of  Eden,  with  Iheir  crystal  beilt 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 

That  from  the  throne  of  Aujk  swellt; 
And  she  cau  see  the  starry  bowls 

That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake, 
Upon  whose  banks  admitted  Souls 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  gk>rj  take !' 

But,  ah !  ev*n  Pkris'  hopes  are  Tain— 

Again  the  Fates  forbade,  again 

Th'  immortal  barrier  closed—**  Not  yet/' 

The  Angel  said,  as,  with  regret. 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory— 

"  True  was  the  maJt'fui,  and  her  story 

"  Written  in  light  o'er  Alla's  head, 

"  By  neraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

"  Pat,  Pbri,  see    the  crystal  bar 

"  Of  Eklen  moves  not— holier  far 

"  Thau  ov'n  this  sigh  the  boon  must  bo 

<'  That  opes  the  Gates  of  HeaVn  Ibr  theo." 

Now,  upou  Syria's  land  of  roses' 
Softly  the  light  of  Eve  reposes. 
And,  like  a  glory,  the  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ; 

pile,  singt  a  melodious  atrof  diflhrent  harmonies  thmogh  his 
fifty  orgHD  pipes  ttufn  his  wings  with  a  velocity  which  sets 
fire  to  the  woud,  and  consumes  himself.** — Hickardsam, 

>  "  On  the  shores  of  a  qutidrangrnlar  lake  stand  a  tluiasaad 
goblets,  made  ufitHrs.  out  of  which  souls  pradeNtlned  in  e^joy 
felicity  drink  the  crystal  wave.**— Froai  CkdU€uhfiaui'§ 
Description  of  the  Mahometan  Paradise,  in  his  B«a%lUt  of 

s  Richardson  thinks  that  Syria  had  its  name  from  Suri,  a 
beautiful  f^"  liclicatu  8|)ecies  of  rose,  for  which  thnt  country 
has  ween  always  fauious; — hence,  Suristan,  the  Land  of 


*  "^The  number  of  llsards  I  saw  one  day  In  the  great  coort 


Whose  bead  in  wintry  grandeur  tow'nb 

And  whitens  with  etemai  sleet* 
While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  fl«w*i)i» 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet 

To  one,  who  look'd  (rom  upper  air 

0*er  all  th'  enchanted  regkms  there, 

How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  g^ov, 

The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below ! 

Fair  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  ranks 

Of  golden  mek>ns  on  their  banks. 

More  golden  where  the  san4ight  falls  y~~ 

Gay  lizards,  glitt*ring  on  the  wallsP 

Of  ruin'd  shrines,  busy  and  bright 

As  they  were  all  alive  with  light ; 

And,  yet  more  splendid,  imroeroiit  fiocks 

Of  pigeons,  settling  oo  the  roeks^ 

With  their  rich  restless  wingiib  that  gleam 

Variously  in  the  crimson  beam 

Of  the  warm  Westr-BS  if  inlaid 

With  brilliants  from  the  mioe,  or  made 

Of  teariess  rainbows,  sooh  as  spaa 

Th'  nncloudod  skies  of  PBEnr:%ab 

And  then  the  mingling  soondb  that  Moaa, 

Of  shepherd's  anoient  reed,*  with  ham 

Of  the  wild  bees  of  Palbstimb** 

Banqueting  through  the  flow*!/  valsa; 
And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  baaka  of  thiaa» 

And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingaleai* 

But  naught  can  charm  the  hickless  Pni; 
Her  soul  is  sad-^er  wings  are  weary-— 
Joyless  she  sees  the  Sun  look  down 
On  that  great  Temple,  once  his  owti,* 
Whose  lonely  coltmins  stand  snblimoi 

Flinging  their  shadows  from  on  high, 
Like  dials,  whUih  the  wisard*  Time, 

Had  raised  to  count  his  ages  by ! 

Yet  haply  there  may  lie  oonceal'd 
Beneath  those  Chambers  of  the  Snn« 

Some  amulet  of  gems,  anneal'd 

In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seal'd 
With  the  great  name  of  Solomov, 
Which,  spell'd  by  her  illumined  eyes, 

of  the  Temple  of  the  Sun  at  lUlbec  amounted  to  nwnf  tboa- 
sanJs;  the  ground,  the  walls,  and  stones  of  the  rained 
buildings,  were  covered  with  them.**— IfnMS. 

«  **  The  Syrinx,  or  Paa*s  pipe,  b  stIU  a  pasiml  lattraneat 
In  Syria.**~l2K««e/. 

*  **  Wild  bees,  frequent  In  Palestine,  In  hollow  trunks  or 
branches  of  trees,  and  the  clefts  of  rncks.  Thus  It  Is  mid, 
(Psalm  Ixxxl.,)  ^kamgff  mU  ^f  tk§  Btnjf  rseft.*  **— J^criir^s 
Oriental  CiiMtoma. 

•  **The  river  Jordan  Is  on  both  sides  beset  with  little, 
thick,  and  pleasant  woods,  aamog  which  thoasnads  oS  nighb 
Ingales  warble  all  toRetber.**— TAsmmC 

"»  The  Temple  ofthe  San  at  Balhee. 
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icu  her  where,  beneath  the  moon, 
I  or  ocean,  lies  the  boon, 
irm,  that  can  restore  so  soon 
Ting  Spirit  to  the  9kie& 

by  this  hope  she  bends  her  thither  ^ 

aughs  the  radiant  eye  of  Heaven, 

lave  the  golden  bowers  of  Even 

ich  West  begun  to  wither ; — 

o*er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging 

y,  she  sees  a  child  at  play, 

the  rosy  wild-flow'ra  singing, 

sy  and  as  wild  ^a  they  ; 

:,  with  eager  hands  and  eyes, 

lutiful  blue  damsel -flies,' 

itter*d  round  the  jasmine  stems, 

nged  flow'ri  or  flying  gems  >- 

ar  the  boy,  who  tired  with  p!ay 

stiing  *mid  the  roses  lay, 

T  a  wearied  man  dismount 

his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 
lall  imaret's  rustic  fount* 
tient  fling  him  down  to  drink* 
viH  his  haggard  brow  he  tuiii*d 
le  fair  child,  who  fearless  sat, 

never  yet  hath  day-beam  buni*d 

a  brow  more  fierce  than  that,— 
'  fierce — a  mixture  dire, 
juder-clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire ; 
h  the  Perj*s  eye  could  read 
ies  of  muny  a  ruthless  deed  ; 
n'd  maid — the  shrine  profaned— 
rok^'u — and  the  threshold  staiu'd 
ood  of  guests  ! — there  written,  all, 
s  the  dunming  drops  that  fall 
le  denouncing  AngePs  pen, 
rcy  weeps  them  out  again. 

iquil  now  that  man  of  crime 
10  balmy  evening  time 
[  his  spirit)  look*d  aud  lay, 
ig  the  rosy  iufant*s  play  : — 
still,  wheneVr  his  eye  by  chance 
tlie  boy's,  its  liuid  glance 


fthold  ihere  a  cunslderable  number  of  a  remark- 
of  beauUful  inMCi4.  llie  elegance  of  wbtwe  ap- 
)d  Iheir  atUre  procured  for  them  the  naaie  of 
-SonHini. 

"  h<>-<pice  ou  on  lose  et  nourrit,  praUt,  Ies  pAle- 
l  trt)h  >iur.i.** — Tuderinit  translated  bjf  Ike  Jibhi 
i. — ^e  also  CattdLan's  Mffiurs  des  Otboiuani, 
45. 

Ttirkx  an  at  the  common  houn  of  prayer  are  on 
S4I  employed  as  not  to  find  convenience  to  aueiid 
«.  are  utill  obliged  to  execute  that  duly ;  nor  ara 
nown  to  fall,  whatever  business  they  are  tJlen 
pmy  inimedintcly  when  the  hoar  alarms  then. 


Met  tiiat  imcloadcd,  joyous  gaze. 
As  torches,  that  have  bum*d  all  night 
Through  some  inqpnre  and  godless  rite. 

Encounter  morning's  glorious  rayi. 

But,  hark  !  the  vesper  call  to  pray*r. 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets. 
Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air. 

From  Stiua*b  thousand  minarets ! 
The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flow'rs,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 
And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 

Kneels'  with  his  forehead  to  the  south, 
Lisping  th*  eternal  name  of  God 

From  Purit3r's  own  cherub  mouth. 
And  looking,  while  lus  hands  and  eycf 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies. 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise, 
Just  lighted  on  that  flow'ry  plain, 
And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 
Oh !  'twas  a  sight—that  Heav'n— that  child— 
A  scene,  which  might  have  well  beguiled 
Ev'n  haughty  Ebus  of  a  sigh 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by ! 

And  how  felt  As,  the  wretched  Man 
Reclinmg  there— while  memory  ran 
O'er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, 
Flew  o*er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life. 
Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place. 
Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  graoei 
"  There  waa  a  time,"  he  said,  in  mild, 
Heart-htmibled  tones—"  thou  blessed  child ! 
**  When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou, 
**  I  look'd  and  pray*d  like  thee— but  now"^ 
He  hung  his  head— each  nobler  aim, 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood*s  hour,  that  mstant  came 

Fresh  o*er  him,  and  he  wept — he  wept ! 

Blest  teaxs  of  souI-fiA  penitence  \ 
In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 

Is  felt  the  firet,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 


whatever  they  are  about,  tn  that  very  plHce  ihey  chaiic*  tti 
stand  on ;  Uis4>niuch  that  when  a  janiXHr>-,  whom  yoa  A«rs 
to  guard  you  up  ami  down  the  city,  hean  the  notice  which 
Is  given  him  from  the  steeples,  he  will  turn  about,  stand 
still,  and  beckon  with  his  hand,  to  tell  his  charge  he  mast 
have  patience  for  awhile,  when,  taking  out  his  handker- 
chief, he  spreads  It  on  the  ground,  sits  cross-legged  thers- 
upon,  and  says  his  prayers,  tbouirh  in  the  opeo  suukel, 
which  having  ended,  he  leaps  briskly  up.  salntes  the  per- 
son whom  he  undertook  to  convey,  and  renews  his  jntarasy 
with  the  mild  etpreukMi  of  Gkdl  gskmnum  gktUt  ot  Cons^ 
iteax,  fallow  ine.**— wdlcrM  HiiVt  Travels. 
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«  There's  a  drop/*  saul  the  Pbii,  *<  that  down  from 

the  moon 
**  Falls  through  the  withering  ain  of  Jane 
"  U|>on  Egypt's  land/  of  so  healing  a  powV, 
"  So  balmy  a  virtue,  that  ev*n  in  the  hour 
"  That  drop  descends,  contagion  dies, 
«  And  health  reanimates  earth  and  skies  !— 
"  Oh,  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin, 

"  The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  7 
**  Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within, 

One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispelled  them  all  .** 


«< 


And  now — behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child's  side,  in  humble  pray'r. 
While  the  same  sunbeam  shmes  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 
And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  Heav'n 
The  triumph  of  a  Soul  Forgiv*n ! 

'Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set. 
While  on  their  knees  they  linger'd  yet, 
There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star. 
Upon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 
Dcw*d  that  rei>ontant  sinner's  cheek. 
To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam— 
But  well  th'  enraptured  Peri  knew 
'Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 
From  Heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near ! 

"  Joy,  joy  forever  I  my  task  is  done-^ 

"  The  gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heav'n  is  won ! 

**  Oh  !  am  I  not  happy  7  I  am,  I  am — 

"  To  thee,  sweet  Eden  !  how  dark  and  sad 
"  Are  the  diamond  turrets  of  Shadukiam,* 

"  And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Ambbrajad  ! 

"  Farewell,  ye  odore  of  Earth,  that  die 
**  Passing  away  like  a  lov^*s  sigh  ; — 
"  My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  Tree,* 
**  VViiose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  I 

*  Farewell,  ye  vanisliing  flowers,  that  shone 
"  In  luy  fairy  wreath,  so  briglit  and  brief; — 


*  The  NuctA,  or  Mlmculnut  Drop,  which  fallg  In  Efrypt 
|if*tUely  oil  Si.  John**  day,  in  Jnne,  and  U  tupposed  to 
bavc  the  efleci  of  stopping  the  plague. 

*  The  Country  of  Delight— the  aiime  of  a  province  to  the 
kingdom  or  Jinnlstan,  or  Fairy  Land,  the  cnpltal  of  which 
'a  called  the  City  of  Jewels.  Amberobad  is  another  of  t^e 
t<tles  of  Jinnlstan. 

*  The  tree  Ttiobn,  that  fttnnds  In  Paradiw,  In  the  palace 
^  Mahomet.  Bee  Saie's  Frtlim.  Dt*e.— Tooba,  says  D*Her' 
Moi,  vignifles  beatttade,  or  eternal  happlneRS. 

*  Muhouiet  is  described,  In  the  53d  chapter  of  the  Koran, 


« Oh  .'what  are  the  brightest  that  e'er  htn 

blown, 
«  To  the  Iote>trce,  springing  by  Aujl'i  throne,* 

"  Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  ereiy  leaC 
"  Joy,  joy  forever ! — my  task  is  done — 
"  The  Gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heav'n  is  won  T 


«  Ano  this,"  sakl  the  Great  Chamberlain,  **ii  ' 
poetry  !  this  flimsy  manmacture  of  the  brain,  which,  I 
ui  comparison  with  the  lofty  and  durable  moia- 
ments  of  genius,  is  as  the  gold   filigite-wdi^  of 
Zamara  beside  the  ev^mal  architecture  of  EgyiA !" 
After  this  gorgeous  sentence,  which,  with  a  few 
more  of  the  same  kind,  FADUknEBsi  kept  by  biro 
for  rare  and  important  occasions,  he  proceeded  to 
the  anatomy  of  the  short  poem  just  recited.    The 
lax  and  easy  k'md  of  metre  in  which  it  was  written 
ought  to  be  denounced,   he  said,  as  one  of  the 
leading  causes  of  the  alarming  growth  of  poetiy 
in  our  times.    If  some  check  were  not  given  to 
this  lawless  facility,  we  should  aoon  be  ovemia 
by  a  race  of  bards  as  ntunerous  and  as  shallow  as 
the   hundred   and  twenty   thousand    Streams   of 
Basra.*    They  who  succeeded   in   this   style  de- 
served   chastisement   for  their  very  success  ;—«•  ; 
warriors  have  been  punished,  even  after  gaining  \  \ 
victory,  because    they   had    taken   the   libeity  of  | 
gaining  it  in  an  uregular  or  onestaUished  manner. 
What,  then,  was  to  be  said  to  those  who  failed  T  to 
those  who  presumed,  as  in  the  present  lamentable 
instauco,  to  unitate  the  license  and  ease  of  the 
bolder  sons  of  song,  without  any  of  that  grace  or 
vigor  which  gave  a  dignity  even  to  negligence  ;— 
who,  like  them,   flung  the  jereed*  carelessly,  bat 
not,  like  them,  to   the   mark  ; — **  and  who,"  said 
he,  raising  his  voice  to  excite  a  proper  degree  of 
wakefulness   in   his  hearere,  "contrive  to  a|^Kar 
heavy  and    constrained   in    the    midst  of  all  the 
latitude  they  allow  themselves,  like  one  of  those 
young  pagans  that  dance  before  tho  Princess,  who 
is  ingenious  enough  to  move  as  if  her  limbs  were 


as  having  seen  the  angel  Gabriel  **  by  the  lote-tree,  beyond 
which  these  i»  oo  passing :  near  it  is  the  Garden  of  Etrmd 
Abode.**  This  tree,  say  the  comnienlatorB,  ttandt  is  the 
seventh  Heaven,  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Tbrune  of  God. 

•  **  It  is  said  that  the  riven  or  streams  of  Basra  were 
reckoned  in  the  tinie  of  Petal  ben  Abl  Bordeh.  and  anioaot- 
ed  to  the  number  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  UuNbaad 
strennis.**— >£^  HaMkal. 

*  The  name  of  the  javelin  with  which  the  Easteras  ele^ 
else.    See  CastelUni  Mmurs  det  Othamdma^  torn.  IIL  p.  J6I.     < 
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1  a  {>air  of  the  lightest  and  looeest  di*  ren 
(atam!" 

but  little  luitable,  he  continaed,  to  the 
rch  of  criticisin  to  follow  this  fantastical 
vhom  they  had  just  heard,  through  all 
9  aud  adventures  between  earth  and 
>ut  lie  could  not  help  adverting  to  the 
•uceiledueas  of  the  Three  Gifts  which 
posed  to  carry  to  the  skies, — a  drop  of 
iooth,  a  sigh,  and  a  tear !  How  the  first 
articles  was  delivered  into  the  Angelas 
land"  he  professed  himself  at  a  loss  to  dis- 
d  as  to  the  safe  carriage  of  the  sigh  and 
uch  Peris  aud  such  poets  were  beings  by 
comprehensible  for  him  even  to  guess 
managed  such  matters.  "  But,  in  short,'* 
it  is  a  waste  of  time  and  patience  to  dwell 
on  a  thing  so  incurably  frivolous, — puny 
iig  its  own  puny  race,  and  such  as  only 
an  Hospital*  for  Sick  Insects  should  un- 


did Lalla  Rookii  try  to  soften  this  inex- 
tic ;  in  vain  did  she   resort  to  her  most 

common-places, — reminding  him  that 
'e  a  timid  and  sensitive  race,  whose 
was  not  to  be  drawn  forth,  like  that  of 
mt  grajus  near  the  Ganges,  by  crushing 
pling  upon  them  ;* — that  severity  often 
ed  every  chance  of  the  perfection  which 
led;  aud  that,  after  all,  perfection  was 
Mountain  of  the  Talisman, — no  one  had 
reached  its  summit.*  Neither  these  gen- 
),  nor  the  stilt  gentler  looks  with  which 
)  inculcated,  could  lower  for  one  instant 
ion  of  Fadla  '>«Ex'f  eyebrows,  jr  charm 
any  tiling    like  encouragement,    or  even 

of  her  poeL  Toleration,  inieed,  was 
ig  the  weaknesses  of  Fadxj^dcen: — he 
K  same  spirit  into  matters  of  poetry  and 
I,  and,  though  little  versed  in  the  beau- 
ublimities  of  either,  was  a  perfect  master 
;  of  persecution  in  both.  His  zeal  was 
,  too,  in  either  pursuit ;  whether  the  game 


iccoant  excited  a  desiro  of  vhitinf  the  Banyan 
I  f  tuid  beard  much  of  their  benevolence  to  all 
nimal.t  that  were  either  sick,  lame,  or  inflrm, 
;  iir  MccidenL  On  my  arrival,  there  were  presented 

many  hontcs,  cows,  and  oxen,  in  one  apArtment ; 
,  dogs,  sheep,  goats,  and  monkeys,  with  cleaa 
hem  to  reiMwe  on.  Above  stairs  were  dcposito- 
J.1  of  many  sorts,  and  flat,  broad  dishes  for  water 
of  birds  and  in!«ects." — ParsotCg  Travels. 
I  that  all  animals  know  the  Banyans,  that  the 

appratich  them,  and  that  birds  will  fly  nearer  to 
to  other  people. — See  Orandpri. 


before  him  was  pagans  or  poetasters, — ^worshlppen 
of  eowB,  or  writers  of  epics. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  splendid  city  of 
Lahore,  whoee  mausoleums  and  shrines,  magnifi- 
cent and  ntunberiess,  where  Death  appeared  to 
share  equal  honors  with  Heaven,  would  have  pow- 
erftilly  afiected  the  heart  and  imagination  of  Lal- 
la RooKH,  if  feelings  more  of  this  earth  had  not 
taken  entire  possession  of  her  already.  She  was 
here  met  by  messengers,  dispatched  from  Cash- 
mere, who  informed  her  that  the  King  had  ar- 
rived in  the  Valley,  and  was  himself  superintend- 
ing the  sumptuous  preparations  Uiat  were  then 
making  in  the  Saloons  of  the  Shalimar  for  her 
reception.  The  chill  she  felt  on  receiving  this 
mtelligence^ — ^whiih  to  a  bride  whose  heart  was 
free  and  light  wonid  have  brought  only  images 
of  affection  and  pleasure,— convinced  her  that  her 
peace  was  gone  forever,  and  that  she  was  in  lovf, 
uretrievably  in  love,  with  young  Fcrahosz.  The 
veil  had  fallen  off  in  which  this  passion  it  fint 
disguises  itself,  and  to  know  that  she  loved  was 
now  as  painful  as  to  love  without  knowing  it  had 
been  delicious.  Fekamorz,  too, — what  misery 
would  be  his,  if  tlie  sweet  hours  of  intercourae  so 
imprudently  allowed  them  should  have  stolen  into 
his  heart  the  same  fatal  fascination  as  into  hers  ;— 
if,  notwithstanding  her  rank,  and  the  modest  hom- 
age he  always  paid  to  it,  even  he  should  have  yield- 
ed to  the  iniluonce  of  those  long  aud  happy  inter- 
views, where  mtisic,  poetry,  the  delightful  scenes 
of  nature, — all  had  tended  to  bring  their  hearts 
close  together,  and  to  waken  by  every  means  that 
Xfsy  ready  passion,  which  often,  like  the  young  of 
the  desert-bird,  is  warmed  into  life  by  the  eyes 
alone  !^  She  saw  but  one  way  to  preserve  herMlf 
from  being  culpable  as  well  as  unhappy,  and  this, 
however  painful,  she  was  resolved  to  adopt  Fcr- 
AMORz  must  no  more  be  admitted  to  her  presence. 
To  have  strayed  so  far  into  the  dangerous  laby- 
rinth was  wrong,  but  to  linger  m  it,  while  the  clew 
was  yet  in  her  hand,  would  be  criminal.  Though 
the  heart  she  had  to  ofl*er  tp  the  King  of  Bucha- 
ria  might  be  cold  and  broken,  it  should  at  least 


I  **  A  very  frofiaat  grass  from  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
near  Heridwar,  which  la  some  places  covers  whole  acres, 
and  dlfl^ises,  when  crashed,  n  strong  odor.*'— 5rr  IV.  Jent* 
on  the  Spikenard  of  the  Ancients. 

•  **Near  this  Is  a  curious  hill,  called  Koh  Talism,  the 
Monntain  of  the  Talisman,  becansc,  according  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  country,  no  person  ever  succeeded  in  gaining  its 
•tunmlt.**— jriMiMtr. 

*  "  The  Arabians  believe  that  the  ostriches  haicn  thdr 
young  by  only  looking   at   them.**— P.  FMnslebt,  Rtiai 
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b0  pure;  and  she  must  only  endeavor  to  forget 
the  short  dream  of  hH|ipine8i  she  had  enjoyed, 
— like  that  Arabian  slmplierd,  who,  in  wander- 
ing into  the  wildemesB,  caught  a  glimpse  of  the 
!   Gardens  of  Irim,  and   tlien   lost  them  again  for- 


ever I* 


The  arrival  of  the  young  Bride  at  Lahore  was 
celebrated  iu  the  most  enthusiastic  manner.  Tne 
Rajas  and  Oniras  in  her  train,  who  had  kepi  at 
m  certain  distance  during  the  journey,  and  never 
encamped  nearer  to  the  Princess  than  was  strictly 
neceasarv  for  her  safeguard,  here  rode  in  splendid 
cavalcade  through  the  city,  and  distributed  the 
most  costly  presents  to  the  crowd.  Engines  were 
erected  in  all  the  squares,  which  cast  forth 
showers  of  confectionary  among  the  people ;  while 
the  artisans,  iu  chariots*  adorned  with  tinsel  and 
flying  stroamers,  exhibited  the  badges  of  their 
respective  trades  through  tlie  streets.  Such  bril- 
liant displays  of  life  and  pageantry  among  the 
palaces,  and  domes,  and  gilded  minarets  of  La- 
hore, made  the  city  altogether  like  a  place  of  en- 
chantment ; — particularly  on  the  day  when  Lalla 
RooKH  set  out  again  upon  her  journey,  when  she 
was  accompanied  to  the  gate  by  all  the  fairest 
and  richest  of  the  nobility,  and  rode  along  between 
ranks  of  beautiful  beys  and  girls,  who  kept  waving 
over  their  heads  plates  of  gold  and  silver  flowers,* 
and  then  threw  them  around  to  be  gathered  by  the 
populace. 

For  many  days  after  their  departure  from  La- 
hore, a  considerable  degree  of  gloom  hung  over 
the  whole  party.  Lalla  Rookh,  who  had  in- 
tended to  make  illness  her  excuse  for  not  admit- 
ting the  youngr  n'''*iitrel,  as  usual,  to  the  pavil'on, 
soon  found  that  to  .>igu  indisposition  was  unne- 
cessary ; — Faoladecn  felt  the  loss  of  the  good 
road  they  had  hitherto  travelled,  and  was  very 
near  cursing  Jehan-Guire  (of  blessed  memory!) 
for  not  having  continued  his  delectable  alley  of 
trees,^  at  least  as  far  as  the  mountains  of  Cash- 
mere ; — while  the  Ladies,  who  had  nothing  now 
to  do  all  day  but  to  be  fanned  by  peacocks'  feath- 
ers and  listen  to  Fadladcbn,  seemed  heartily 
weary  of  the  life  they  led,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the 
Great  Chamberiain's  criticisms,  were  so  tasteless 
as  to  wish  for  the  poet  again.    One  evening,  as 


•  See  StUe*s  Koran^  note,  vol.  U.  p.  484. 
«  Oriental  TmIos. 

•  FtrlHhiti.  *•  cir  nthcr,"  »ny«  $coit,  upon  the  pastmire  of 
Perishtn.  from  whUh  thU  Is  taken.  ** sninll  eolnt,  stninped 
with  the  (lifiire  orn  flower.  They  nre  still  used  In  India  to 
dUtribuic  in  rhnrity,  nnd,  on  orcnsion,  thrown  by  (be  pone- 
bearers  of  the  great  among  the  populace.** 


they  were  proceeding  to  their  place  of  rest  (or  tlie 
night,  the  Princess,  who,  for  the  freer  enjoyiMBt 
of  the  air,  had  mounted  her  favorite  Arabian  pal- 
frey, in  passing  by  a  small  grove  beard  the  mIm 
of  a  lute  from  within  its  leaves,  and  a  voice,  whieh 
she  but  too  well  knew,  singing  the  fioDowim 
words}— 

TcLL  me  not  of  joys  above, 

If  that  world  can  give  no  Miss, 
Truer,  happier  than  the  Love 

Which  enslaves  our  souls  !b  this. 

Tell  me  not  of  Houris*  eyes ; — 
Far  from  me  their  dangerous  glow, 

. '  those  looks  that  light  the  skies 
Wound  like  some  that  biun  below. 

Who,  that  feels  what  Love  b  here. 

All  its  falsehood — all  its  pain- 
Would,  for  ev*n  Elysitmi's  sphere, 

Risk  the  fatal  dream  again  T 

Who,  that  midst  a  desert's  heat 

Sees  the  waters  fade  away. 
Would  not  rather  die  than  meet 

Streams  again  as  false  as  they? 

The  tone  of,  melancholy  defiance  in  which  these 
words  were  uttered,  went  to  Lalla  Room's  heart; 
— and,  as  she  reluctantly  rode  on,  she  could  not  help 
feeling  it  to  be  a  sad  but  still  sweet  certainty,  that 
Fbramorz  was  to  the  full  as  enamored  and  misen- 
ble  as  herself. 

The  pla'te  where  they  encamped  that  evening 
was  the  first  delightful  spot  they  had  oome  to 
since  they  left  Lahore.  On  one  side  of  them 
was  a  grove  full  of  small  Hindoo  temples,  and 
planted  with  the  most  graceful  trees  of  the  Ekst; 
where  the  tamarind,  the  cassia,  and  the  silken 
plantains  of  Ceylon  were  mingled  in  rich  contrast 
with  the  high  fan-like  foliage  of  the  Palmyra^ — 
that  favorite  tree  of  the  luxurious  bird  that  lights 
up  the  chambers  of  its  nest  with  fire-flies.*  Is 
the  middle  of  the  lawn  where  the  pavilion  stood 
there  was  a  tank  surrounded  by  small  mange- 
trees,  on  the  clear  cold  waters  of  which  floated 


4  The  flne  rmd  made  by  the  Emperor  Jehan'Catro  fton 
Afrra  to  Lahore,  iitanted  with  trees  on  each  aide.  ThU  road 
Is  SSO  leagties  In  length.  It  has  **  little  pymmldsor  tnnetft,** 
says  Bemier,  **  erected  every  halfleHgtie,  to  mart  the  ways, 
and  ft«qaent  wells  bi  afford  drink  to  pasacngera,  and  to  wa- 
ter the  yoang  trees.** 

*  **The  Bays,  or  Indian  Gross-beak.**~Skr  tW.  .Mfmn. 
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t8  of  the  beautiful  red  letui ;'  while  at  a 
Bt3od  the  ruins  of  a  strange  and  awful- 
ower,  which  seemed  old  enough  to  have 
temple  of  some  religion  no  longer  known, 
zh  spoke  the  voice  of  desolation  m  the 
all  that  bloom  and  loveliness.  This  singu- 
sxcited  the  wonder  and  conjectures  of  alL 
ooKH  guessed  in  vain,  and  the  all-pretend- 
ji  DEBN,  who  had  never  till  this  journey  been 
he  precincts  of  Delhi,  was  oroceeding  most 

to  show  that  he  knew  nov  ling  whatever 
I  matter,  when  one  of  the  Ladies  suggested 
aps  Fbramorz  could  satisfy  their  curiosity, 
re  now  approaching  his  native  mountains, 

tower  might  perhaps  be  a  relic  of  some  of 
k  superstitions,  wliich  had  prevailed  in  that 
)efore  the  light  of  Islam  dawned  upon  it 
unberlain,  who  usually  preferred  his  own 
)  to  the  best  knowledge  that  any  one  else 
e  him,  was  by  no  means  pleased  with  this 
reference  ;  and  the  Princess,  too,  was  about 
ose  a  faiut  word  of  objection,  but,  before 

them  could  speak,  a  slave  was  dispatched 
kMORZ,  who,  in  a  very  few  minutes,  made 
Afance  before   them — looking  so  pale  and 

in  Lalla  Rookii*s  eyes,  that  she  repented 
)f  her  cruelty  in  having  so  long  excluded 


venerable  tower,  ho  told  them,  was  the 
of  an  ancient  Fire-Temple,  built  by  those 
or  Persians  of  the  old  religion,  who,  many 
years  since,  hud  fled  hither  from  their  Arab 
rs*  preferring  liberty  and  their  altars  in  a 
ind  to  tiie  alternative  of  apostacy  or  perse- 
1  their  own.  It  was  impossible,  he  added, 
'^1  interested  in  the  many  glorious  but  un- 
il  struggles,  which  h'^d  been  made  by  these 
natives  of  Persia  to  cast  off  the  yoke  of 
oted  conquerors.  Like  their  own  Fu'e  in 
ling  Field  at  Bakou,*  when  suppressed  in 
;,  they  had  but  broken  out  with  fresh  flame 
;r ;  and,  as  a  native  of  Cashmere,  of  that 
Holy  Valley,  which  had  in  the  same  man- 


ia H  Urfe  pagoda  by  a  tank,  on  the  water  of  which 
litades  of  the  lienntiful  red  lotns:  the  flower  la 
n  that  of  the  white  water-lily,  and  U  the  most 

the  nymphras  I  have  seen.** — Mrs.  OmkawCa 
fa  Residence  in  India. 

rs  vu'.t  persecutes  p««r  les  Khallfcs  se  retlrer  dans 
ene«  du  Krrman  :  pituicurschoinirentpoarretralte 
e  et  la  Chine ;  d'aatres  s*arr£t£rent  sur  les  bords 
:.  i  Test  de  Delhi.**— .Af.  JinquctU,  M^nioires  de 
i«,  torn.  X'.xi.,  p.  346. 
'Ager  arden«"  described  by  Kempfer,  JiwtmmitaL 


imere  (says  lu  historians)  had  its  own  princes  4000 


ner  become  the  prey  of  etrangeri,*  and  seen  her 
ancient  shrines  aud  native  princes  swept  aixay  bo- 
fore  the  march  of  her  intolerant  invaders^  he  felt  a 
sj'mpathy,  he  owned,  with  the  sufferings  of  the 
persecuted  Ghebers,  which  every  monument  like 
this  before  them  but  tended  more  powerfnlly  to^ 
awaken. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Fbramorx  had  ever 
ventured  upon  so  much  prose  before  Fadladben, 
and  it  may  easily  be  conceived  what  effect  such 
proso  as  this  must  have  produced  upon  that  most 
orthodox  and  moet  pagan-hating  personage.  He 
sat  for  some  minutes  aghast,  ejaculating  only  at 
intervtds,  "  Bigoted  conquerors  ! — sympathy  with 
Fire-worshippen  !*** — while  Fbramorx,  happy  to 
take  advantage  of  this  almost  speechless  horror  of 
the  Chamberlain,  proceeded  to  say  that  he  knew  a 
melancholy  story,  connected  with  the  events  of  one 
of  those  straggles  of  the  brave  Fire-worahippers 
against  their  Arab  masters,  which,  if  the  evening 
was  not  too  far  advanced,  he  should  have  much 
pleasure  in  being  allowed  to  relate  to  the  Princess. 
It  was  impossible  for  Lalla  Rookh  to  refuse  ; — he 
had  never  before  looked  half  so  animated ;  and 
when  he  spoke  of  the  Holy  Valley  his  eyes  had 
sparkled,  she  thought,  like  the  talismanic  characters 
on  the  cimeter  of  Solomon.  Her  consent  was 
therefore  most  readily  granted ;  and  while  Fadla- 
dben sat  in  unspeakable  dismay,  expecting  treason 
and  abomination  in  every  line,  the  poet  thus  began 
his  story  of  the  Fire-worshippers : — 


THE  FIRE-WORSHIPPERS 

'TIS  moonlight  over  Oman's  Sea  f 
Her  banks  of  pearl  and  palmy  isles 

Bask  in  the  niglit-beam  beauteously, 
And  h'^r  blue  waters  sleep  in  smiles. 

'Tis  moonlight  in  HarmoziaV  walls, 

And  through  her  Emjr*b  porphyry  halls, 


years  before  its  conqnevt  by  Akhar  In  15R5.  Akbar  would 
have  fonnd  some  difficulty  to  redace  this  paradise  of  the 
Indies,  situated  as  it  is  within  such  a  fortress  of  monntalna, 
bat  iu  iiH>nareh,  Yusef-Kban,  was  basely  betrayed  by  his 
Omrahs.**— PcKwaaC. 

•  Voltaire  tells  as  that  In  bis  Trafedy,  '*  Les  Go^bres,'*  be 
was  generally  supposed  to  have  alladed  to  the  Jansenlsts.  I 
should  not  be  surprised  if  this  story  of  the  Pire*worshlppen 
were  fimnd  capable  of  a  similar  doobl«n«M  ««<'appllratlon. 

>  The  Persian  Gulf,  sometimes  so  called,  which  ■epnratea 
the  shorea  of  Persia  and  Arabia. 

V  The  present  Gombofooa,  a  town  co  the  Perslaa  akk:  of 
the  Gulf. 
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Where,  Bome  hocun  since,  waa  heard  the  swell 
Of  trumpet  and  the  clash  of  zel,* 
Bidding  the  bright-eyed  sun  farewell  ;— 
The  peaceful  sun,  whom  better  suits 

The  music  of  the  bulbul's  nest. 
Or  the  light  touch  of  lovers*  lutes, 

To  sing  him  to  his  golden  rest. 
All  hush'd — there*s  not  a  breeze  in  motion ; 
The  sliore  is  silent  as  the  ocean. 
If  zephyrs  come,  so  light  they  come, 

Nor  leaf  is  stirr*d  nor  wave  is  driven  ^ 
The  wind-tower  on  the  Emir*s  dome* 

Can  hardly  win  a  breath  from  heaven. 

£v*n  he,  that  tyrant  Arab,  sleeps 

Calm,  wliile  a  nation  round  him  weeps ; 

While  cunes  load  the  air  he  breathes, 

And  falchions  from  unnumbered  sheaths 

Are  starting  to  avenge  the  shame 

Ills  race  hath  brouglit  on  IranV  name. 

Hard,  heartlew  Cliief,  unmoved  alike 

Mid  eyes  that  weep,  and  swords  that  strike  ;— 

One  of  that  saintly,  murderous  brood, 

To  carnage  and  the  Koran  giv*u, 
.  Who  think  througii  unbelievers'  blood 

Lies  their  directest  path  to  heav'n  ; — 
One,  who  will  pause  and  kneel  unshod 

In  the  warm  blood  his  hand  hath  pour'd, 
To  mutter  o'er  some  text  of  God 

Engraven  on  his  reeking  sword  ;^ — 
Nay,  who  can  coolly  note  the  line, 
The  letter  of  those  words  divine. 
To  which  his  blade,  with  searching  art. 
Had  sunk  into  its  victim's  heart ! 

Just  Alla  !  what  must  be  thy  look. 

When  such  a  wretch  before  thee  stands 
Unblushing,  with  thy  Sacred  Book, — 

Turning  the  leaves  with  blood-stain'd  hands. 
And  wresting  from  its  page  sublime 
His  creed  of  lust,  and  hate,  and  cr'une  ; — 
£v*n  as  those  bees  of  Trebizond, 

Which,  from  the  sunniest  flow'rs  that  glad 
V/ith  their  pure  smile  the  gardens  round, 

Draw  venom  forth  that  drives  men  mad.* 

Never  did  (icrce  Arabia  send 
A  satrap  fortli  more  direly  great ; 


>  A  MiwrUh  insiniment  of  masic. 

s  "  At  Gombnroon  and  other  places  In  Persia,  they  have 
towers  for  the  pur|>ose  of  catching  the  wind,  and  cooling  the 
honses.*' — /.«  Bruyn. 

s  "  Iran  Is  the  true  ireneral  name  for  the  emiHre  of  Persia.** 
"Jtsiat.  Ret..  Disc.  5. 

4  "  On  the  blades  uf  their  cimeters  loine  vene  from  the 
Koran  is  asaally  inscribed.'*— AssMf. 


Never  was  Iran  doom*d  to  bend 

Beneath  a  yoke  of  deadlier  weight. 
Her  throne  had  fall'n — her  pride  was  omrii'd-* 
Her  sons  were  willing  slaves,  nor  blush'd. 
In  their  own  land, — no  more  their  own,^ 
To  crouch  beneath  a  stranger's  throne. 
Her  tow'rs,  where  Mitura  once  had  bnin'd, 
To  Moslem  shrines— oh  shame ! — were  tun'df 
Where  slaves,  converted  by  the  sword. 
Their  mean,  ^ipostate  worship  poor'd. 
And  cursed  die  faith  their  sires  adored. 
Yet  has  she  hearts,  mid  all  this  01, 
0*er  all  this  wreck  high  buoyant  still 
With  hope  and  vengeance  ;— hearts  that 

Like  gems,  in  darkness,  issuing  rays 
They've  treasured  from  the  sun  th'ttt's 

Beam  all  the  light  of  long-lost  days ! 
And  swords  she  hath,  nor  weak  nor  slow 

To  second  all  such  hearts  can  dare  ; 
As  he  shall  know,  well,  deariy  know. 

Who  sleeps  in  moonlight  lux'ry  there, 
Tranquil  as  if  his  spirit  lay 
Becalm'd  in  Heav'n's  approving  ray. 
Sleep  on — for  purer  eyes  than  thine 
Those  waves  are  hush'd,  those  planets  shine ; 
Sleep  on,  and  be  thy  rest  unmoved 

By  the  white  moonbeam's  dazzling  power  y 
None  but  the  loving  and  the  loved 

Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hoar. 

And  see — where,  high  above  those  rocks 
That  o*er  the  deep  their  shadows  fling, 
Yon  turret  stands ; — where  ebon  locks. 
As  glossy  as  a  heron's  wing 
Upon  the  turban  of  a  king,* 
Hang  from  the  lattice,  long  and  wild, — 
'Tis  she,  that  Euir's  blooming  child. 
All  truth,  and  tenderness,  and  grace. 
Though  bom  of  such  ungentle  race  ;— 
An  image  of  Youth's  radiant  Fountain 
Springing  in  a  desolate  mountain  !^ 

Oh  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thing 
Is  Beauty,  curtain'd  from  the  sight 

Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light ! 

Unseen  by  man's  disturbing  eye, — 
The  flow'r  tliat  blooms  beueuth  the  sea. 


•  *' There  is  a  kind  of  Rhndodendros  aboat  TreUsoDi 
whose  flowers  the  bee  feeds  upon,  and  the  booey  UieiMB 
drives  people  mad.**— 7V«n»e/»rt. 

•  ^  Their  kings  wear  plumes  of  black  herons*  featben  sp> 
on  the  right  side,  as  a  badge  of  sorereiffnty.**— JVaav^. 

"*  **The  Fonntain  of  Youth,  by  a  MakMnetaa  tradllios,  b 
situated  in  some  dark  region  of  the  Fnt  **     ftfriarrfKs 
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>  for  minbeams,  doth  not  lie 

more  chasto  obscurity. 
>A,  have  thy  face  and  mind, 
f  rayst*rie8,  Iain  enflhrined. 
what  transport  for  a  lover 

the  veil  that  shades  them  o*er  !— 
Be  who,  all  at  once,  discover 

lune  deep  some  fairy  shore,  « 

)  mortil  never  trod  before, 
p  and  wake  in  scented  airs 
id  ever  breathed  but  theim 

I  are  the  maids  that  glide, 
mmer-eves,  through  YemenV  dales, 
:ht  the  glancing  looks  they  hide 
i  their  litters'  roseate  veils ; — 
es,  as  delicate  and  fair 
rhite  jasmine  flowers  they  wear, 
SMEN  m  her  blissful  clime, 
lUiPd  in  cool  kiosk  or  bow'r,* 
leir  mirrore  count  the  time,' 
TOW  still  lovelier  ev*ry  hour. 
!r  yet  hath  bride  or  maid 
ABT*s  gay  Haram  smiled, 
•oasted  brightness  would  not  fade 
I  Al  Hassan*8  blooming  child. 

the  angel  shapes  that  bless 
it*s  dream,  yet  not  the  less 
ill  woman's  loveliness  ;— 
ss  so  pure,  that  from  their  ray 
ce  would  turn  abash*d  away, 
like  serpents,  when  they  gaze 
9  em*rald*s  virgin  blaze  'f — 
1  with  all  youth's  sweet  desires, 
\  the  meek  and  vestal  fires 
worlds  with  all  the  bliss, 
1,  weak  tenderness  of  this : 

00,  more  than  half  divine, 

;,  through  some  shades  of  earthly  feeling, 

s  softened  glories  shine, 

ight  through  smnmer  foliage  stealing, 

elix. 

nidst  of  the  gnrden  U  the  chlonk,  that  U,  a  large 
sniy  beaniified  with  a  fine  fuantaln  in  the  midst 
li^ed  nine  or  ten  steps,  nnd  enclosed  with  gilded 
td  which  vines,  jessamines,  and  honeysuckles, 
of  green  wall ;  large  trees  are  planted  round 
hich  is  the  scene  of  their  greatest  pleasures.*' 
W.  Montagu. 

len  of  the  East  are  never  without  their  looking- 
n  B.irt)ary,**  says  Shaw,  "  they  are  so  fond  of 
l-flnsses,  whkh  they  bang  apon  their  breasts, 
n\\  not  lay  tbenn  aside,  even  when  aAer  the 
the  day  they  are  nblit^ed  to  go  two  or  three  miles 
er  or  a  go:it*s  skin  to  fetch  wuter.*'— 7Va«e/«. 
arts  of  Asia  they  wear  tittle  looking-glasses  on 

1.  **  Hence  (and  Oum  the  lotos  being  eoDslder> 
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Shedding  a  glow  of  such  mild  hue. 
So  warm,  and  yet  so  shadowy  too. 
As  makes  the  very  darkness  there 
More  beautiful  than  light  elsewhere. 

Such  is  the  maid  who,  at  this  hour, 

Hath  risen  from  her  restless  sleep. 
And  sits  alone  in  that  high  bow*r. 

Watching  the  still  and  shining  deep. 
Ah !  Hwas  not  thtis — with  tearful  eyes 

And  beating  heart, — she  used  to  gaze 
On  the  magnificent  earth  and  skies. 

In  her  own  land,  in  happier  days. 
Why  looks  she  now  so  anxious  down 
Among  those  rocks,  whose  rugged  frown 

Blackens  the  mirror  of  the  deep? 
Whom  waits  she  all  this  lonely  night? 

Too  rough  the  rocks,  too  bold  the  steep. 
For  man  to  scale  that  turret's  height ! — 

So  deem*d  at  least  her  thoughtful  sire. 

When  high,  to  x:atch  the  cool  night-mir, 
Ailer  the  day -beam's  withering  fire,* 

He  built  her  bow*r  of  freshness  there, 
And  had  it  deck*d  with  costliest  skiU, 

And  fondly  thought  it  safe  as  fair : — 
Think,  reverend  dreamer !  think  so  still. 

Nor  wake  to  learn  what  Love  can  dare  ;— 
Love,  all-defying  Love,  who  sees 
No  charm  in  trophies  won  with  ease ; — 
Whose  rarest,  dearest  fruits  of  bliss 
Are  pluck'd  on  Danger's  precipice  ! 
Bolder  than  they,  who  dare  not  dive 

For  pearls,  but  when  Uie  sea's  at  rest. 
Love,  in  the  tempest  most  alive, 

Hath  ever  held  that  pearl  the  best 
He  finds  beneath  the  stormiest  water. 
Yes — Araby*s  unrivall'd  daughter. 
Though  high  that  tow'r,  that  rock-way  rude, 

There's  one  who,  but  to  kiss  thy  cheek, 
Would  climb  th'  imtrodden  solitude, 

Of  Ararat's  tremendous  peak,* 

ed  the  emblem  of  beauty)  Is  the  meaning  of  the  following 
mute  Intercourse  of  two  lovers  before  their  parents  >— 
**  *  He  with  salute  of  dePrence  due, 
A  lotus  to  hit  forehead  |Mress*d ; 
She  raised  her  mhrror  to  his  view, 
Then  tttm*d  It  inward  to  her  breast.*  ** 

^giatic  Jduieelianfi  vol.  II. 

«  **  They  ny  that  if  a  snake  or  serpent  fix  his  eyes  on  the 
lustre  of  those  stones,  (emeralds,)  he  ironiediately  becomes 
Mind.**— .^Aaurf  btn  Abdalaiiv,  Treatiw  on  Jewels. 

*  **  At  Gouibaruon  and  the  Isle  of  Ormos  it  is  •i>met]mes 
so  hot,  that  the  people  are  obliged  to  lie  all  day  in  the  wa- 
ter.*'— Jfaree  PU; 

*  This  mountain  Is  generally  supposed  to  be  inacesivible. 
Amy  says,  **  I  can  well  asture  the  reader  that  their  opinion  Is 
not  true,  who  suppose  this  nonat  to  be  Inaccessible.**    Ho 
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And  think  its  steeps,  thcugrh  dark  and  dread 

Hea?*n'8  pathways,  if  to  thee  they  led ! 

Ev'n  now  thou  seest  the  flashing  spray, 

That  lights  his  oar*s  impatient  way ; 

Ev*n  now  thou  hear'st  the  sudden  shock 

Of  his  swifl  bark  against  the  rock, 

And  siretchest  down  thy  arms  of  snow, 

As  if  to  lift  him  from  below ! 

Like  her  to  whom,  at  dead  of  night. 

The  bridegroom,  with  his  locks  of  light,' 

Came,  in  the  flush  of  love  and  pride. 

And  scaled  the  terrace  of  his  bride  ;— 

When,  as  she  saw  him  rashly  spring, 

And  midway  up  in  danger  cling. 

She  flung  him  down  her  long  black  hair, 

Exclaiming,  breathless,  "  There,  love,  there  V 

And  scarce  did  manlier  nerve  uphold 

The  hero  Zal  in  that  fond  hour, 
Than  wings  the  youth  who,  fleet  and  bold, 

Now  climbs  the  rocks  to  Hinda's  bower. 
See-^light  as  up  their  granite  steeps 

The  rock-goats  of  Arabia  clamber,* 
Fearless  from  crag  to  crag  he  leaps, 

And  now  Ui  in  the  maiden's  chamber. 

She  loves — ^but  knows  not  whom  she  loves, 

Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came  ;^ 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  groves. 

Some  beauteous  bird  without  a  name. 
Brought  by  the  last  ambrosial  breeze. 
From  isles  in  th'  undiscovered  seas, 
To  show  his  plumage  for  a  day 
To  wondering  eyes,  and  wing  away ! 
Will  he  thus  fly — her  nameless  lover? 

Alla  forbid !  'twas  by  a  moon 
As  fair  as  this,  while  nnging  over 

Some  ditty  to  her  soil  Kanoon,* 
Alone,  at  this  same  witching  hour. 

She  flrst  beheld  his  radiant  eyes 
Gleam  through  the  lattice  of  the  bow'r. 

Where  nightly  now  they  mix  their  sighs; 
And  thought  some  spirit  of  the  air 
(For  what  could  wall  a  mortal  there  7) 
Was  pausing  on  his  moonlight  way 
To  listen  to  her  lonely  lay ! 
This  fancy  ne'er  hath  left  her  mind: 

Aud — though,  when  terror's  swoon  had  paas'd, 

adds,  thnt  *'  the  Inwer  part  of  the  moantaln  Is  cloady,  misty, 
and  dnrk.  the  middlemost  part  very  cold,  and  like  clouds  of 
snow,  hut  the  upper  rcfions  perfectly  calm.** — It  wrason  this 
mountain  that  the  Ark  was  siippo«e«l  to  have  rested  after  the 
Delnire.  and  part  of  It,  they  say,  exists  there  still,  which 
Stray  thu«  fcravely  accounts  for: — "Whereas  none  can  re- 
member that  the  air  on  the  top  of  the  hill  did  ever  change 
or  wan  subject  either  to  wind  or  rain,  which  Is  presumed  to 
be  the  reason  that  the  Ark  has  endured  so  long  without  be- 
ing rotten.**->See  Carr€r{*t  Trnvels,  where  the  doctor  kaugha 
at  this  whole  account  of  Mount  Ararat. 


She  saw  a  yoath,  of  mortal  kind. 

Before  her  in  obeisance  cast^^ 
Yet  often  since,  when  he  hath  spoken 
Strange,  awfid  words,— and  gleams  have  M 
From  his  dark  eyes,  too  bright  to  bear. 

Oh !  she  hath  feared  her  soul  was  giv'n 
To  some  unhallow'd  child  of  air. 
Some  erring  Spirit  cast  from  heav% 
Like  those  angelic  youths  of  old, 
Who  bum'd  for  maids  of  mortal  nKMild, 
Bewilder'd  left  the  glorioiw  skies. 
And  lost  their  heav'n  for  woman's  eyes. 
Fond  giri !  nor  fiend  nor  angel  he 
Who  woos  thy  young  simplicity ; 
But  one  of  earth's  impassion'd  sons, 

As  warm  in  love,  as  fierce  in  ire, 
As  the  best  heart  whoee  cmrent  nuis 

FuU  of  the  Day  God*s  living  fire. 

But  quench'd  to-night  that  ardor  aeeat 

And  pale  his  cheek,  and  sank  his  bnm  ^ 
Never  before,  but  in  her  dreams. 

Had  she  beheld  him  pale  as  now: 
And  those  were  dreams  of  troubled  sleep. 
From  which  'twas  joy  to  wake  and  weep; 
Visions,  that  will  not  be  forgot. 

But  sudden  every  wi&king  scene, 
like  warning  ghosts,  that  leave  the  spot 

All  wither'd  where  they  once  have  been. 

"  How  sweetly,"  said  the  trembling  maid, 

Of  her  own  gentle  voice  afraid. 

So  long  had  they  in  silence  stood. 

Looking  upon  that  tranqud  flood— 

"  How  sweetly  does  the  moonbeam  smile 

**  To-night  upon  yon  leafy  isle ! 

"  Oft,  in  my  fancy's  wanderings, 

**  I've  wish'd  that  little  isle  had  wings, 

<*  And  we,  within  its  fairy  bow'rs, 

*'  Were  wafted  ofl*  to  seas  unknown, 
**  Where  not  a  pulse  sliould  beat  but  ours, 

"  And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone ! 
**  Far  from  the  cruel  and  the  cold, — 

"  Where  the  bright  eyes  of  angels  only 
«  Should  come  around  us,  to  behold 

**  A  paradise  so  pure  and  lonely. 

1  In  one  of  the  books  of  the  6h&b  NAmeh,  when  Z 
celebrated  hero  of  Persia,  remarkable  for  bis  while 
comes  to  the  terrace  of  his  mistress  Rodabver  at  aigli 
leu  down  her  long  tresses  to  assist  him  in  his  aieeat; 
however,  manages  It  in  a  less  romantic  way,  by  llxli 
crook  in  a  projecting  beam.— See  Cktmpum'g  fVnisri. 

*  **On  the  lofty  bills  of  Arabia  Petnea  are  roek-foel 
M'iebukr. 

I  '*  Canun,  espice  de  psalt^rion,  avee  des  cordas  de  be] 
les  dames  en  tonchent  dans  le  seratl,  avec  des  dteaBk 
mees  de  polntes  de  cooc**— TWsrtiii,  trmma.  If  />«  i 
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lis  be  worid  enough  for  thee  7"— 

>  turned,  that  he  might  see 

sing  smile  her  cheek  put  on ; 

she  mark'd  how  mournfully 

;  met  hoFB,  that  smile  was  gone ; 

ing  into  heartfelt  tears, 

"  she  cried,  **  my  hourly  fears, 

ms  have  boded  all  too  rights 

—forever  part — to-night ! 

I  knew  it  could  not  last — 

ight,  'twas  heav'uly,  but  'tis  post ! 

r  thus,  from  childhood's  hour, 

!en  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 

oved  a  tree  or  flow'r, 

%'as  the  firet  to  fade  away. 

luraed  a  dear  gazelle, 

id  me  with  its  soft  black  eye, 

n  it  came  to  know  me  well, 

>ve  me,  it  was  sure  to  die ! 

— the  joy  most  like  divine 

I  ever  dreamt  or  knew, 

lee,  hear  thee,  call  thee  mine, — 

sery !  must  I  lose  that  too  1 

•on  peril's  brink  we  meet ; — 

frightful  rocks — that  treach'rous 
\T  come  again — though  sweet, 
;h  heav'n,  it  may  be  death  to  thee. 
— and  blesBin^  on  thy  way, 
)'er  thou  goesi,  bulov^d  stranger ! 

sit  and  watch  that  ray, 
ik  thee  safe,  though  far  away, 
have  thee  near  me,  and  in  danger !" 


>h,  tempt  me  not  to  boast*—- 
I  exclaim'd — **  thou  little  know'st 
)  can  brave  who,  bom  aud  nursed 
er's  patlis,  haj  dared  her  wont ; 
lose  ear  the  signal-word 
ife  aud  death  is  hourly  breaking; 
eps  with  head  upon  the  sword 
ver'd  hand  must  grasp  in  waking. 


» 


(« 


Say  on — thou  fear'st  not  then, 
may  meet— oft  meet  again  f 

k  not  so— beneath  the  skies 
ar  nothing  but  those  eyes, 
on  earth  could  charm  or  force 
t  from  its  destined  course, — 
could  make  tliis  soul  forget 
d  to  which  its  seal  is  set. 


'  Gbebera)  Uy  lo  macb  ttress  on  ihelreusbee, 
U)  dare  to  be  an  InsUnt  withoat  it.** — Qr9»9*$ 
jeune  homnia  nla  d'nbord  la  choae;  mala, 
nine  de  sa  mbe,  et  la  laise  celnuire  qa*U  por* 
i^bre,**  4lc.  k-c—JJ*  UerMot^  art  AfdaaoL 


"•Twould  be  those  eyes;— they,  only  they, 

**  Could  melt  that  sacred  seal  away ! 

**  But  no— 'tis  fix'd— my  awful  doom 

« Is  fix'd— on  this  side  of  the  tomb 

"  We  meet  no  more ; — why,  why  did  HeaVn 

"  Mingle  two  souls  that  earth  has  riv'n, 

"  Has  rent  asunder  wkle  as  ours  7 

**  Oh,  Arab  makl,  as  soon  the  Powe«« 

«  Of  Light  and  Darkness  may  combine, 

'<  As  I  be  Unk'd  with  thee  or  thine ! 

"  Thy  Father " 

"  Holy  Alla  save 

"  His  gray  head  from  that  lightning  glanoe! 
*  Thoa  know'st  him  not — he  loves  the  brav* ; 

'*  Nor  lives  there  under  Heaven's  expanse 
**  One  who  would  prize,  would  worship  thfse 
«  And  thy  bold  qiirit,  more  than  he. 
«  Oil  when,  in  childhood,  I  have  play'd 

«  With  the  bright  ialchk>n  by  hk  side 
"  I've  heard  him  swear  his  lisping  maul 

"  In  tune  should  be  a  warrioi's  bride. 
«  And  still,  whene'er  at  Haram  hours, 
"  I  take  him  cool  sherbets  and  flow'rs, 
**  He  tells  me,  when  in  playful  mood, 

"  A  hero  shall  my  bridegroom  be, 
"  Since  makii  are  best  in  battle  woo'd, 

'*  And  won  with  shouts  of  victory ! 
«  Nay,  turn  not  from  m»— thou  alone 
*<  Art  iomi'd  to  make  botA  hearts  tliy  owa 
*'  Go— join  his  sacred  rank»— thou  know'st 

"  Th'  unholy  strife  these  Persians  wage  ^^ 
*<Good   Heav'n,  that    (rown!— «ven  now  tho« 
glow'st 

«  With  more  than  mortal  warrior's  rage. 
"  Haste  to  the  camp  by  morning's  light, 
*<  And,  when  that  sword  is  raised  in  fight, 
'*  Oh  still  remember,  Love  and  I 
**  Beneath  its  shadow  trembling  lie ! 
**  One  vict'ry  o'er  those  Slaves  of  Fue, 
<*  Those  impious  Ghebers,  whom  my  sire 
"  Abhors—" 

*<  Hold,  hold — thy  words  are  death— ^ 

The  stranger  cried,  as  wild  he  flung 
His  mantle  back,  and  show'd  beneath 

The  Gheber  belt  that  round  him  dung.^— 
"  Here,  maiden,  look — weep— blush  to  see 
**  All  that  thy  sire  abhors  in  me ! 
<  Yes^/  am  of  that  impious  race, 

**  Those  Slaves  oPFu^  who,  mom  and  even, 
**  Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 

"  Among  the  living  lights  of  heaven  ** 


**  Poor  M  dladnfroer  dea  Idolitrea  de  rinde   Ids  Gaibies  :ie 
celfoent  too*  d*aB  cnrdoa  de  laine,  ou  de  poU  de  cbamaaa.** 

D*llerlielo(  lays  this  Iwit  wmi  fencrally  of  leather 

a  M'fii^y  soppose  the  Thraae  of  the  Almighty  la  tested  la 
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^  Ye»— /  am  of  that  outcast  few, 

*<  To  Iran  and  to  vengeance  trae, 

<*  Who  curee  the  hour  your  Arabs  came 

**  To  desolate  our  shrines  of  flame, 

**  And  swear,  before  God*s  burning  eye, 

*<  To  break  our  country's  chains,  or  die ! 

*•  Thy  bigot  sire* — ^nay,  tremble  not,— 

«  He,  who  gave  birth  to  those  dear  eyes, 
"  With  mo  is  sacred  as  the  spot 

'*  Frsm  which  our  fires  of  "worship  rise ! 
"  But  know — 'twas  he  I  sought  that  night, 

**  When,  from  my  watch-boat  on  the  sea, 
"  I  caught  this  turret's  glimm'ring  light, 

**  And  up  the  rude  rocks  desp'rately 
**  Rush'd  to  my  prey — ^thou  know'st  the 
"  I  climb'd  the  gory  vulture's  nest, 
<*  And  found  a  trembling  dove  within  ;— 
<*  Thine,  thine  the  victory — ^thine  the  sin— 
"  If  Love  hath  made  one  thought  his  own, 
**  That  Vengeance  claims  first — last — alone ! 
*<  Oh !  had  we  never,  never  met, 
<*  Or  could  (his  heart  ev*n  now  fcrget 
**How    Kuk'd,   how    bless'd    we    might   have 

been, 
«  Had  fate  not  frown'd  so  dark  between ! 
*'  Hadst  thou  been  bom  a  Persian  maid, 

"  In  neighboring  valleys  had  we  dwelt, 
"  Through  the  same  fields  hi  childliood  play*d, 

"  At  the  same  kindling  altar  knelt,~- 
"  Then,  then,  while  all  those  nameless  ties, 
"  In  which  the  charm  of  Country  lies, 
"  Had  round  our  hearts  been  hourly  spun, 
**  Till  Iran's  cause  and  thine  were  one ; 
**  While  in  thy  lute's  awak'ning  sigh 
"  I  heard  the  voice  of  days  gone  by, 
"  And  saw,  in  every  smile  of  thine, 
**  Returning  hours  of  glory  shine  ;— 
**  While  the  wrong'd  Spirit  of  our  Land 

"  lived,  look'd,  and  spoke  her  wrongs  through 
thee, — 
"  God :  who  could  then  this  sword  withstand  7 

"  Its  very  flash  were  victory ! 
"  But  now — estranged,  divorced  forever, 
"  Far  as  the  grasp  of  Fate  can  sever ; 
"  Our  only  ties  what  love  has  wove, — 

"  In  faith,  friends,  country,  sunder'd  wide ; 


the  sun,  nnd  hence  Ihelr  worship  or  that  luniinary.**~iEraii- 
tpay.  "  As  to  fire,  the  Ghebem  place  the  spring-head  or  it  in 
that  globe  of  fire,  the  8nn,  by  them  called  Mythms,  or  Mlhir, 
to  which  they  pay  thehifhest  reverence,  in  gratitude  for  the 
manifold  benefits  flowing  firora  its  ministerial  omniscience. 
But  they  are  so  fiir  from  confounding  the  aubordinatlon  of  the 
Servant  with  the  majesty  of  its  Creator,  that  they  not  only 
attribute  no  sort  of  sense  or  re:isoning  to  the  snn  or  fire,  la 
any  of  its  operations,  but  consider  it  as  a  purely  passive  blind 
lastmment,  directed  and  governed  by  the  Immediate  imprea- 
akm  on  it  of  the  will  of  God ;  bat  they  do  not  even  give  that 


"  And  then,  then  only,  true  to  kyve, 

<*  When  false  to  all  that's  dear  beside. 
**  Thy  father  Iran's  deadliest  Ibe-^ 
**  Th^'self,  perhaps,  ev*n  now — ^but  n<^- 
*'  Hate  never  look'd  so  lovely  yet ! 

<*  No— sacred  to  thy  soul  will  be 
'  The  land  of  him  who  could  forget 

«  All  but  that  bleeding  land  for  thee 
*  When  other  eyes  shall  see,  unmoved, 

*'  Her  widows  mourn,  her  warriors  fall, 
"  Thoult  think  how  well  one  Gheber  toved, 

"  And  for  hi*  sake  thoult  weep  for  all ! 

"  But  look ** 

With  sudden  rtsit  he  turo'd 

And  pointed  to  the  distant  wave. 
Where  lights,  like  chamel  meteors,  bnm'd, 

Bluely,  as  o*eT  some  seaman's  grave: 
And  fiery  darts,  at  intervals,' 

Flew  up  all  sparklmg  from  the  main. 
As  if  each  star  that  nightly  falls. 

Were  shooting  back  to  heav'n  again 

'*  My  signal  lights ! — ^I  must  away — 

"  Both,  both  ore  ruin'd,  if  I  stay. 

«  Farewell-HBweet  life  *  thou  clrng'st  in 

**  Now,  Vengeance,  I  am  thine  again  !** 

Fiercely  he  broke  away,  nor  stopp'd. 

Nor  look'd — ^but  from  the  lattice  droppM 

Down  mid  the  pomted  crags  beneath, 

As  if  he  fled  from  love  to  death. 

While  pale  and  mute  young  Hinda  stood* 

Nor  moved,  till  in  the  silent  flood 

A  momentary  plunge  below 

Startled  her  from  her  trance  of  wo  ^ 

Shriekmg  she  to  tlie  lattice  flew, 
"  I  corneal  come — ^if  in  that  tide 

<*  Thou  sleep'st  to-night,  I'll  sleep  there  too» 
*'  In  death's  cold  wedlock,  by  thy  side. 

'^  Oil !  I  would  ask  no  happier  bed 
<*  Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  under 

'*  Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead, 
"  Far  sweeter,  than  to  live  asunder  f 

But  no — ^their  hour  is  not  yet  come- 
Again  she  sees  his  pinnace  fly. 

Wafting  him  fleetly  to  his  home, 
Where'er  that  ill-starr'd  home  may  Ue ; 


luminary,  all-glorious  as  It  is,  more  than  the  second  nak 
amongst  his  works,  reserving  the  first  for  that  stapendoas 
production  of  divine  power,  the  mind  of  aian.**- Or^—.  The 
fnlse  charges  brought  against  the  religion  of  these  people  by 
their  Mus.<<nlman  tyrants  is  but  one  proof  amoof  nnuiy  of  the 
truth  of  this  writer's  remark,  that  '^calnnmy  b  oAea  added 
to  oppression,  if  hat  for  the  sake  of  Jiutlfying  It.** 

1  "The  Mamelukes  that  were  la  the  other  boat,  wtek  tf 
was  dark  used  to  shoot  up  a  sort  of  fiery  arrows  into  the  air 
which  in  some  mearararetembledlifhtaiagorfldUBtslsHi* 
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ind  calm  and  smooth  it  teem*d  to  win 
lUi  moonlight  way  before  the  wind* 

L5  if  it  bore  all  peace  within^ 
Nor  left  one  breaking  heart  behind 


B  Princess,  whose  heait  was  sad  enough  al- 
,  conld  have  wished  that  Fbramorz  had 
1  a  less  melancholy  story  ;  as  it  is  only  to  the 

that  tears  are  a  luxury  Her  Ladies,  how- 
nrere  by  no  means  sorry  that  love  was  once 
the  Poet's  theme ;  for,  whenever  he  spoke  of 
hey  said,  his  voice  was  as  sweet  as  if  he  had 
»d  the  leaves  of  that  enchanted  tree  which 

over  the  tomb  of  the  musician,  Tan-Sein.* 

sir  road  all  the  morning  had  lain  through  a 

dreary   country  ; — through    valleys,    covered 

I  low,  bushy  jungle,  where,  in  more  than  one 

the  awful  signal  of  the  bamboo-staff,*  with  the 

flag  at  its  top,  reminded  the  traveller  that,  in 

rer}'  spot,  the  tiger  had  made  some  human 

ire  his  victim.     It  was,  therefore,  with  much 

ire  that  they  arrived  at  sunset  in  a  safe  and 

glen,   and    encamped    under  one   of   those 

trees,  whose  smooth  ccriumos  and  spreading 

seem  to  destine  them  for  natural  temples  of 

n.     Beneath  this  spacious  shade,  some  pious 

had  erected  a  row  of  pillars  ornamented  with 

lost  beautiful  porcelain,*  wliich  now  supplied 

se  of  mirrore  to  the  young  maidens,  as  they 

ed  their  hair  in  descending  from  the  palan- 

Here,   while,   as   usual,   the    Princess  sat 

ng  anxiously,  with  Fadladecn  in  one  of  hit 

t  moods  of  criticism  by  her  side,  the  young 

leaning  agamst  a  branch  of  the  tree,  thus  con- 

l  his  story  : — 

V*itbto  the  enrlosare  which  tarroandt  this  monnmeot 
>ilk>r)  b  a  smnli  lomb  to  the  menMiry  of  Tan-8ein,  a 
HO  of  incompHmble  skill,  who  floarUheU  at  the  coait 
c«r.  The  touib  is  overshadowed  by  a  tree,  eoncerning 
a  supentitlous  notion  prevails,  that  the  chewing  of 
/e%  will  give  an  extmordinnry  loelody  to  the  voice.** — 
live  •/  a  J^unuff  from  AgrtL  to  Oatet a,  kfi  ff.  HunUrt 

t  is  nsaai  to  place  a  small  white  triangular  flag,  fixed 
auiboo  staOr  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  at  the  place 
a  tiger  has  destroyed  a  man.  It  is  common  for  the  pas- 
I  also  to  thrttw  each  a  stone  or  brick  near  the  spot,  so 
the  coarse  of  a  little  time  a  pile  equal  to  a  good  wag- 
i  la  collected.  The  sight  of  these  flags  and  piles  of 
imparts  a  certain  melancholy,  not  perhaps, altogether 
r  apprehension.**— Ortea/o/  Fi§td  Sports,  vol.  U. 
'he  Picua  Indica  Is  called  the  Pagod  Tree  aad  Tree 
oclls :  the  flrst,  fmm  the  id(ils  placed  under  its  shade ; 
»ad,  becan^  meetings  were  held  ander  Its  cool 
les.    la  suoM  places  it  is  believed  to  be  the  haaat  of 


The  mom  bath  risen  clear  and  calm, 

And  o*er  the  Green  Sea*  palely  sbinMi, 
Revealing  BAiuiEiN'i^  groves  of  palm, 

And  lighting  Kishma  V  amber  vines. 
Fresh  smell  the  shores  of  Arabt, 
While  breezes  from  the  Indian  Sea 
Blow  round  SblamaV  sainted  cape, 

And  curl  the  shining  flood  beneath,— 
Whose  waves  are  rich  with  many  a  grapog 

And  cocoa-nut  and  flow'ry  wreath, 
Which  pious  seamen,  as  they  pa«a  d, 
Had  toward  that  holy  headland  cast  — 
Oblations  to  the  Genii  there 
For  gentle  skies  and  breezes  fair ! 
The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight* 
From  the  high  trees,  where  all  the  night 

She  sung  sc  sweet,  with  none  to  listen ; 
And  hides  her  from  the  morning  star 

Where  thickets  of  pomegranate  glisten 
In  the  clear  dawn, — bespangled  o*er 

With    dew,    whose    night-drops  wookl    uA 
stain 
The  best  and  brightest  eimetei* 
That  ever  youthful  Sultan  wore 

On  the  first  morning  of  his  reign. 

And  see— the  Sun  himself  !—H>n  wings 
Of  glory  up  the  East  he  springs. 
Angel  of  Light !  who  from  the  tune 
Those  heavens  began  their  march  suUime, 
Hath  first  of  all  tlie  starry  choir 
Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  fire  I 

Where  are  the  days,  thou  wondrous  sphere. 
When  Iaan,  like  a  sun-flow*r,  tum*d 
To  meet  that  eye  where'er  it  bum'd  7 — 

When,  from  the  banks  of  Bbndemeer 
To  the  nut-groves  of  Samarcand, 
Thy  temples  flamed  o*er  all  the  land  T 

spectres,  as  the  aaelent  spreading  oaks  of  Wales  have  been 
of  fairies ;  In  others  are  erected  beneath  the  shade  pillars  of 
stone,  or  posts,  elegantly  carved,  and  ornamented  witli  the 
nHMt  beaatlful  porcelain  to  snpply  the  oae  of  mirrors.**— 
Pennant, 

«The  Persian  Gnlf.— ^*To  dive  ffar  pearls  la  the  Green 
8ea,  or  Persian  Gnlf.**— &>  IT.  Jbaas. 

•  blaods  In  the  Gulf. 

<  Or  Selemeh,  the  genuine  name  of  the  headland  at  the 
entrance  of  the  GaiC  commonly  called  Gape  Mosssldom. 
**The  Indians,  when  they  pass  the  promontory,  throw  co- 
coa-nats,  fnilts,  c»r  flowers  Into  the  sea,  to  seeare  a  propitloai 
voyage.**— Jlfori«r. 

T  **The  nlghtingaie  sings  flrom  the  pomegranate-groves  In 
the  day-time,  and  lirom  the  loAlest  tress  at  night.**— J!t««Mr« 
Aleppo. 

•  In  speaking  of  the  climate  of  Shims,  FVaneklln  says, 
**Tha  dew  Is  of  such  a  pare  aatore,  that  If  the  brighlest 
cimeter  should  be  espoeed  to  It  all  night.  It  would  not  le- 
eelve  the  least  rusL** 
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Where  ore  they  7  ask  the  shades  of  them 

Who  on  CADiMiA*8'  Uoody  plains, 
Saw  fierce  invadeis  pluek  the  gem 
From  Iran's  broken  diadem, 

And  bind  her  ancient  faith  in  chains  :*- 
Ask  the  poor  exile,  cast  alone 
On  foreign  shores,  unlored,  unknown. 
Beyond  the  Caspian's  Iron  Gates,* 

Or  on  the  snowy  Mossian  mountains. 
Far  from  his  beauteous  land  of  dates. 

Her  jasmine  bow'ri  and  sunny  fountains : 
Yet  happier  so  than  if  he  trod 
His  own  beloved,  but  Uighted,  sod. 
Beneath  a  deqx>t  stranger's  nod  !^ 
Oh,  he  would  rather  houselesi  roam 

Where  Freedom  and  his  God  may  lead, 
Than  be  the  sleekest  slave  at  home 

That  crouches  to  the  conqu'ror's  creed ! 

Is  Iran's  pride  then  gone  forever, 

Quench'd  with  the  flame  in  Mrrmu's  oaves?— 
No— «he  has  sons,  that  never — nevei^— 
Will  stoop  to  be  the  Moslem's  slaves. 
While  heav'n  has  light  or  earth  has  graves  ^ 
Spirits  of  fire,  that  brood  not  long. 
But  flash  resentment  back  for  wrong ; 
And  hearts  where,  slow  but  deep,  the  seeds 
Of  vengeance  ripen  into  deeds. 
Till,  in  some  treach'rous  hour  of  calm. 
They  burst,  like  Zbilan's  giant  palm,' 
Whose  buds  fly  open  with  a  sound 
That  shakes  the  pigmy  forests  round ! 

Yes,  Emir  !  he,  who  scaled  that  tow'r. 

And,  had  he  reach'd  thy  slurob'ring  breast. 
Had  taught  thee,  in  a  Gheber's  pow'r 

How  safe  ev'n  tyrant  heads  may  rest — 
Is  one  of  many,  brave  as  he, 
Who  loathe  thy  -haughty  race  and  thee ; 
Who,  though  they  know  the  strife  is  vain, 
Who,  though  they  know  the  riven  chain 
Snaps  but  to  enter  in  the  heart 
Of  him  who  rends  its  links  apart, 
Yet  dare  the  issue, — bless'd  to  be 
Ev'n  for  one  bleeding  moment  free. 
And  die  in  pongs  of  liberty  ! 
Thou  kuow'st  them  well — 'tis  some  moons  since 

Thy  turbau'd  troops  and  blood-red  flags. 
Thou  satrep  of  a  bigot  Prince, 

Have  swarm'd  among  these  Green  Sea  crags ; 

>  The  place  where  the  Persianf  were  flaally  deftated  by 
the  AralM,  and  their  ancient  roonarcby  destroyed. 

*  Derbend.— '*  Les  Turcs  appelent  cette  vllle  Demir 
Capt,  Porte  de  Fer ;  ce  lont  les  Caspias  Porte  del  anclens.** 
^D'HerMwL 

*  The  Talpot  or  Talipot  tree.  **  This  beantlfVil  palm-tree, 
which  grows  la  the  heart  of  the  forests,  may  be  classed 


Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  a  sacred  baiia 
Ay,  in  the  portal  of  that  land 
Thou,  Arab,  dar'st  to  call  thy  own. 
Their  spears  across  thy  path  have  throws ; 
Here— ere  the  winds  half  wing'd  thee  o'er* 
Rebellion  braved  thee  from  the  shore. 

Rebellion  !  foul,  dishonoring  word. 

Whose  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stain'd 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  swoid 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd. 
How  many  a  spirit,  bom  to  bless, 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  with'ring  name. 
Whom  but  a  day's,  an  bourns  success 

Had  wailed  to  eternal  fame ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  burst 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chiU'd  at  fiist. 
If  jcheck'd  in  soaring  from  the  plain. 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sink  again  ;— 
But,  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head. 
Become  enthroned  in  upper  air. 
And  turn  to  sun-bright  glories  there ! 

And  who  is  he,  that  wields  the  might 

Of  Freedom  on  the  Green  Sea  brink. 
Before  whose  sabre's  daizling  light* 

The  eyes  of  Ybmrn's  wairbrs  winkt 
Who  comes,  embower'd  in  the  spears 
Of  KermAn's  hardy  mountaineers  7-« 
Those  mountaineers  that  truest,  last, 

Cling  to  their  country's  ancient  rites^ 
As  if  that  God,  whose  eyelids  cast 

Their  closing  gleam  on  Iran's  heights. 
Among  her  snowy  mountains  threw 
The  last  light  of  his  worship  too ! 

'Tie  Hapbi>— name  of  fear,  whose  sound 
Chills  like  the  mutt'ring  of  a  charm !— - 
Shout  but  that  awful  name  around. 

And  palsy  shakes  the  manliest  aim. 
'Tis  Ha  FED,  most  accureed  and  dire 
(So  rank'd  by  Moslem  hate  and  ire) 
Of  all  the  rebel  Sons  of  Fire  ; 
Of  whose  malign,  tremendous  power 
The  Arabs,  at  their  mid-watch  hour. 
Such  tales  of  fearful  wonder  tell. 
That  each  aflrighted  sentinel 
Fulls  down  his  cowl  upou  his  eyes. 
Lest  Hafed  iu  the  midst  should  rise ! 

among  the  lofUest  trees,  and  becomes  still  higher  whea 
the  point  of  bursting  forth  from  Its  leafy  summit.  The 
which  then  envelopes  the  flower  is  very  laife,  and. 
It  Imrsts,  niiikos  an  explosion  like  the  report  of  s 
'—Tkunberg, 

*  **  When  the  bright  elmeters  make  the  eyaaot 
wink.**— Tl«  Moallakat,  Pmm  t^' Amrm, 
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A  man,  they  say,  of  moiutioiia  birthi 
A  mingled  race  of  flame  and  earth, 
Sprung  from  those  old,  enchanted  kings, 

Who  m  their  fairy  helms,  of  yoie, 
A  feather  from  the  mystic  wings 

Of  the  Simoorgh  resistlesB  wore ; 
And  gifted  by  the  Fiends  of  Fire, 
\Vlio  groan'd  to  see  their  shrines  expire, 
With  charms  that,  all  in  vain  withstood, 
Would  drown  the  Koran's  light  in  blood  I 

Such  were  the  tales,  that  won  belief. 

And  such  the  coloring  Fancy  gave 
To  a  young,  warm,  and  dauntless  Chief,— 

One  who,  no  more  than  mortal  brave, 
Fought  for  the  land  his  soul  adored. 

For  happy  homes  and  altars  free. 
His  only  talisman,  the  sword, 

His  only  spell-word,  Liberty ! 
One  of  that  ancient  hero  line, 
Along  whose  glorious  current  shine 
Names,  that  have  sanctified  their  blood ; 
As  Lebanon's  small  mountain-flood 
Is  render*d  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  sainted  cedars  on  its  banks.* 
'Twas  not  for  him  to  crouch  the  knee 
Tamely  to  Moslem  tyranny ; 
*TwaM  not  for  him,  whose  soul  was  cost 
In  the  bright  mould  of  ages  past. 
Whose  melancholy  spirit,  fed 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  dead. 
Though  framed  for  Iran's  happiest  years, 
Was  bom  among  her  chains  and  tears !— 
Twas  not  for  him  to  swell  the  crowd 
Of  slavish  heads,  that  shrinking  bow'd 
Before  the  Moslem,  as  he  pasb'd, 
Lik*  shrubs  beneath  the  poison-blast — 
No    far  he  fled — indignant  fled 

The  pageant  of  his  counlr}'*s  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  children  shed 

Fell  on  his  soul  like  drops  of  flame  ; 
And,  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 

Of  a  firat  smile,  so  welcomed  he 

^  Tahmams,  and  other  ancient  kings  of  Persia ;  whose 
dventorps  in  Fairy-land  among  the  Peris  and  Dives  mnylw 
>Qnd  in  Hichardson*s  curioas  Dissertation.    The  griffin  81- 
Kxirgh,  they  say,  took  some  feathers  fmin  her  breast  for 
'•huioraa,  with  which  he  adorned  his  heluiet,  and  trant- 
iitied  theni  afterwards  to  his  descendnnts. 
>Tbia  rimlet,  says  DHndini,  Is  called  the  Holy  River  from 
w  **  cedar-saints"  among  which  It  rises. 
In  the  Lsttres  Edifiautes^  there  Is  a  diflerent  caase  as- 
{;ned  for  Its  name  of  Holy.    "  In  thew  are  deep  caverns, 
hlch  formerly  served  as  so  many  cells  for  a  great  namber 
!  leelQses,  who  bad  chosen  these  retreats  as  the  only  wlt- 
rsaes  upon  earth  of  the  severity  of  their  penanee.    The 
on  of  these  pious  peniienu  gave  the  river  of  which  we 


The  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty ! 

• 

But  vain  was  valor — ^vain  the  flow*? 
Of  Kerman,  in  that  deathful  hour. 
Against  Al  Hassan's  whelming  powers— 
In  vain  they  met  him,  helm  to  helm. 
Upon  the  threshold  of  that  realm 
He  came  m  bigot  pomp  to  sway. 
And  with  their  corpses  Uock'd  his  way_ 
In  vain — for  every  lance  they  raised. 
Thousands  aiound  the  conqueror  blazed ; 
For  every  arm  that  lined  their  shore. 
Myriads  of  slaves  were  wafted  o'er,^ 
A  bloody,  bold,  and  countless  crowd, 
Before  whose  swarm  as  fast  they  bow'd 
As  dates  beneath  the  locust  cloud. 

There  stood — ^but  one  short  league  away 
From  old  Harhozia's  sultry  bay-« 
A  rocky  mountain,  o*er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beetling  awfully  ;* 
A  last  and  solitary  link 

Of  those  stupendous  chains  that  reach 
From  the  broad  Caspian's  reedy  brink 

Down  winding  to  the  Green  Sea  beach 
Around  its  base  the  bare  rocks  stood. 
Like  naked  giants,  in  the  flood. 

As  if  to  guard  the  Gulf  across ; 
While,  on  its  peak,  that  braved  the  sky, 
A  ruin'd  Temple  tower'd,  so  high 

That  oft  the  sleeping  albatross* 
Struck  the  wild  ruins  with  her  wing. 
And  from  her  cloud-rock'd  slumbering 
Started — to  find  man's  dwelling  there 
In  her  own  silent  fields  of  air ! 
Beneath,  terrific  caverns  gave 
Dark  welcome  to  each  stormy  wave 
That  dash'd,  like  midnight  revellers,  in  ^ 
And  such  the  strange,  mysteriousr  din 
At  times  throughout  those  caverns  roird«— 
And  such  the  fearful  wonders  tok) 


have  Jast  Created  the  name  of  the  Holy  River.** — See  CkA- 
teaulfriand't  BeHOties  of  Christianity. 

*  This  mountain  is  my  own  creation,  as  the  *'  stnpendous 
chain,**  of  which  I  suppose  U  a  link,  does  not  esiend  quite 
BO  fnr  as  the  shores  of  the  Persian  Gulf.  '*This  long  and 
\r\t\y  range  ufniituntnins  formerly  divided  Media  from  Assy- 
ria, and  now  forms  tlie  boundary  of  the  Persian  and  *J*urklsli 
empires.  It  runs  paraltei  with  the  river  Tigris  and  Persian 
Gulf,  and  almost  disappenring  In  the  vicinity  of  Gombemoo, 
(HMmoxia )  seems  once  more  to  rise  in  the  southern  dt.^triets 
of  Kerman.  and  following  an  easterly  course  ihrotigh  the 
eentre  of  Meckrann  and  Balourhistan.  Is  entirely  !  wt  In  the 
deserts  of  Sinde.**— JTianMr**  Persian  Empire. 

*  These  birds  steep  in  the  air     They  are  mot    oumi 
jUMNtt  the  Cape  of  Good  Bops. 
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Of  restleH  spritM  impri8on*d  theiOf 
That  bold  were  Moslem,  who  would  dare^ 
At  twilight  hour,  to  steer  Iiis  skiff 
Boueath  the  Gheber's  lonely  cUfE' 

On  the  land  side,  those  tow'rs  sublime, 
That  seem'd  above  the  grasp  of  Time, 
Were  severed  from  the  haunts  of  men 
By  a  wide,  deep,  and  wizard  glen, 
So  fathomless,  so  full  of  gloom. 

No  eye  could  pierce  the  void  between : 
It  seem'd  a  place  where  Gholes  might  come 
With  their  foul  banquets  from  the  tomb, 

And  in  its  caverns  feed  unseen. 
Like  distant  thunder,  from  below, 

The  sound  of  many  torrents  came, 
Too  deep  for  eye  or  ear  to  know 
If  *twere  the  sea*s  imprison*d  flow. 

Or  floods  of  ever-restless  flame. 
For,  each  ravine,  each  rocky  spire 
Of  that  vast  mountain  stood  on  fire  ;* 
And,  though  forever  past  the  days 
When  God  was  worshipped  in  the  blaze 
That  from  its  lofty  altar  shone,—- 
Though  fled  the  priests,  tlie  vot'ries  gone. 
Still  did  the  mighty  flame  bum  on,* 
Through  chance  and  change,  through  good  and  ill. 
Like  its  own  God*s  eternal  will. 
Deep,  constant,  bright,  unquenchable ! 

Thither  the  vanquish'd  Hafed  led 

His  little  army*s  last  remains ; — 
"  Welcome,  terrific  glen  !"  he  said, 
"  Thy  gloom,  that  Eblis'  self  might  dread, 

"  Is  Heav*n  to  him  who  flies  from  chains !" 
O'er  a  dork,  narrow  bridgeway,  known 
To  him  and  to  his  Chiefs  alone, 
They  crossM  the  chasm  and  gain'd  the  towers, — 
"  This  home,"  he  cried,  "  at  least  is  ours ;-~ 
**  Here  we  may  bleed,  unmock'd  by  hymns 

"  Of  Moslem  triumph  o*er  our  head ; 
**  Here  we  may  fall,  nor  leave  our  limbs 

"  To  quiver  to  the  Moslem's  tread. 
"  Stretch*d  on  this  rock,  while  vultures'  beaks 
"  Are  whetted  on  your  yet  warm  cheeks. 


>  '*  There  (s  an  eztmordlRary  hill  in  this  neighborhood 
called  Koh4  Gnbr,  or  the  Gaebre*s  moantnln.  It  rites  in  the 
ftmn  nfa  UiAy  cupola,  and  on  tbesniiimit  of  It,  they  say,  are 
the  remnlns  of  an  Alush  Kudu,  or  Fire  Temple.  It  U  snpe^ 
stiiioQHly  held  to  be  the  residence  of  Deeves  or  Sprites,  and 
many  ninrvellnas  stories  are  recoanied  of  the  Injury  and 
wlicbcr:tA  PufTered  by  those  who  essayed  in  former  days  to 
ascend  or  explore  it.**— F«m'iv<r*«  Beioochistan. 

t  The  Ghebers  generally  built  their  temples  over  subter- 
raneous fires. 

s  **  At  the  city  of  Yexd,  In  Persia,  which  Is  dtsttngiilshed 
toy  the  appellation  ot  the  Darftb  Abadat,  or  Seat  of  Beligion, 


*'  Here— happy  that  no  tyrant's  eye 

*'  Grloats  on  our  torments — we  may  dieT^ 

'Twas  night  when  to  those  towen  they  esms 

And  gloomily  the  fitful  flame. 

That  from  the  rain'd  altar  broke. 

Glared  on  his  features,  as  be  spoke  »— 

"  Tis  o'er — what  men  could  do,  we've  done— 

"  If  Iran  will  look  tamely  on, 

**  And  see  her  priests,  her  warriofs  driVn 

*'  Before  a  sensual  bigot's  nod, 
**  A  wretch  who  shrines  his  lust  in  beaVn, 

'*  And  makes  a  pander  of  his  God ; 
*'  If  her  proud  sous,  her  high-born  souls, 

"  Men,  in  whose  veins— oh  last  disgrsoel 
"  The  blood  of  Zal  and  RusTiOi*  rolls,— 

**  If  they  tetii  court  <his  upstart  race 
"And  turn  from  Mithwa's  ancient  lay, 
"  To  kneel  at  shrines  of  yesterday ; 
<*  If  they  wiU  crouch  to  Irak's  foes, 

"  Why,  let  them— till  the  land's  despwr 
**  Cries  out  to  Heav'n,  and  bondage  grows 

**  Too  vile  for  ev'n  the  vile  to  bear ! 
**  Till  shame  at  last,  long  hidden,  bams 
"  Their  inmost  core,  and  conscience  tuns 
^<  Each  coward  tear  tlie  slave  lets  fall 
"  Back  on  his  heart  in  drops  of  galL 
"  But  here,  at  least,  are  arms  unchain'd, 
"  And  souls  that  thraldom  never  stain'd  ^ 

**  This  spot,  at  least,  no  foot  of  slave 
"  Or  satrap  ever  yet  profaned ; 

"  And  though  but  few — ^though  fast  the  m 
"  Of  life  is  ebbing  from  our  veins, 
**  Enough  for  vengeance  still  remains. 
"  As  panthers,  after  set  of  sun, 
"  Rush  from  the  roots  of  Lebanon 
<*  Across  the  dark-sea  robber's  way,^ 
"  We'll  bound  upon  our  startled  prey ; 
**  And  when  some  hearts  that  proudest  swell 
"  Have  felt  our  falchion's  last  farewell ; 
"  When  Hope's  expiring  throb  is  o'er, 
**  And  ev'n  Despair  can  prompt  no  more, 
'*  This  spot  shall  be  the  sacred  grave 
"  Of  the  last  few  who,  vainly  brave, 
"  Die  for  the  land  they  cannot  save !" 


the  Goehres  are  permitted  to  bare  an  Atosb  Knsa  or 
Temple  (which,  they  assert,  has  had  the  sacred  Ike 
since  the  days  of  Zoroaster^  m  their  own  eompartiDeoto 
city ,  bat  for  this  Indnlgence  they  are  indeb;ed  to  ibeavi 
not  the  tolerance  of  tne  Persian  goyemment,  which 
them  at  twenty-five  rupees  each  man." — PHUmgn't 
!oocblstap. 

*  Anck  nt  heroes  of  Persia.    **  Aro<mg  the  Gartaes 
are  some,  who  boast  tiielr  descent  from  Bnstam  **—eHf 
Persia. 

*  See  Raasel*s  acooant  of  the  panther's  sttacldBg  travi 
In  the  night  on  the  s«a-sboie  about  the  roots  of  Lsbaa 
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His  Chieiii  itood  round    each  duDiiig  blade 
Upon  the  broken  altar  laid— 
.And  thoogh  m  wild  and  deaolate 
*Xhoae  courte,  where  once  the  Mighty  late ; 
"KoT  longer  on  thooe  mouldering  tow'rB 
AVae  teen  the  feaat  of  fruita  and  flow'ri, 
Witli  which  of  old  the  Ma^  fed 
Tlie  wand*ring  Spiritv  of  their  dead  ;* 
Though  neither  priest  nor  rites  were  there. 

Nor  charmed  leaf  of  pure  pomegranate  f 
TfoT  hymn,  nor  censer's  fragrant  air, 

Nor  symbol  of  their  worshipp'd  planet  ;* 
"Vet  the  same  God  that  heard  their  sires 
Keard  ihemy  while  on  that  altar's  fires 
They  swore*  the  latest,  holiest  deed 
Of  the  few  hearts,  still  left  to  bleed, 
Should  be,  in  Iran's  injured  name. 
To  die  upon  that  Mount  of  Flame— 
The  last  of  all  her  patriot  line, 
Sefore  her  last  untrampled  Shrine ! 

Srave,  suflTring  souls !  they  little  knew 
Xiow  many  a  tear  their  injuries  drew 
Prom  one  meek  maid,  one  gentle  foe, 
AVhom  love  first  touch'd  with  others'  wo— 
AVhose  life,  as  free  from  thought  as  sin, 
Slept  like  a  lake,  till  Love  threw  in 
His  talisman,  and  woke  the  tide. 
And  qxead  its  trembling  circles  wide. 
Oace,  Emir  !  thy  unheeding  child, 
Mid  all  this  havoc,  bloom'd  and  smiled,— 
Ti-anquil  as  on  some  battle  plain 

Tho  Pernan  lily  shines  and  tow'rs,* 
Before  the  combat's  redd'ning  stain 

Hath  falPn  upon  her  golden  flow*rB. 
Lighthearted  maid,  unawed,  unmoved, 
While  Heav'n  but  spared  the  sire  she  loved, 
Once  at  thy  evening  tales  of  blood 
Unlist'ning  and  aloof  she  stood^ 
And  oft,  when  thou  hast  paced  along 
Thy  Haram  halls  with  furious  heat. 
Hast  thou  not  cursed  her  cheerful  song, 

That  came  across  thee,  calm  and  sweet, 
like  lutes  of  angels,  touch'd  so  near 
UeU*s  confines,  that  the  damn'd  can  hear ! 

Far  other  feelings  Love  hath  brought — 
Her  soul  all  flame,  her  brow  all  sadness, 

m 

>  **  AmoBf  other  ceremonies  the  Magi  nted  bi  place  upon 
the  top«  of  high  towers  various  kinds  of  rich  viands,  apon 
%lilcli  It  was  soppoeed  the  Peris  and  the  spirits  of  their  de- 
puted heroes  regaled  iheinseives.**— AidUr4«M. 

*  lo  the  eeremoniet  of  the  Gheliers  round  their  Fire,  as 
described  by  Lord,  **  the  Duroo,**  he  says,  **  g Iveth  iheni  wa- 
ter lo  driok,  and  a  pooiegranHte  leaf  to  chew  la  the  moath, 
0  dsaose  them  ftom  inward  nncleanness.** 

•  **  Barty  in  the  morning,  they  (the  Parsees  or  Gheben  at 
OtSMm)  fo  ia  crowds  to  pay  their  devotions  lo  the  Bon,  to 


She  now  has  but  the  one  dear  thought. 

And  thinks  that  o'er,  almost  to  madness ! 
Oft  doth  her  sinking  heart  recall 
his  words—'*  for  my  sake  weep  for  all  f 
And  bitteriy,  &s  day  on  day 

Of  rebel  carnage  fast  succeeds, 
She  weeps  a  lover  snatch'd  away 

In  ev'ry  Gheber  wretch  that  bleeds. 
There's  not  a  sabre  meets  her  eye. 

But  wi*h  his  life-blood  seems  to  swim ; 
There's  n«  t  an  arrow  wings  the  sky. 

But  fancy  turns  its  point  to  hiuL 
No  more  she  brmrs  with  footstep  light 
Al  Hasban*s  faleh.on  for  the  fight ; 
And — had  he  look*d  with  clearer  sight. 
Had  not  the  mists,  that  ever  rise 
From  a  foul  spirit,  dimm'd  his  eyes— 
He  would  have  mark'd  her  shudd*ring  frames 
When  from  the  field  of  blood  he  came. 
The  falt'ring  speech — the  look  estranged— 
Voice,  step,  and  life,  and  beauty  changed^ 
He  would  have  mark*d  all  this,  and  known 
Such  change  is  wrought  by  Love  alone ! 

Ah  !  not  the  Love,  that  should  have  bless'd 
So  young,  so  uinocent  a  breast ; 
Not  the  pure,  open,  prosp'rous  Love, 
That,  pledged  on  earth  and  seard  above, 
Grows  in  the  world's  approvmg  eyes. 

In  friendship's  smile  and  home's  caress, 
Collecting  all  the  heart's  sweet  ties 

Into  one  knot  of  happiness ! 
No,  HiNDA,  no, — ^thy  fatal  flame 
Is  nursed  in  silence,  sorrow,  shame  ;^ 

A  passion,  without  hope  or  pleasure, 
In  thy  souKs  darkness  buried  deep, 

It  lies  like  some  ill-gotten  treasure,— 
Some  idol,  without  shrine  or  name, 
0*er  which  its  palenftyed  vot'ries  keep 
Unholy  watch,  while  others  sleep. 

Seven  nights  have  darkeu'd  Oman's  Sea, 
Since  last,  beneath  the  moonliglit  ray, 

She  saw  his  light  oar  rapidly 
Hurry  her  Gheber's  bark  away, — 

And  still  she  goes,  at  miduiglit  hour 

To  weep  alone  in  that  high  bow'r, 

whom  apnn  all  the  altars  thrre  are  spheres  coaaseniir^; 
made  by  mag ie,  rewmbling  the  circles  or  the  sun,  and  when 
the  saa  rises,  these  orbs  seem  to  lie  inflamed,  and  Ut  torn  ruand 
with  a  great  noise.  They  have  every  one  a  censer  la  their 
hands,  and  oflbr  incense  to  the  son.*  —  MaMt  Bcifjcaua. 

*  **  Nul  d*entre  eas  oserolt  se  pnijnrer.  quand  11  a  |iris  i  tt 
■wriB  eat  element  terrible  etvengeur.**—Cacycl«f.  nnmftiM. 

•  **  A  vivid  verduM  soceeeds  the  aatomnal  rains,  aad  the 
plooghed  flelds  are  covered  with  the  Persian  lily,  of  I.  le^ 
spiendent  yellow  color  **— >itH«s«rs  Aleppo. 
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And  watch,  and  look  along  the  deep 

For  him  whose  smiles  first  made  her  neep  ^ 

But  watching,  weeping,  ail  was  vain* 

She  never  saw  his  bark  again. 

The  owlet's  solitary  cry. 

The  night-hawk,  flitting  darkly  by, 

And  oft  the  hateful  carrion  bird. 
Heavily  flapping  his  clogg'd  wing. 
Which  reekM  with  that  day's  banqoeting— 

Was  all  she  saw,  was  all  she  heard. 

Tis  the  eighth  mom — Al  Hassan's  brow 

Is  brightened  with  unusual  joy— 
What  mighty  mischief  glads  him  now* 

Who  never  smiles  but  to  destroy  7 
The  sparkle  upon  Hbrkend's  Sea« 
When  toss'd  at  midnight  furiously,' 
Tells  not  of  wreck  and  ruin  nigh, 
More  surely  than  that  smiling  eye ! 
"  Up,  daughter,  up — the  KernaV  breath 
"  Has  blown  a  blast  would  waken  death, 
"  And  yet  thou  sleep'st — up,  child,  and  see 
**  This  blessed  day  for  Heaven  and  me, 
**  A  day  more  rich  in  Pagan  blood 
"  Than  ever  flash'd  o'er  Oman's  flood. 
"  Before  another  dawn  shall  shine, 
**  His  head — heart — limbs — will  all  be  mine ; 
**  This  very  night  his  blood  shall  steep 
"  These  hands  all  over  ere  I  sleep  !"— 

"  His  blood  !"  she  faintly  scream'd — her  miu^ 
Still  singling  one  from  all  mankind^ 

Yes— spite  of  his  ravines  and  tow'rs, 

Hafed,  my  child,  this  night  is  ours. 
"  Thanks  to  ali-oonqu'ring  treachery, 

"  Without  whose  aid  the  links  accursed, 
"  That  bind  these  impious  slaves,  would  be 

"  Too  strong  for  Alla's  self  to  burst ! 
"  That  rebel  fiend,  whose  blade  has  spread 
"  My  path  with  piles  of  Moslem  dead, 
"  Whose  bafHing  spells  had  almost  driv'n 
"  Back  from  their  course  the  Swords  of  Heav'n, 

This  night,  with  all  his  band,  shall  know 

How  deep  an  Arab's  steel  can  go, 
"  When  God  and  Vengeance  speed  the  blow. 
"  And — Prophet !  by  that  holy  wreath 
"  Thou  wor*st  on  Oiiou's  field  of  death,* 
"  I  swear,  for  ev'ry  sob  that  parts 
'*  In  anguish  from  these  heathen  hearts, 

>  *'  It  it  observed,  with  respect  to  the  Sea  of  Herkend,  that 
when  it  it  tO!«iicd  by  tpinpe«iinous  winds  It  sparkles  like  Hre.** 
—  7Vav«/»  of  Two  Mohnmwudnnt. 

*  A  kind  of  trumpet  ;•— It  "  whs  that  used  by  Tamerlane, 
the  sound  of  which  Is  described  as  ono^nmonly  dreadAU, 
and  so  loud  as  to  be  heard  at  the  distance  of  several  miles.** 
'"Riekmrdoon. 

*  **  Mohuuuiied  had  two  helmsti,  an  Interior  and  exterior 


« 


CI 


<l 


<( 


"  A  gem  from  Psasu's  plundered  minet 
«*  Shall  glitter  on  thy  Slurine  of  Shrines. 
"  But,  ha ! — she  sinks — that  look  so  wild- 
**  Those  livid  lips — my  chikl,  my  child, 
«<This  life  of  blood  befits  not  tlM>o, 
**  And  thou  must  back  to  Arabv. 

"  Ne'er  hod  I  risk'd  thy  timid  sex 
<*  In  scenes  that  man  himself  might  dreads 
"  Had  I  not  hoped  our  ev'ry  tread 
**  Would  be  on  prostrate  Pexaian  necks- 
Cursed  race,  they  offi»r  swords  instead ! 
**  But  cheer  thee,  maid^— the  wind  that  now 
"  Is  blowing  »  **  thy  feverish  brow, 
**  To^ay  shall  waft  thee  from  the  ahore ; 
"  And,  ere  a  drop  of  this  mght's  gore 
*'  Have  time  to  chill  in  yonder  tow'rs, 
"  Thoult  see  thy  own  sweet  Arab  bow*!!!" 

His  bloody  boast  wm  .f.11  too  true ; 
There  lurk'd  one  wretch  among  the  few 
Whom  Hapbd'b  eagle  eye  could  count 
Aroimd  him  on  that  Piery  Mount,— 
One  miscreant,  who  for  gold  betray'd 
The  pathway  through  the  valley's  shade 
To  those  high  tow'rs,  where  Freedom  stood 
In  her  last  hold  of  flame  and  blood. 
Left  on  the  field  last  dreadful  uight. 
When,  sallymg  from  their  Sacred  height* 
The  Ghebers  fought  hope's  farewell  fight, 
He  lay — but  died  not  with  the  brave ; 
That  sun,  which  should  have  gilt  his  grave. 
Saw  him  a  traitor  and  a  slave  ;— 
And,  while  the  few,  who  thence  retum'd 
To  their  high  rocky  fortress,  moum'd 
For  him  among  the  matchless  dead 
They  left  behind  on  glory's  bed. 
He  lived,  and,  in  the  face  of  mom, 
Laugh'd  them,  and  Faith,  and  Heav'n  to  scoA 

Oh  for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave. 

Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight» 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave. 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might ! 
May  Life's  imblessed  cup  for  him  ■ 
Be  drugg*d  with  treach'ries  to  the  brim,— 
With  hopes,  that  but  allure  to  fly. 

With  joys,  that  vanish  wliile  he  sips. 
Like  Dead  Sea  fruits,  that  tempt  the  eye. 

But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  lips  !* 


one ;  the  latter  of  which,  called  Al  Mawashab,  the  Wet, 
wreath,  or  wreathed  garland,  he  wore  at  the  battle  of  Onod.** 
"Univergal  Hi$torjf,  * 

*  **They  say  that  there  are  apple-trees  upoa  the  iMcs  of 
this  sea,  which  bear  very  lovely  fralt,  but  within  are  all  fill 
of  ashes.**—  Tkevenol.  The  same  li  asserted  of  the  oraa|n 
there ;  vide  fritm€n*»  Travels  la  Aslatle  Taikey. 

**  The  Asphalt  Lake,  known  by  the  name  of  the  Dsad  flsa, 
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)unt]7*s  ctiiw,  hit  children's  ■hftiiie» 
ist  of  Turtue,  peace,  and  fame, 
he,  at  last,  with  lipe  of  flame 
e  parched  desert  thirsting  die,— 
)  lakes,  that  shone  in  mockery  nigh,' 
iding  off,  antouch*d,  untasted, 
the  once  glorious  hopes  he  blasted ! 
when  from  earth  his  spirit  flies, 
t  Prophet,  let  the  danw'd-one  dwell 
n  the  sight  of  Paradise, 
lulding  hea?*n,  and  feeling  hell ! 


K  RooKH  had,  the  night  before,  been  yisited 
'am  which,  in  spite  of  the  impending  fate  of 
%FED,  made  her  heart  more  than  usually 
during  the  morning,  and  gave  her  cheeks 
reshened  animation  of  a  flower  that  the  Bid- 
as  just  passed  over*  She  fancied  that  she 
ing  on  that  Eastern  Ocean,  where  the  sea- 
who  live  forever  on  the  water,*  enjoy  a  per- 
tummer  in  wandering  from  isle  to  isle,  when 
r  a  small  gilded  bark  approaching  her.  It 
e  one  of  those  boats  which  the  Maldivian 
I  send  adrift,  at  the  mercy  of  winds  and 
loaded  with  perfumes,  flowers,  and  odorifer- 
d,  as  an  offering  to  the  Spirit  whom  tliey  call 
the  Sea.  At  first,  this  little  bark  appeared 
ipty,  but,  on  coming  nearer 

tad  proceeded  thus  far  in  relating  the  dream 

'inarkable  on  account  or  the  considerable  proportion 
liich  It  contains.  In  this  ret|)eet  it  vurpasset  every 
)wn  water  on  the  surface  or  tho  earth.  This  great 
D  of  bitter-tasted  salts  is  the  reason  why  neither 
or  plant  cnn  live  in  this  water.** — Kii^rrotk* a  Chem- 
.lysis  of  the  Water  of  the  Dead  Sea,  AnnaJi  of 
by.  January,  1813.  HatteJqmigt^  however,  doubts 
of  this  last  assertion,  as  there  are  shell-fish  to  be 
the  lake. 

ynm  has  a  similar  allusion  to  the  (hiitti  of  the  Dead 
lat  wonderful  display  of  genios,  his  third  Canlo  of 
larold,— magnificent,  beyond  any  thing,  perhs[« 
I  A«  has  ever  written. 

I  Sabrab  or  Water  of  the  Desert  is  said  to  be  eassed 
irefdction  of  the  atmosphere  Oom  extreme  beat; 
rh  augments  the  delusion,  it  is  most  frequent  In 
where  water  might  be  expected  to  lodge.  I  have 
bes  and  trees  reflected  in  it,  with  as  much  accaracy 
li  it  had  been  the  face  of  a  clear  and  still  lake.**— 

• 

•  the  unbelievers,  their  works  are  like  a  vapor  in  a 
lich  the  thirsty  traveller  thinkeih  to  be  water,  anUl 
r  eoroeth  thereto  he  findeth  it  to  be  oothlng.** — JTv- 

rind  which  prevails  In  February,  called  Bidmask, 
nail  and  odorifenius  flower  of  that  name.**— **  The 
ich  blows  these  flowers  commonly  lasts  till  the  end 
onlh.**— JU  Brmif%. 


to  her  Ladies,  when  Febamoxz  appeared  at  tlie  door 
of  the  pavilion.  In  his  presence,  of  course,  etery 
thing  else  was  forgotten,  and  the  continaance  of  the 
story  was  instantly  requested  by  alL  Fresh  wood  of 
aloes  was  set  to  bum  in  the  cassolets ;— the  rwlet 
sherbets*  were  hastily  handed  round,  and  after  a 
short  prelude  on  his  lute,  in  the  pathetic  measure  of 
Nava,*  which  is  always  used  to  express  the  lamenta- 
tions of  absent  lovers,  the  Poet  thus  continued  >«- 


Ths  day  is  low*ring— stOly  Mack 
Sleeps  the  grim  wave,  while  heav'n's  rack^ 
Dispersed  and  wild,  'twixt  earth  and  sky 
Hangs  like  a  shatter*d  canopy. 
There's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain 

But  tells  of  storm  to  come  or  past  ^ 
Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast  ;«> 
There,  roll'd  in  masses  darii  and  swellnig, 
As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling ! 
Wliile  some,  already  burst  and  riv'n, 
Seem  melting  down  the  verge  of  heav'n ; 
As  though  the  infant  storm  had  rent 

The  mighty  womb  that  gave  him  birth, 
And,  having  swept  the  firmament. 

Was  now  in  fierce  career  for  earth. 

On  earth  'twas  yet  all  calm  around, 
A  pulseless  silence,  dread,  profound. 
More  awful 'than  the  tempest's  sound. 

*  '*  The  BlaJAs  are  of  two  races :  the  one  Is  settled  oa  Bor* 
neo,  and  are  a  rude  but  warlike  and  industrious  natloa,  who 
reckon  themselves  the  orifinal  possessors  of  the  island  of 
Borneo.  The  other  is  a  species  of  sea-gipsies  or  Itinerant  Osh- 
ennen,  who  live  in  smnir  covered  boats,  and  enjoy  a  perpet- 
ual summer  on  the  eastern  ocean,  shlAIng  In  leeward  fh»m 
island  to  island,  with  the  variations  of  the  monsoon.  In  some 
of  their  customs  this  singular  race  resemble  the  nativea  of 
the  Maldivla  islands.  The  Maldivlans  annually  launch  a 
small  bark,  loaded  with  perfhmes,  gums,  flowers,  and  odo- 
riferous wood,  and  turn  it  adrift  at  the  mercy  of  wind  and 
waves,  as  aa  ofllsring  to  the  ^irit  of  tAe  tVinda  ;  and  some- 
times similar  olTertngs  are  made  to  the  spirit  whom  they 
term  tk*  King  •/  lis  Sm.  In  like  manner  the  Biajtts  per- 
form their  oflerlng  to  the  god  of  evil,  launching  a  small  bark, 
loaded  with  ail  the  sins  and  misfortunes  of  the  nation,  which 
are  imagined  to  (all  on  the  anlin|ipy  craw  that  may  be  so 
unlucky  as  first  to  meet  with  it.'*— />r.  Ltffdtn  on  the  Lab- 
gnage  and  Literature  of  the  Indo-Chinese  Nations. 

«  M  The  sweet-scented  violet  is  one  of  the  planu  most  ee- 
teemed,  particularly  for  lu  great  use  in  Sorbet,  which  they 
make  of  vi(4el  sugar.** — HasaalfuisL 

**The  sherbet  they  most  estrem,  and  which  is  drank  by 
the  Grand  Signor  himself,  is  made  of  violeto  and  sugar.**— 
Tevcmier. 

•  ^  Last  of  all  she  look  a  gailar,  and  sang  a  pnthetie  air  la 
the  measure  called  Nava,  which  is  always  UMtd  tu  expnm 
the  lamenlatioos  of  absent  lovers.**— Pcr«um  7Wm. 
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Ti/4  di?er  stMr'd  for  Ormui^  bowen, 
Apci  moored  his  tkiff  till  ealmer  hoiin ; 
The  sea-birdB,  with  portentouB  serMchy 
Flew  fast  to  land  ; — upon  the  beach 
The  pilot  oft  had  paused,  with  glance 
Tun*d  upward  to  that  wild  expanse  ^ 
And  all  was  boding,  drear,  and  dark 
As  her  own  soul,  when  Hinda's  bark 
Went  slowly  from  the  Pernan  shores 
No  music  timed  her  parting  oar,* 
Nor  friends  upon  the  less'ning  strand 
Lingered,  to  wave  the  unseen  hand. 
Or  speak  the  farewell,  heard  no  more  }— 
But  lone,  unheeded,  from  the  bay 
The  vessel  takes  its  mournful  way, 
Like  some  ill-destined  ba«'k  that  steers 
In  silence  through  the  Gate  of  Tears.* 

And  where  was  stem  Al  Hassan  then  f 
Could  not  that  saintly  scourge  of  men 
From  bloodshed  and  devotion  spare 
Oae  minute  for  a  farewell  there  7 
No— close  witliin,  in  changeful  fits 
Of  cursing  and  of  prayV,  he  sits 
In  savage  loneliness  to  brood 
Upon  the  coming  night  of  blood,— 

With  that  keen,  second-scent  of  death, 
By  which  the  vulturo  snuflb  his  food 

In  the  still  warm  and  living  breath  !* 
While  o'er  the  wave  his  weeping  daughter 
Is  wafled  from  these  scenes  of  slaughterr— 
As  a  young  bird  of  Babylon,*-^ 
Let  loose  to  tell  of  victory  won, 
Flies  home,  with  wing,  ah  !  not  unstain'i 
By  the  red  hands  that  held  her  chain'd. 

• 

And  does  the  long-lelt  home  she  seeks 

Light  up  no  gladness  on  her  cheeks? 

The  flnw'rB  she  nursed — the  well-known  groves, 

Where  oft  in  dreams  her  spirit  roves— 

Once  more  to  see  her  dear  gazelles 

Come  bounding  with  their  silver  bells ; 

Her  birds*  new  plumage  to  behold, 

And  the  gay,  gleaming  fishes  count. 
She  left,  all  filleted  with  gold, 

Sliooting  around  their  jasper  fount  f 


I  *«The  Enslerns  used  to  set  oat  on  their  longer  voyages 
with  music.**— /larsMT. 

*  *'The  Gate  of  Tears  the  stmlU  or  passage  into  the  Eed 
8ea,  cnmuinnly  called  Rabelmandel.  It  received  this  nanie 
froui  the  old  AraMane,  on  aceoantof  the  danger  of  the  navl- 
gailon,  and  the  number  of  shipwrecks  by  which  It  was  die- 
tingnlshed ;  which  Indneed  them  to  consider  as  dead,  and  to 
mear  mourning  fur,  all  who  had  the  butdaeas  lo  hasaid  the 
rasMge  through  It  into  the  Etblopic  ocean.**— it»dUrd«»ii. 

*  **  I  have  been  tuld  that  whensoever  an  aalaial  fiUlsdown 
dead,  one  or  mora  valtnres  anseen  efore.  Instantly  ap- 
pear.**—F«anaa£. 


Her  little  garden  mosque  to 

And  once  again,  at  evening  hoar, 
To  tell  her  ruby  rosary* 

In  her  own  sweet  acacia  bow'rw-— 
Can  these  delights,  that  wait  her  now, 
Call  up  no  sunshine  on  her  brow  ? 
No, — silent,  from  her  train  apart, — 
As  even  now  she  felt  at  heart 
The  chill  of  her  approaching  doom, — 
She  sits,  all  lovely  in  her  gloom 
As  a  pale  Angel  of  the  Grave ; 
And  o*er  the  wide,  tempestuous  fi'ave. 
Looks,  with  a  shudder,  to  those  tow*rB, 
Where,  in  a  few  short  awful  hours. 
Blood,  blood,  in  streaming  tides  shall  run, 
Foul  incense  for  to-morrow's  son ! 
**  Where  art  thou,  glorious  stranger !  thoo, 
**  So  loved,  so  lost,  where  art  thou  now  T 
**  Foe— Gheber—infidel— whatever 
**  Th'  nnhallowM  name  thou'rt  dtcm'd  to  beir, 
**  StUl  gloriou»-HBtill  to  this  fond  heart 
**  Dear  as  its  blood,  whate'er  thoa  art ! 
*<  Yea— Alla,  dreadful  Alla  !  yea— 
**  If  there  be  wrong,  bo  crime  in  this, 
**  Let  the  Uack  waves  that  roond  u  rofl, 
**  Whelm  me  this  instant,  ere  my  soul, 
**  Forgetting  faith — home— father— all — 
•*  Before  its  earthly  idol  fall, 
"  Nor  worship  ev'n  Thyself  above  him— 
"  For,  oh,  so  wildly  do  I  love  him, 
**  Thy  Paradise  itself  were  dim 
"  And  joyless,  if  not  shared  with  him  !** 
Her  hands  were  clasp'd — her  eyes  upturn'd. 

Dropping  their  tears  like  moonlight  rain ; 
And,  though  her  lip,  fond  raver !  bum'd 

With  w  irds  of  passion,  bold,  profane. 
Yet  was  there  light  around  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes. 
Which    show'd, — though    wand*riug   eartUwt 
now,— 

Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes— for  a  spirit  pure  as  hers 
Is  always  pure,  ev'n  while  it  errs ; 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  tum'd  astray,  is  stusbine  still ! 


*  **  They  fasten  some  writing  to  the  wings  of  a 
Babylonian  pigeon.** — TtavtU  of  etrUtim  Engii^umtm, 

•**The  Empress  of  Jehan-Gulre  used  lo  divert  hcf 
with  feeding  tame  fish  in  her  canals,  some  of  which  « 
many  years  anerwards  icnown  by  fillets  of  gold,  which 
eaosed  to  be  pat  round  them.**— Merrir. 

•  **  Le  Tesplh,  qui  est  on  chape  let,  compost  de  90  pel 
boules  d*agatbe,  de  Jaspe,  d*auibre,  de  corxil,  oa  d*aatre 
tidre  pr6cleuse.    J*en  al  m  on  superbe  an  Selgaeur  ler| 
II  Stolt  de  belles  et  groiaetf  perles  parfaltes  et  ^galoa,  est 
trente  mille  piastres.**— TWsrnii. 
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80  wholly  had  her  mmd  forgot 
AD  thoQghte  but  one,  she  heeded  not 
The  risiiig  rtorm— the  wave  that  eatt 
A  moments  midnight,  as  it  poai'd— 
Nor  heard  the  frequent  ahont,  the  tread 
Of  gath'ring  tomalt  o*er  her  head— 
Clash'd  awords,  and  tongues  that  seem'd  te  tie 
With  the  rode  riot  of  the  tky.r« 
Bat,  hark ! — ^that  war-whoop  on  the  deck- 
That  crash,  as  if  each  engine  there, 
Mast,  sails,  and  all,  were  gone  to  wreck. 

Mid  yells  and  stampings  of  despair ! 
Merciful  Heaven !  what  ean  it  be  7 
Tm  not  &he  stonn,  though  fearfully 
The  ship  has  shudder'd  as  she  rode 
0*er  numntain-waves— *<  Forgive  me,  God ! 
"  FoigiTO  me" — shrieked  the  maid,  and  knelt* 
Trembling  all  over — for  she  felt 
As  if  her  judgment-hour  was  near ; 
AVhile  crouching  round,  half  dead  with  fear, 
Her  handmaids  clung,  nor  breathed,  nor  stiu'd— 
When,  hark !— a  second  crash— a  third— 
And  now,  as  if  a  bolt  of  thunder 
Had  riT*n  the  laboring  planks  asunder. 
The  deck  falls  in — what  horrors  then ! 
Blood,  waves,  and  tackle,  swords  and  men 
Come  mix'd  together  through  the  chasmr— 
Some  wretches  in  their  dying  spasm 
Still  fighting  on — and  some  that  call 
*•  For  God  and  Iran  !"  as  they  fall ! 

Whose  was  the  hand  that  tum'd  away 
The  perils  of  th'  mfuriate  fray, 
And  snatched  her  breathless  from  beneath 
Tnis  wilderment  of  wreck  and  death  t 
She  knew  not — ^for  a  faintness  came 
Cliill  o'er  her,  and  her  sinking  frame 
Amid  the  ruins  of  that  hour 
Lay,  like  a  pale  and  scorched  flow*r. 
Beneath  the  red  volcano's  shaver. 
But,  oh !  the  sights  and  sounds  of  drecJ 
That  shock*d  her  ere  her  senses  fled  ! 
The  yawning  deck— the  crowd  that  strove 
Upon  the  tott'ring  planks  abov»— 
The  sail,  whose  fragments,  shiv'ricg  o'er 
The  stragglers'  heads,  all  dash'd  with  gore, 
Flntter'd  like  bloody  flags— the  cUsh 
Of  sabres,  and  the  lightning's  flash 
Upon  their  blades,  high  toss'd  about 
like  meteor  brands' — as  if  throughout 


i  The  meteon  that  Pliny  ealU  **  flMet.* 

s  **The  farllllaot  Canopos,  onaeen  la  Enropsaa  chmslss.* 


llie  elements  one  fnry  ran. 
One  gen'ral  rage,  that  left  a  doubt 
Whksh  was  the  fiercer,  Heav'n  or  Man  * 


•  8m  Wllford*a  learned  Eaaayt  on  the  Sacrsd  blea  la  Iks 
WeaL 

*  A  pveckma  ftone  of  the  Indlea,  called  by  the  aodeali 


Once  too— but  no— it  could  not 

'Twas  fancy  all — yet  once  she  thought. 
While  yet  her  fading  eyes  could  see. 

High  on  the  rain'd  deck  she  caught 
A  gUmpse  of  that  unearthly  form. 

That  gfc>ry  of  her  soul^— even  then. 
Amid  the  whirl  of  wreck  and  storm, 

Shining  above  his  fellow-men. 
As,  on  some  black  and  troublous  night. 
The  Star  of  Eorrr,*  whose  proud  light 
Never  hath  beam'd  on  those  who  rest 
In  the  White  Islands  of  the  Weet,' 
Burns  through  the  storm  with  looks  of  flame 
That  put  Heav'n's  cloudier  eyes  to  shame. 
But  no— 'twas  but  the  minute's  dream — 
A  fantasy — and  ere  the  scream 
Had  half-way  pass'd  her  pallid  lips, 
A  deathlike  swoon,  a  chill  eclipse 
Of  soul  and  sense  its  darkness  spread 
Around  her,  and  she  sunk,  as  dead. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on 
The  stilly  hour,  when  storms  are  gone ; 
When  warring  wmds  have  died  away. 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 
Melt  off*,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity, — 
Fresh  os  if  Day  again  were  bora. 
Again  upon  the  lap  of  Mora  !^ 
When  the  light  blcesoms,  radely  tora 
And  scatter'd  at  the  whirlwind's  will. 
Hang  floating  in  the  pure  air  still. 
Filling  it  all  with  precious  balm, 
In  gratitude  for  this  sweet  calm  ;— 
And  every  drop  the  thunder-show'is 
Have  left  upon  tlie  grass  and  flow'rs 
Sparkles,  as  'twere  that  lightning-gem* 
Whose  liquid  flame  is  bora  of  them ! 
When,  'stead  of  one  unchanging  br«:cze, 
There  blow  a  thousand  gentle  airs. 
And  each  a  different  perfume  bean, — 
As  if  the  loveliest  plants  and  trees 
Had  vassal  breeies  of  their  own 
To  watch  and  wait  on  them  alone. 
And  waft  no  other  breath  than  theirs: 


Ceraaalam,  beeanM  It  waa  rappOMd  to  be  fuand  to  places 
where  thander  had  (klleo.  Tertalllaa  nyi  It  hat  a  gllttor- 
iBf  appearance,  aa  If  there  had  been  Are  In  It ;  and  the  au^ 
thor  of  the  DIaaertaltoa  in  BarrU's  Voyafes,  sapposes  i  lo 
betheopaL 


430 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


When  tho  blue  waten  rise  and  fall. 
In  sleepy  sunshine  mantling  all ; 
And  ev'n  that  swell  the  tempest  leases 
Is  like  the  full  and  silent  heaves 
Of  lovers*  hearts,  when  newly  htessM, 
Too  newly  to  be  quite  at  rest 

Such  was  the  golden  hour  that  broke 
Upon  the  world,  when  Hinda  woke 
From  her  long  trance,  and  heard  around 
No  motion  but  the  water's  sound 
Rippling  against  the  vessers  side. 
As  slow  it  mounted  o*er  the  tide.— 
But  where  is  she  7 — her  eyes  are  dark, 
Are  wilder*d  still — is  this  the  bark. 
The  same,  that  from  IIarmozia's  bay 
Bore  her  at  mom — whose  bloody  way 
The  sea-dug  track'd  7 — no— strange  and  neik 
Is  all  that  meets  her  wondering  view 
Upon  a  galliot's  deck  she  lies. 

Beneath  no  rich  pavilion's  shade,^ 
No  plumes  to  fan  her  sleeping  eyes, 

Nor  jasmine  on  her  pillow  laid. 
But  the  rude  litter,  roughly  spread 
With  war-cloaks,  is  her  homely  bed. 
And  shawl  and  sash,  on  javelins  hung, 
For  awning  o'er  her  head  are  flung. 
Shudd'ring  she  look'd  around — there  lay 

A  group  of  warriors  in  the  sun. 
Resting  their  limbs,  as  for  thai  day 

Their  ministry  of  deatn  were  done. 
Some  gazing  on  the  drowsy  sea. 
Lost  in  unconscious  revery  ; 
And  some,  who  seem'd  but  ill  to  brook 
That  sluggish  calm,  with  many  a  look 
To  the  slack  sail  impatient  cast. 
As  loose  it  flagg'd  around  the  mast 

Blest  Alla  !  who  shall  save  her  now  ? 

There's  not  in  all  that  warrior  band 
One  Arab  sword,  one  turban'd  brow 

From  her  own  Faithful  Moslem  land. 
Their  garb— the  leathern  belt'  that  wraps 

Each  yellow  vest* — that  rebel  hu^— 
The  Tartar  fleece  upon  their  caps' — 

Yes — yes — her  fears  are  all  too  true. 
And  Heav'n  hath,  in  this  dreadful  houi. 
Abandoned  her  to  Hafko*s  power ; 
Hapbd,  the  Gheber ! — at  the  thought 

Her  very  heart's  blood  chills  within ; 
He,  whom  her  soul  was  hourly  taught 

To  loathe,  as  some  foul  fiend  of  sin, 


i  D*Merhdot,  urt.  Ardoanl. 

•  **The  Guebres  lure  known  by  a  dark  yellow  color,  which 
Itie  mea  ofleci  in  their  clothet.**— 71Uv«imC 


Some  minister,  whom  Hell  had  sent. 
To  spread  its  blast,  where'er  he  went. 
And  fling,  as  o'er  our  earth  he  trod, 
His  shadow  betwixt  man  and  God ! 
And  she  is  now  his  captive, — thrown 
In  his  fierce  hands,  alive,  alone ; 
His  th'  infuriate  band  she  sees. 
All  infidels— all  enemies ! 
What  was  the  daring  hope  that  then 
Cross'd  her  like  lightning,  as  again, 
With  bddneiB  that  despair  had  lent* 

She  darted  through  that  armed  crowd 
A  look  so  searching,  so  intent. 

That  ev'n  the  sternest  warrior  bow'd 
Abash'd,  when  he  her  glances  caught. 
As  if  he  guess'd  whose  form  iney  sought 
But  no— she  sees  him  not — 'tis  gone. 
The  vision  that  before  her  shone 
Through  all  the  maze  of  blood  and  storm, 
Is  fled— 'twas  but  a  phantom  form-* 
One  of  those  passmg,  rainbow  dreanoi. 
Half  light,  half  shade,  which  Fancy's 
Paint  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roll 
In  trance  or  slumber  round  the  socd. 

But  now  the  bark,  with  livelier  bound. 
Scales  the  blue   wave — the  crew's  in 
tion. 

The  oars  are  out,  and  with  light  sound 
Break  the  bright  mirror  of  the  (wean, 

Scatt'ring  its  brilliant  fragments  round. 

And  now  she  seee— with  horror  sees. 
Their  course  is  tow'rd  that  mountain-bold^^ 

Those  tow'rs,  that  make  her  life-blood  freeze^ 

Where  Mbcca's  godless  enemies 
Lie,  like  beleaguer'd  scorpions,  roU'd 
In  th«tir  last  deadly,  venomous  fold ! 

Amid  th'  illumined  land  and  flood 

Sunless  that  mighty  mountain  stood  ; 

Save  where,  above  its  awful  head. 

There  shone  a  flaming  cloud,  blood-red. 

As  'twere  the  flag  of  destiny 

Hung  out  to  mark  where  death  would  be ! 

Had  her  bewilder'd  mind  the  pow'r 
Of  thought  in  this  terrific  hour. 
She  well  might  marvel  where  or  how 
Man's  foot  could  scale  that  mountain's  brow. 
Since  ne'er  had  Arab  heard  or  known 
Of  path  but  through  the  glen  alone.— 
But  every  thought  was  lost  in  fear. 
When,  as  their  bounding  bark  drew  near 


*  "  The  Kolah,  or  cap,  worn  by  the  Peniana  Is 
th«  skin  of  the  sheep  of  Tanary.**'ircrriy. 
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"^^  ^'^SSy  ^t^f^t  >he  felt  the  wnft§ 
Hurry  them  toward  those  dismal  oaTet, 
That  from  the  Deep  m  windings  pass 
Beneath  that  Moant's  volcanic  mass  ;-— 
And  loud  a  Toice  on  deck  commands 
1  J  k>w*r  the  mast  and  light  the  brands  !— 
Instantly  o'er  the  dashing  tide 
Within  a  cavern's  mouth  they  glide, 
GkMnny  as  that  eternal  Porch 

Through  which  departed  spirits  go  :— 
Not  ev*n  the  flare  of  brand  and  torch 
Its  flickering  liglit  could  further  throw 
Than  the  thick  flood  that  boUM  below 
SQent  they  floated — as  if  each 
Sat  breathless,  and  too  awed  tor  speech 
In  that  dark  chasm,  where  even  sound 
Seem'd  dark, — so  sullenly  around 
The  goblin  echoes  of  the  cave 
Mutter'd  it  o*er  the  long  black  wave, 
Ab  *twere  some  secret  of  the  grave ! 

But  soil — they  pause— the  current  turns 

Beneath  them  from  its  onward  track  ;-* 
Some  mighty,  unseen  barrier  spurns 
The  vexed  tide,  all  foaming,  back, 
And  scarce  the  oars'  redoubled  force 
Can  stem  the  eddyS  whiriing  co  jrse ; 
When,  hark !— some  drsp'rate  toot  has  sprung 
Among  the  rocks — the  chain  is  flung-^ 
The  oars  are  up — the  grapple  clings. 
And  the  tossed  bark  in  moorings  swinga 
Just  then,  a  day-beam  tiirough  the  shade 
Broke  tremulous— but,  ere  the  maid 
Can  seo  from  whence  the  brightness  steals, 
Upon  her  brow  she  shuddering  feels 
A  viewlefes  hand,  that  promptly  ties 
A  bandage  round  her  burning  eyes  ; 
While  the  rude  litter  where  she  lies, 
ITplifled  by  the  warrior  throng, 
0*er  the  steep  rocks  is  boruo  along. 

Blest  power  of  sunshine  ! — genial  Day, 
What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  rr    ! 
To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss. 
That  had  tlie  worid  no  joy  but  this. 
To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweets- 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 
The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
£v*n  HiNOA,  though  she  saw  not  where 

Or  whither  wound  the  perilous  road. 
Yet  knew  by  that  awak'uing  air, 

Which  suddenly  around  her  glow'd. 
That  they  had  ris'n  from  darkness  then. 
And  breathed  the  sunny  worki  again ! 


But  soon  this  balmy  freshness  fled— 

For  now  the  sleepy  labyrinth  led 

Through  damp  and  gloom— *i  lid  crash  of  booghe, 

And  fall  of  loosen'd  crags  that  rouse 

The  leopard  from  his  hungry  sleep. 

Who,  starting,  thinks  each  crag  a  prey. 
And  long  is  heard,  from  steep  to  steep. 

Chasing  them  down  their  thund'riug  way ! 
The  jackal's  cry— the  distant  moan 
Of  the  hyasna,  fierce  and  lone— 
And  that  eternal  sadd'ning  sound 

Of  torrents  in  the  glen  beneath. 
As  'twere  the  ever  dark  Profound 

That  roUs  beneath  the  Bridge  of  Death ! 
All,  all  is  fearful— <w'n  to  see, 

To  gaze  on  those  terrific  things 
She  now  but  blindly  hears,  would  be 

Relief  to  her  hnaginings ; 
Since  never  yet  was  shape  so  dread. 

But  Fancy,  thus  in  darkness  thrown, 
And  by  such  sounds  of  horroi  «ed. 

Could  frame  more  dreadful  of  her  own. 

But  does  she  dream  7  has  Fear  again 
Perplex'd  the  workings  of  her  brain. 
Or  did  a  voice,  all  music,  then 
CoTi*  from  the  gloom,  Vw  whisp'ring  near— 
**  Tremble  not,  love,  thy  Gheoer's  nere  7" 
She  does  not  dream — all  sense,  all  ear. 
She  drinks  the  words,  **  Thy  Gheber's  hers." 
"Twas  his  own  voice— she  could  not  err — 

Throughout  the  breathing  worid's  extent 
There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her. 

So  kind,  so  soft,  so  eloquent ! 
Oh,  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightingale. 
And  to  some  meaner  minstrel's  lay 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil,' 
Thau  Love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone, 
A  breath  of  the  beloved  one ! 

Though  blest,  'mid  all  her  ills,  to  thmk 

She  has  that  one  beloved  uear. 
Whose  smile,  though  met  on  ruin's  brink. 

Hath  power  to  make  even  ruin  dear,— 
Yet  soon  this  gleam  of  rapture,  cross'd 
By  fears  for  him,  is  chill'd  and  lost. 
How  shall  the  ruthless  Hafkd  brook 
Tliat  one  of  Gheber  blood  should  kx>k. 
With  aught  but  curses  in  his  eye. 
On  her  a  maid  of  AaAST- 


1  A  ftegaent  tnMge  among  the  oriental  poeU 
■Ightlngnle*  warbled  their  enchanUaf  t-oiet^  and  inat  thn 
tUa  velU  of  the  rgee-bod  and  the  row.'*— '.Ami!. 
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A  Moslem  maid — the  child  of  him, 

Whose  bloody  banner's  dire  success 
Hath  left  their  altars  cold  and  dim, 

And  their  fair  land  a  wilderness ! 
And,  worse  than  all,  that  night  of  blood 

Which  comes  so  fast^-Oh !  who  shall  stay 
The  sword,  that  once  hath  tasted  food 

Of  Persian  hearts,  or  turn  its  way  t 
What  arm  shall  then  the  victim  cover. 
Or  from  her  father  shield  her  lover? 

"  Save  him,  my  God  V*  she  inly  crie»— 
"  Save  him  this  night — and  if  thine  eyes 

**  Have  ever  welcomed  with  delight 
*  The  sinner's  tears,  the  sacrifice 

"  Of  sinners'  hearts— guard  him  this  night, 
"  And  here,  before  thy  throne,  I  swear 
"  From  my  heart's  inmost  core  to  tear 

**  Love,  hope,  remembrance*  though  they  be 
"  Liuk*d  with  each  quiv'ring  life-string  there, 

'*  And  give  it  bleeding  all  to  Thee ! 
**  Let  him  but  live, — the  burning  tear 
"  The  sighs,  so  sinful,  yet  so  dear, 
"  Which  have  been  all  too  much  his  own, 
"  Shall  from  this  hour  be  Heaven's  alone. 
"  Youth  paas'd  in  penitence,  and  age 
'*  In  long  and  painful  pilgrimage, 
"  Shall  leave  no  traces  of  the  flame 
"  That  wastes  me  now — nor  shall  his  name 
'*  E'er  bless  my  lips,  but  when  I  pray 
"  For  his  dear  spirit,  that  away 
**  Casting  from  its  angelic  ray 
"  Th'  eclipse  of  earth,  he,  too,  may  shine 
*'  Redeemed,  all  glorious  and  all  Thine ! 
"  Think — think  what  victory  to  win 
**  One  radiant  soul  like  his  from  sin,—- 
<*  Oue  wand*riiig  star  of  virtue  back 
"  To  its  own  native,  heavenward  track  ' 
"  Let  him  but  live,  and  both  are  Thine, 

"  Together  tliine — for,  blessed  or  croes'd, 
**  Living  or  dead,  his  doom  is  mine, 

"  And,  if  he  perish,  both  are  lost !" 


The  next  evening  Lalla  Rookii  was  entreated 
by  her  Ladies  to  continue  the  relation  of  her  won- 
derful dream ;  but  the  fearful  interest  that  hung 
round  the  fute  of  Hlvda  and  her  lover  had  com- 
pletely removed  every  trace  of  it  from  her  mind  ^ 
much  to  tlio  disappointment  of  a  fair  seer  or  two  in 

•  I  **  BlfMsoin^  of  the  sormwAil  Nyctanthes  {rive  a  durable 
color  to  nWk.**— 'Remarks  on  tk*  HusbAmdrf  of  Bengal^  p. 
SOO.    NUica  is  one  of  the  Indian  names  of  tbli  flower.— 
Sir  tr,  Jontt,    The  Persians  (fall  It  Gul.— Onrfri. 
*  **  In  paru  of  Kennan,  whatever  dates  are  shaken  firon 


ber  train,  who  prided  themselves  on  their  skin  in  in- 
terpreting visions,  and  who  had  already  remaiked, 
as  an  unlucky  omen,  that  the  Princess,  oo  the  very 
morning  after  the  dream,  had  worn  a  silk  dyed  irlh 
the  blossoms  of  the  sorrowful  tree,  Niliea.* 

Fadladeen,  whose  indignation  had  more  than 
once  broken  out  during  the  recital  of  eome  parts  cf 
this  heterodox  poem,  seemed  at  length  to  have  mads 
up  his  mind  to  the  infliction ;  and  took  his  seat  thii 
evening  with  all  tlie  patience  of  a  maityr*  while  the 
Poet  resumed  his  profane  and  seditioiia  stoiy  as  Al- 
lows >— 


To  tearless  eyes  and  hearts  at 

The  leafy  shores  and  sun-bright 

That  lay  beneath  that  mountain's  heigfatt 

Had  been  a  fair  enchanting  sight 

'Twas  one  of  those  amUosial  evee 

A  day  of  storm  so  often  leaves 

At  its  calm  setting — ^when  the  West 

Opens  her  golden  bowers  of  rest, 

And  a  moist  radiance  from  the  dcies 

Shoots  trembling  down,  as  from  the  eyes 

Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last. 

Bright  hours  atone  for  dark  ones  past. 

And  whose  sweet  tears,  o*er  wrong  forgiv'n, 

Shine,  as  they  fall,  with  light  from  heav'n ! 

Twas  stillness  all — the  winds  that  late 

Had  rusli'd  through  Kerman's  almond  groveSi 
And  shaken  from  her  bow'rs  of  date 

That  cooling  feast  the  traveller  loves,* 
Now,  luird  to  languor,  scarcely  curi 

The  Green  Sea  wave,  whose  waters  gleam 
Limpid,  as  if  her  mines  of  peari 

Were  melted  all  to  form  the  stream: 
And  her  fair  blets,  small  and  bright. 

With  their  green  shores  reflected  there» 
Look  like  those  Peri  isles  of  light. 

That  hang  by  spell-work  in  the  air. 

But  vainly  did  those  glories  burst 
On  Hinda*s  dazzled  eyes,  when  first 
The  bandage  from  her  brow  was  taken. 
And,  pale  and  awed  as  those  who  waken 
In  their  dark  tombs — when,  scowling  near, 
The  Searchers  of  the  Grave*  appear,^ 

the  trees  by  the  wind  they  do  not  touch,  bat  leave  then  ta 
those  who  have  not  any,  or  for  travellers.** — Ekm  HmtkmL 

*  The  two  terrible  angels.  Monklr  and  Nakir,  who  art 
called  **  the  Searchers  of  the  Grave**  in  the  '*Oeed  of  the 
orthodox  Mahometans**  given  by  Ockley,  vd.  U. 
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dd*niig  tum'd  to  read  her  fate 
i  fierce  eyes  that  flash'd  around ; 
r  those  towen  all  deeoiate, 
o'er  her  head  terrific  frown'd, 
*}ixig  eT*n  the  smile 
loft  heav'n  to  gild  their  pile, 
nrith  mmgled  hope  and  fear, 
B  for  him  whose  voice  ao  dear 
w,  like  music,  to  her  ear- 
mocking  dream  !  again  'tis  fled, 
the  shoots,  the  pangs  of  dread 
ougfa  her  inmost  boeom  run, 
voices  from  without  proclaim 
,  the  Chief* — and,  one  by  one, 
arriors  shout  that  fearful  name  ! 
•—the  rock  resounds  his  tiead—- 
[I  she  dare  to  lift  her  bead, 
those  eyes  whose  scorching  ^&re 
en's  boldest  sons  can  bear  1 
red  beam,  the  Moslem  tells, 
k  and  deadly  lustre  dwells, 
se  hellish  fires  that  light 
drake's  charoel  leaves  at  night.' 
1  slie  bear  that  voice's  tone, 
loud  batllo-cry  alone 
iiadrons  oft  in  panic  ran, 
like  some  vast  caravan, 
■etch'd  at  evening  round  the  well, 
r  the  thirstiug  tiger's  yeU. 

I  she  stands,  with  eyes  cast  down, 
beneath  the  fiery  frown, 
ncy  tells  her,  from  that  brow 
:  o'er  her  fiercely  now: 
i'ring  as  she  hears  the  tread 
•etiring  warrior  band. — 
I  paiue  so  full  of  dread  ; 
FED  with  a  trembling  hand 
,  and,  leaning  o'er  her,  said, 
' — that  word  was  all  he  spoke, 
enough — the  shriek  that  broke 
;r  full  bosom,  told  the  rest— 
ith  terror,  joy,  surprise, 
but  lifts  her  wond'ring  eyes, 
them  on  her  Gheber's  breast ! 
3  he — the  man  of  blood, 
of  the  Fire-fiend's  brood, 
?  demon  of  the  fight, 
ce  unnerves,  whose  glances  blight^— 
loved  Gheber,  mild 
13  as  when  first  he  smiled 
)  tow'r,  and  left  such  beams 
)  eye  to  light  her  dreams, 

lans  call  the  mnndrnke  *thc  Dcvirs  CAndIo,* 
iu  shioing   appearance  In  the  night.'*— 


That  she  believed  her  bower  had  giv'n 
Rest  to  some  wanderer  from  beav'n  I 

Moments  there  are,  and  this  was  one 
Snatch'd  like  a  minute's  gleam  of  sun 
Amid  the  black  Simoom's  eclipse— 

Or,  like  those  verdant  spots  that  bloom 
Around  the  crater's  burnuig  lips, 

Sweet'ning  the  very  edge  of  doom ! 
The  past— the  future— all  that  Fate 
Can  bring  of  dark  or  desperate 
Around  such  hours,  but  makes  them  cast 
Intenser  radiance  while  they  last  I 

Ev'n  he,  this  youth- though  dimm'd  and  gone 
Each  star  of  Hope  that  cheer'd  him  on— 

His  glories  lost — his  cause  betra/d 

IiuN,  his  dear-loved  country,  made 

A  land  of  carcasses  and  slaves, 

One  droary  waste  of  chains  and  graves  !-^- 

Himself  but  ling'ring,  dead  at  heart. 

To  see  the  last,  long  struggluig  breath 
Of  Liberty's  great  soul  depart. 

Then  lay  him  down  and  share  her  death 

Ev'n  he,  so  sunk  in  wretchediteM, 

With  doom  sOll  darker  gath'rmg  o'er  him. 
Yet,  in  this  moment's  pure  caress, 
In  the  mild  eyes  that  shone  before  him. 
Beaming  that  blest  assurance,  worth 
All  other  transports  known  on  earth. 
That  he  was  loved — well,  warmly  loved— 
Oh  !  in  this  precious  hour  he  proved 
How  deep,  how  thorough-felt  the  glow 
Of  rapture,  kindhng  out  of  wo  j — 
How  exquisite  one  single  drop 
Of  bliss,  thus  sparkling  to  the  top 
Of  mis'ry's  cup — how  keenly  quafTd, 
Tliough  death  must  follow  on  the  draught ! 

She,  too,  while  gazmg  on  those  eyes 

That  sink  into  her  soul  so  deep. 
Forgets  all  fears,  all  miseries. 

Or  feels  them  like  the  wretch  In  sleep, 
Whom  fancy  cheats  mto  a  smile, 
Who  dreams  of  joy,  and  sobs  the  while  ! 
The  mighty  Ruins  where  they  stood. 

Upon  the  mount's  high,  rocky  verge, 
Lay  open  tow'rds  the  ocean  flood. 

Where  lightly  o'er  the  illumined  surge 
Many  a  fair  bark  that,  all  the  day. 
Had  lurk'd  in  shelt'ring  creek  or  bay, 
Now  bounded  on,  and  gave  their  sails. 
Yet  dripping,  to  the  ev'ning  gales  ; 
Like  eagles,  when  the  stonn  is  done, 
Spreading  their  wet  wings  in  the  son 
The  beauteous  clouds,  though  daylight  Star 
Had  sunk  behind  the  hills  of  Laji, 
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Were  still  with  lingering  glories  brightr— 
As  if,  to  grace  the  gorgeoas  West, 

The  Spirit  of  departing  Light 
That  eve  had  left  his  sunny  vest 

Behind  him,  ere  he  wing'd  bis  flight 
Never  was  scene  so  form*d  for  love ! 
Beneath  them  waves  of  crystal  move 
In  silent  swell^Heav'n  glows  above, 
And  their  pure  hearts,  to  transport  giv*n, 
Swell  like  the  wave,  and  glow  like  Heav*n, 

But  ah !  too  soon  that  dream  is  past^ 

Atrain,  again  her  fear  returns ;-~ 
Night,  dreadful  night,  is  gath'ring  fast, 

More  faintly  the  horizon  bums, 
And  every  rosy  tint  that  lay 
On  the  smooth  sea  hath  died  away. 
Hastily  to  the  dark*ning  skies 
A  glance  slie  casts — then  wildly  cries 
"  At  nigkt,  he  said — and,  look,  'tis  near — 

"  Fly,  fly — ^if  yet  thou  lov'st  me,  fly — 
"  Soon  will  his  murd'rous  band  be  here, 

**  And  I  shall  see  thee  bleed  and  die.-— > 
"  Hush !  heard'st  thou  not  the  tramp  of  men 
"  Sounding  from  yonder  fearful  glen  7— 
"  Perhaps  ev*n  now  they  climb  the  wood— 

««  Fly,  fly— though  still  the  West  is  bright, 
**  He*ll  come — oh !  yes — he  wants  thy  blood-^ 

"  I  know  him — he'll  not  wait  for  night !" 

In  terrors  ev'n  to  agony 

She  clings  around  the  wond'ring  Chief  ;-r- 
**  Ala*  poor  wUder'd  maid  !  to  me 

"  Thou  ow'st  this  raving  trance  of  grief. 
"  Lost  as  I  am,  naught  ever  grew 
'*  Beneath  my  shade  but  perish'd  too— 

My  doom  is  like  the  Dead  Sea  air, 

Aud  nothing  lives  that  enters  there ! 
"  Why  were  our  barbi  together  driv'n 
"  Beneath  this  morning*s  furious  heav'n  7 
"  Why,  when  I  saw  the  pnze  that  chance 

**  Hud  thrown  into  my  desp'rate  arms,^ 
"  When,  casting  but  a  single  glance 

"  Ufxin  thy  pale  and  prostrate  charms, 
**  I  vow*d  (though  watching  viewless  o*er 

^  Thy  safety  through  that  hour's  alarms) 
"  To  meet  th'  unmanuing  sight  no  more-~ 
**  Why  have  I  broke  that  heart-wrung  vow  7 
"  Why  weakly,  madly  met  thee  now  7^ 
'*  Start  not — ^that  noise  is  but  the  shock 

"  (if  torrents  through  yon  valley  huri'd^ 
*  Dread  nothing  here-^upon  this  rock 

"We  stand  above  the  jarring  worid. 


For  an  acrx)unt  of  larimnnle  the  p«tti1fled  city  Ir  Upper 
E§)i>tt  where,  it  la  aaid,   here  are  nway  statues  of  men. 
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"  Alike  beyond  its  hope— its  dread— 
**  In  gloomy  safety,  like  the  Dead ! 
'*  Or,  could  ev'n  earth  and  hall  unite 
« In  league  to  storm  this  Sacred  Height, 
"  Fear  nothing  thou — myself,  to-night, 
"  And  each  o'eriookmg  star  that  dwella 
«  Near  Gvod,  will  be  thy  sentinete  ^ 
"  And,  ere  to-morrow's  dawn  shall  glow, 
"  Back  to  thy  sire—" 

*•  To-moiTow  !- 
The  maiden  scream'd — **  thoult  never 
"  To-morrow's  sun — death,  death  wiO  be 
*'  The  night-cry  through  each  reeking  tower, 
"  Unless  we  fly,  ay,  fly  thi*  boor ! 
*'  Thou  art  betray'd— eome  wretch  who  knew 
"  That  dreadful  t,Vn's  mysterious  dew — 
**  Nay,  doubt  not — by  y.o  stars,  'tis  tme— 
**  Hath  sold  thee  to  my  veugeful  aire ; 
**  This  morning,  with  that  smile  so  dire 
**  He  wears  in  jov,  he  told  me  afl, 
*'  And  stamp'd  in  triumph  through  our  hall, 
"  As  though  thy  heart  already  beat 
•*  Its  last  life-throb  beneath  his  feet ! 
*  Good  Heav'n,  how  little  drearo'd  I  then 

"  His  victim  was  my  own  loved  youth  I— 
"  Fly— send — let  some  one  watch  the  glen— 

"  By  all  my  hopes  of  heav'n  'tis  tnith !" 

Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  freezes 

Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play'd 
Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seizes 

The  trusting  bosom,  when  betray'd. 
He  felt  it — deeply  felt — and  stood. 
As  if  the  tale  had  froz'n  his  Uood, 

So  mazed  and  motionless  was  he  ;— 
Like  one  whom  sudden  spells  enchant. 
Or  some  mute,  marble  habitant 

Of  the  still  Halls  of  Isumonik  ! 

But  soon  the  painful  chill  was  o'er. 
And  his  great  soul,  herself  once  more, 
Look'd  from  his  brow  in  all  the  rays 
Of  her  best,  happiest,  grandest  days. 
Never,  in  moment  most  elate. 

Did  that  high  ^rit  loftier  rise  ^ 
While  bright,  serene,  determinate. 

His  looks  are  lifted  to  the  skies. 
As  if  the  signal  lights  of  Fate 

Were  shining  in  those  awful  eyes ! 
'TIS  come^his  hour  of  martyrdom 
In  Iran's  sacred  cause  b  come ; 
And,  though  his  life  hath  pass'd  away, 
Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day. 


women,  Jtc,  to  be  seen  to  thla  day,  see  Pfrry*«  F»em  ^H 
Letant, 
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"Yet  shall  his  death-hour  leavv  a  track 

Of  ^ory,  permanent  and  bright, 
*To  which  the  brave  of  ailer-timos, 
*The  sufTring  brave,  shall  long  look  back 
With  proud  regret, — and  by  its  light 
Watch  through  the  hours  of  slavery's  night 
I*or  vengeance  on  th'  oppressor's  criroeti 
*rhis  rock,  his  monument  aloft, 

Shall  speak  the  tale  to  many  an  age ; 
^nd  hither  bards  and  heroes  oft 

Shall  come  in  secret  pilgrimage, 
^nd  bring  their  warrior  sons,  and  tell 
The  wondering  boys  where  Hafsd  fell ; 
And  swear  them  on  those  lone  remains 
Of  their  lost  country's  ancient  fanes, 
Jfever-^while  breath  of  life  shall  live 
Within  them — never  to  forgive 
Th*  accursed  race,  whose  ruthless  chain 
Hath  left  on  Iran's  neck  a  stain 
Blood,  blood  alone  can  cleanse  again ! 

Such  are  the  swelling  thoughts  that  now 
Enthrone  themselves  on  Hafeo's  brow ; 
And  ne'er  did  Saint  of  Issa'  gaze 

On  the  red  wreath,  for  martyrs  twined, 
More  proudly  than  the  youth  surveys 

That  pile,  which  through  the  gloom  behind, 
Half  lighted  by  the  altar's  fire. 
Glimmers — his  destined  funeral  pyre  t 
Ileap'd  by  his  own,  his  comrades*  hands, 

Of  eT*ry  wood  of  odorous  breath. 
There,  by  the  Fire-God's  shrine  it  stands, 

Ready  to  fold  in  radiant  death 
The  few  still  left  of  those  who  swore 
To  perish  there,  when  hope  was  o'ei^— 
The  few,  to  whom  that  couch  of  flame. 
Which  rescues  them  from  bonds  and  shame. 
Is  sweet  and  welcome  as  the  bed 
For  their  own  infant  Prophet  spread. 
When  pitying  Heav'n  to  roses  tum'd 
The  death-flames  that  beneath  him  bum'd  !* 

With  watchfulness  the  maid  attends 
His  rapid  glance,  where'er  it  bends — 
Why  shoot  his  eyes. such  awful  beams? 
What  plans  he  now  7  what  thinks  or  dreams  T 
Alas !  why  stands  he  musing  here. 
When  ev'ry  moment  teems  with  fear  7 
"  Hafcd,  my  own  beloved  Lord,*' 
She  kneeling  cries — **  first,  last  adored ! 


>  Jecas. 

*  The  Ghebers  ny  that  when  Abraham,  their  great  Pro* 
phet,  WH»  thrown  Inbi  the  fire  by  order  of  Nimrod.  the  flans 
taraed  insuintly  Into  **  a  bed  of  rosea,  where  the  child  ■wes^ 
ly  reposed/'— T5Bi>«nii«r. 

Of  their  other  Prophet,  Zoroaster,  there  Is  a  story  told  in 


<«  If  m  that  soul  thon'st  ever  felt 

«  Half  what  thy  lips  impattion'd  swore, 
"  Here,  on  my  knees  that  never  knelt 

«  To  any  but  their  God  before, 
"  I  pray  thee,  as  thou  lev's!  me,  fly — 
**  Now,  now— ere  yet  their  blades  are  nigh 
**  Oh  haste — the  bark  that  bore  me  hither 

"  Can  waft  ns  o'er  yon  dark'ning  sea, 
«  East — ^west — alas,  I  care  not  whither, 

**  So  thou  art  safe,  and  I  with  thee ! 
**  Go  where  we  will,  this  hand  in  thine, 

"  Those  eyes  before  me  smiling  thus, 
"Through    good    and    ill,  through   storm    and 
shine, 

**  The  worid's  a  worid  of  love  for  ns ! 
**  On  some  calm,  Uessed  shore  we'll  dwell, 
**  Where  'tis  no  crime  to  love  too  well ; — 
**  Where  thus  to  worship  tenderly 
**  An  erring  child  of  light  like  thee 
**  Will  not  be  sin— or,  if  it  be, 
**  Where  we  may  weep  our  faults  away, 
"  Together  kneeling,  night  and  day, 
«  Thou,  for  my  sake,  at  Aixa*s  shrine, 
«  And  I— at  any  God's,  for  thine  !** 

Wildly  these  passionate  words  she  spoke- 
Then  hung  her  head,  and  wept  for  ahame ; 
Sobbing,  as  if  a  heart-string  broke 

With  every  deep-heaved  sob  that  came. 
While  he,  young,  warm— oh !  wonder  not 
If,  for  a  moment,  pride  and  fame. 
His  oath — his  catise— that  shrine  of  flame. 
And  laAN's  self  are  ail  forgot 
For  her  whom  at  his  feet  he  sees 
Kneeling  in  speechless  agonies. 
No,  blame  him  not,  if  Hope  awhile 
Dawn'd  in  his  soul,  and  threw  her  smile 
O'er  hours  to  come— o'er  days  and  nights, 
Wing'd  with  thooe  precious,  pure  delights 
Which  she,  who  bends  all  beauteous  there. 
Was  bom  to  kindle  and  to  share. 
A  tear  or  two,  which,  as  he  bow'd 

To  raise  the  suppliant,  trembling  stole, 
Fuvt  wam'd  him  of  this  dang'rous  clond 

Of  softness  passing  o'er  his  soul. 
Starting,  he  brush'd  the  drops  away. 
Unworthy  o'er  that  cheek  to  stray ; — 
Like  one  who,  on  the  mom  of  fight. 
Shakes  from  his  sword  the  dews  of  night. 
That  had  but  dimm'd,  not  stain'd  its  light 


IKm  Pnumus^  Orat.  38,  tliat  the  love  of  wisdom  and  virtris 
leadinf  hiin  to  a  solitary  life  upon  a  moontnin,  he  fi  und  it 
one  day  all  In  a  flame,  shining  with  celestial  fire,  oat  of 
whleh  be  eame  withoot  any  harm,  and  Institated  certain 
lacrifices  to  God,  who.  he  declared,  then  appeared  to  him.** 
—Vide  Pmirick  on  Ezodos,  ilL  9, 
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Yot,  though  subdued  th'  mmerving  thrfll» 
Its  warmth,  its  weakness,  lingei^d  still 

So  touching  in  its  look  and  tone, 
That  the  fond,  fearing,  hoping  maid 
Half  counted  on  the  flight  she  pray*d. 

Half  thought  the  hero's  soul  was  grown 

As  soft,  as  yielding  as  her  own. 
And  smiled  and  blees'd  him,  while  he  said, 
<<  \ea — if  there  be  some  happier  sphere, 
<<  Where  fadeless  truth  like  ours  is  dear^^ 
"  If  there  be  any  land  of  rest 

"  For  those  who  love  and  ne'er  forget, 
**  Oh  !  comfort  thee — for  safe  and  blees'd 

"  We*ll  meet  in  that  calm  region  yet  V 

Scarce  had  she  time  to  ask  her  heart 
If  good  or  ill  these  words  impart, 
When  the  roused  youth  impatient  flew 
To  the  tow'r-wall,  where,  high  in  view, 
A  pond'rous  sea-horn*  hung,  and  blew 
A  signal,  deep  and  dread  as  those 
The  storm-fiend  at  his  rising  blows>-« 
Full  well  his  ChieiUins,  sworn  and  tme 
Through  life  and  death,  that  signal  knew ; 
For  'twas  th'  appointed  warning  blast, 
Th'  alarm,  to  tell  when  hope  was  past, 
And  the  tremendous  death-die  cast ! 
And  there,  upon  the  mould'ring  tow'r, 
Hath  hung  this  sea-horn  many  an  hour, 
Ready  to  sound  o'er  land  and  sea 
That  dirge-note  of  the  brave  and  free 

They  came — his  Chieftains  at  the  call 
Came  slowly  round,  and  with  them  all- 
Alas,  how  few  ! — the  worn  remains 
Of  those  who  late  o*er  Kerman's  plains 
Went  gayly  prancing  to  the  clash 

Of  Mjorish  zel  and  tyrobalon. 
Catching  new  hope  from  every  flash 

Of  their  long  lunces  iu  the  sun. 
And,  as  their  coursers  charged  the  wind. 
And  the  wliite  ox-tails  stream'd  behind,* 
Looking,  as  if  the  steeds  they  rode 
Were  wing'd,  and  every  Chief  a  God ! 
How  fairn,  how  alter'd  now  !  how  wan 
Each  scarr*d  and  faded  visage  sliono 
As  round  the  burning  slirine  they  came  ;-— 

How  deadly  was  the  glare  it  cast. 
As  mute  they  paused  before  the  flame 

To  light  their  torches  as  they  paas'd  ! 
'Twas  silence  all — the  youth  had  planned 
The  duties  of  his  soldier-band  ; 

i"The  thell  called  Silankos,  common  to  India,  Africa, 
and  the  Mediterranean,  and  still  Ufed  in  many  parts  as  a 
trumpet  for  blowing  alarms  or  giving  signals ;  it  sends  forth 
a  deep  and  hollow  sound.*' — PcaiMiit. 

*  **The  finest  ornament  for  the  horses  Is  made  of  six  large 


And  each  determined  brow  declares 
His  faithful  Chieftains  well  know  theirs 

But  minutes  speed — night  gems  the  skiei— > 
And  oh,  how  soon,  ye  blessed  eyes. 
That  look  from  heaven,  ye  may  behold 
Sights  that  will  turn  your  star-fires  cold ! 
Breathless  with  awe,  unpatience,  hope, 
The  maiden  sees  the  veteran  group 
Her  litter  silently  prepare. 

And  lay  it  at  her  trembling  feet ,' 
And  now  the  youth,  with  gentle  care. 

Hath  placed  her  in  the  sheltered  seat. 
And  press'd  her  hano — ^that  ling'ring  pre« 

Of  hands,  that  for  the  last  time  sever ; 
Of  hearts,  whose  pulse  of  happmess. 

When  that  hold  breaks,  is  dead  foreter 
And  yet  to  her  this  sad  caress 

Gives  hope— 60  fondly  hope  can  err ! 
'Twas  joy,  she  thought,  joy's  mute  excess — 

Their  happy  flight's  dear  harbinger ; 
'Twas  warmth — assurance— tenderness 

'Twas  any  thing  but  leaving  her. 

**  Haste,  haste !"  she  cried, "  the  clouds  grow  diik, 

**  But  still,  ere  night,  we'll  reach  the  bark ; 

*'  And  by  to-morrow's  dawn— oh  bliss ! 

•    "  With  thee  upon  the  sun-bright  deep, 

«  Far  oS,  I'll  but  remember  this, 

«  As  some  dark  vanbh'd  dream  of  sleep ; 

"  And  thou "  but  ah  I — he  answers  not- 
Good  Heav'n ! — and  does  she  go  alone  ? 

She  now  has  reach'd  that  dismal  spot, 
Where,  some  hours  since,  his  voice's  tone 

Had  come  to  sooth  her  fears  and  ills. 

Sweet  as  the  angel  Israfil's,* 

When  every  leaf  on  Eden's  tree 

Is  trembling  to  liis  minstrelsy — 

Yet  now— oh,  now,  he  is  not  nigh^^ 
"  Hafed  !  my  Hafed  I — if  it  be 

**  Thy  will,  thy  doom  this  night  to  die, 
"  Let  me  but  slay  to  die  with  thee^ 

"  And  I  will  bless  thy  loved  name, 

"  Till  the  last  life-breath  leave  this  frame. 

**  Oh  !  let  our  lips,  our  cheeks  be  laid 

*'  But  near  each  other  while  they  fade ; 

"  Let  us  but  mix  our  parting  breaths, 

"  And  I  can  die  ten  thousand  deaths ! 

**  You  too,  who  hurry  me  away 

**  So  cruelly,  one  moment  stay^ 

"  Oh  !  stay— one  moment  is  not  much- 
flying  tassels  of  long  white  hair  SaKen  o&t  of  the  Calls  of 
wild  oxen,  that  are  to  be  found  In  some  places  ol  lbs  hh 
dies.** — Thevenot. 

>  **  The  angel  Israfil,  who  has  the  most  nelodkNM  vUes 
of  all  God*s  creatures.**— Sals. 
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•*  He  yet  may  come — for  him  I  pmy— 
^  II A  FED !  desr  Uafeo  !" — all  the  way 

In  wild  lamentings,  that  would  touch 
A  heart  of  etone,  she  shrieked  his  name 
*ro  the  dark  woods — no  Ha  fed  came : — 
^o— -hapless  pair — you've  look'd  your  last  -— 

Your  hearts  should  both  have  broken  then 
The  dream  is  o*er — your  doom  is  cast — 

You'll  never  meet  on  earth  again ! 

Alas  for  him,  who  hears  her  cries ! 

Still  half- way  down  the  steep  he  stands, 
Watching  with  fixM  and  feverish  eyes 

The  glimmer  of  those  burning  brands. 
That  down  the  rocks,  with  mournful  ray. 
Light  all  he  loves  on  earth  away  ! 
Hopeless  as  they  who,  far  at  sea. 

By  the  cold  moon  have  just  consigned 
The  corse  of  one,  loved  tenderly. 

To  the  bleak  flood  they  leave  behind ; 
And  on  the  deck  still  ling'ring  stay. 
And  long  look  back,  with  sad  delay. 
To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wave. 
That  ripples  o'er  that  cheerless  grave. 


tt 


tt 


But  see — he  starts — what  heard  he  then  7 
That  dreadful  shout ! — across  the  glen 
From  tlie  laud-side  it  comes,  and  loud 
Ring?  through  the  chasm ;  as  if  the  crowd 
Of  fearful  things,  tliat  haunt  that  dell, 
Its  Gholes  and  Dives  and  shapes  of  hell. 
Had  all  in  one  dread  howl  broke  out. 
So  loud,  so  terrible  that  shout ! 
"  They  come — the  Moslems  come  !" — he  cries. 
His  proud  soul  mounting  to  his  eyes,— 
**  Now,  Spirits  of  tlie  Brave,  who  roam 

Enfranchised  through  yon  starry  dome. 

Rejoice— for  souls  of  kindred  fire 
**  Are  on  the  wing  to  join  your  choir !" 
He  said — und,  light  as  bridegrooms  bound 

To  their  young  loves,  reclimb'd  the  steep 
And  gained  the  Siirine — his  Chiefs  stood  round — 

Their  swords,  as  with  instinctive  leap, 
Together,  at  that  cry  accursed. 
Had  from  their  sheaths,  like  sunbeams,  burst 
And  hark  I — again — again  it  rings  ; 
Near  and  more  near  its  echoings 
Peal  through  the  ch.  em— oh  !  who  that  then 
Had  seen  those  listening  warri«r-men, 
With  their  swords  grasp'd,  tneir  eyes  of  flame 
TumM  on  their  Chief— could  doubt  the  shame, 
Th'  indignant  shame  with  which  they  thrill 
To  hear  those  shouts,  and  yet  stand  still  7 

He  read  their  thoughts — they  were  his  own — 
**  What !  while  our  arms  can  wield  these  blades, 


"  Shall  we  die  tamely  7  die  alone  7 

«  Without  one  yictim  to  our  shades, 
"  One  Moslem  heart,  where,  buried  deep, 
«  The  sabre  from  its  toil  may  sleep  7 
**  No— God  of  Iran's  burning  skies ! 
**  Thou  soom'st  th*  mglorious  sacrifice. 
"  No-— though  of  all  earth's  hope  bereft, 
"  Life,  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left. 
**  Well  make  yon  valley's  reeking  caves 

"  Live  m  the  awe-struck  minds  of  men, 
**  Till  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

<*  Tell  of  the  Gheber^s  bloody  glen. 
*'  Follow,  brave  hearts  ! — this  pile  remains 
**  Our  refuge  still  from  life  and  chains ; 
«  But  his  the  best,  the  holiest  bod, 
**  Who  sinks  entomb'd  in  Moslem  dead !" 

Down  the  precipitous  rocks  they  sprung, 
While  vigor,  more  than  human,  strung 
Each  arm  and  heart — ^Th'  exulting  foe 
Still  through  the  dark  defiles  below, 
Track'd  by  his  torches*  lurid  fire. 

Wound  slow,  as  through  Golconoa'b  vale' 
The  mighty  serpent,  in  his  ire, 

Glides  on  with  glitt'ring,  deadly  trail. 
No  torch  the  Ghebers  need — so  well 
They  know  each  myst'ry  of  the  dell, 
So  oft  have,  in  their  wanderings, 
Cross'd  the  wild  race  that  round  them  dwell, 

The  very  tigers  from  their  delves 
Look  out,  and  let  them  pass,  as  things 

Untamed  and  fearless  like  themselves  I 

There  was  a  deep  ravine,  that  lay 

Yet  darkling  in  the  Moslem's  way  ; 

Fit  spot  to  make  invaders  rue 

The  many  fall'n  before  the  few. 

The  torrents  from  that  morning's  sky 

Had  fill'd  the  narrow  chasm  breast-high. 

And,  on  each  side,  aloft  and  wild. 

Huge  clifib  and  toppling  crags  were  piled, — 

The  guards  with  which  young  Freedom  lines 

The  pathways  to  her  mountain-shrines. 

Here,  at  this  pass,  the  scanty  band 

Of  Iran's  last  avengers  stand  ; 

Here  wait,  in  silence  like  the  dead. 

And  listen  for  the  Moslem's  tread 

So  anxiously,  the  carrion-bird 

Above  them  flaps  his  wing  unheard  1 

They  come — that  plunge  into  the  water 
Gives  signal  for  the  work  of  slaughter. 
Now,  Ghebers,  now — if  e'er  your  blades 

Had  point  or  prowess,  prove  them  noiv— 
Wo  to  the  file  that  foremost  wades : 

They  come — a  falchion  greets  each  brow, 

>  Bee  Hoole  upon  the  Story  of  Blnbad. 
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And,  as  they  tamble,  trunk  on  trunk, 
Beneath  the  gory  wateri  rank, 
Still  o*er  their  drowning  bodies  prees 
New  victims  quick  and  numberleai ; 
Till  acarce  an  arm  in  Hafbd'b  hand, 

So  fierce  their  tot],  hath  power  to  itir. 
But  listlesB  from  each  crimson  hand 

The  sword  hangs,  clogg'd  with  massacre 
Never  was  horde  of  tyrants  met 
With  bloodier  welcome— never  yet 
To  patriot  vengeance  hath  the  sword 
More  terrible  libations  pour'd  I 

All  up  the  dreary,  long  ravine, 
By  the  red,  murky  glimmer  seen 
Of  half-quench*d  brands,  that  o'er  the  flood 
Lie  scattered  round  and  bum  in  blood. 
What  ruin  glares !  what  carnage  swims ! 
Heads,  blazing  turbans,  quiv'rin^  limbs. 
Lost  swords  that,  dropped  from  many  a  hand« 
In  that  thick  pool  of  slaughter  stand  ; — 
Wretches  who  wading,  half  on  fire 

From  the  toss'd  brands  that  round  them  fly 
'Twixt  flood  and  flame  in  shrieks  expire  ^ 

And  some  who,  graspM  by  those  that  die, 
Sink  woundless  with  them,  smother*d  o'er 
In  their  dead  bruthren's  gushing  gore ! 

But  vainly  hundreds,  thousands  bleed, 

Still  hundreds,  thousands  more  succeed ; 

Countless  as  tow'rds  some  flame  at  night 

The  North's  dark  insects  wing  their  flight, 

And  quench  or  perish  in  its  light. 

To  this  terrific  spot  they  pour — 

Till,  bridged  with  Moslem  bodies  o'ei 

It  bears  alotl  their  slipp*ry  tread. 

And  o'er  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Tremendous  causeway  !  on  they  pass^-— 

Then,  hapless  Ghebers,  then,  alas. 

What  hope  was  left  for  you  7  for  you. 

Whose  yet  warm  pile  of  sacrifice 

Is  smoking  in  their  vengeful  eyes  ^ 

Whose  swords  how  keen,  how  fierce  they  knew. 

And  bum  with  shame  to  find  how  few  7 

Crush'd  down  by  that  vast  multitude. 

Some  found  their  graves  where  first  they  stood ; 

While  some  with  hardier  stmggle  died. 

And  still  fought  on  by  Hafed's  side. 

Who,  fronting  to  the  foe,  trod  back 

Tow*rds  the  high  towers  his  gory  track ; 


>  **  In  this  thicket  upon  the  banks  of  the  Jordan  Mveral 
•cris  of  wild  beuYts  are  wont  to  harbor  themselves,  whose 
oulag  washed  out  of  the  covert  by  the  overflowings  of  the 


And,  as  a  lion  swept  away 
By  sudden  swell  of  Jordan's  pride 

From  the  wild  covert  where  he  lay,' 
Long  battles  with  th'  o'erwhelming  tide. 

So  fought  he  back  with  fierce  delay. 

And  kept  both  foes  and  fate  at  bay. 

But  whither  now  ?  their  track  is  lost. 

Their  prey  escaped — guide,  torches  gone— 
By  torrent'beds  and  labyrinths  cross*d. 

The  scatter*d  crowd  rush  blindly  on — 
*'  Curse  on  those  tardy  lights  that  wind," 
They  panting  cry,  "  so  far  behind ; 
"  Oh  for  a  bloodhound's  precious  scent, 
«  To  track  the  way  the  Gheber  went !" 
Vain  wish— KX>nfusedly  along 
They  rush,  more  desp'rete  as  more  wrong : 
Till,  wUder'd  by  the  far-ofi*  lights. 
Yet  glitt'ring  up  those  gloomy  heights. 
Their  footmg,  mazed  and  lost,  they  miss. 
And  down  the  darkling  precipice 
Are  dash'd  into  the  deep  abyss ; 
Or  midway  hang,  impaled  on  rocks, 
A  banquet,  yet  alive,  for  flocks 
Of  rav'ning  vultures, — while  the  dell 
Re-echoes  with  each  horrid  yell. 

Those  sounds — the  last,  to  vengeance  dear. 
That  e*er  shall  ring  in  Hafed's  ear, — 
Now  reach'd  him,  as  aloft,  alone. 
Upon  the  steep  way  breathless  thrown. 
He  lay  beside  his  reeking  blade. 

Resigned,  as  if  life's  task  were  o'c  , 
Its  last  blood-oflering  amply  paid. 

And  Iran's  self  could  claim  no  more. 
Que  only  thought,  one  ling'ring  beam 
Now  broke  across  his  dizzy  dream 
Of  pain  and  weariness — 'twas  she. 

His  heart's  pure  planet,  shining  yet 
Above  the  waste  of  memory. 

When  all  life's  other  lights  wore  set 
And  never  to  his  mind  before 
Her  image  such  enchantment  wore. 
It  seem'd  as  if  each  thought  that  stain'd. 

Each  fear  that  chilPd  their  loves  was  past, 
And  not  one  cloud  of  earth  remained 

Between  him  and  her  radiance  cast ; — 
As  if  to  clianns,  before  so  bright. 

New  grace  from  other  worlds  was  giv'n. 
And  his  soul  saw  her  by  the  light 

Now  breaking  o'er  itself  from  heav*n ! 


river,  gave  occasion  to  thnt  allasion  of  Jeremiah,  k« 
CMM  nji  iik*  «  Hon  from  tk*  twelling  ^  Jordan/*^, 
drtWo  JSleppo. 
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A  Toice  spoke  near  him — *iwtj»  the  tone 
Of  a  loTed  friend,  the  only  one 
Of  ail  hii  warrion,  left  with  life 
ITroro  that  short  night's  tremendous  strife 
"  And  must  we  then,  my  Chief,  die  here  7 
*'  Foes  round  us,  and  the  Shrine  so  near !" 
1'hcse  words  have  roused  the  last  remains 

Of  life  within  him—"  What !  not  yet 
«  Beyond  the  reach  of  Moslem  chains !" 

The  thought  could  make  ev*n  Death  forget 
His  icy  bondage— with  a  bound 
He  springs,  ail  bleeding,  from  the  ground, 
And  grasps  his  comrade's  arm,  now  grown 
£v*n  feebler,  heavier  than  his  own, 
And  up  the  painful  pathway  leads, 
Death  gaining  on  each  step  he  treads. 
Speed    tliem,    thou    God,    who    heardst    their 

vow ! 
They  mount — they  bleed— oh  save  them  now — 
The  crags  are  red  they've  clamber'd  o*er, 
The  rock-weed's  dripping  with  their  gore  ;-— 
Thy  blade  too.  Ha  fid,  false  at  length, 
Now  breaks  beneath  thy  totfring  strength  ! 
Haste,  haste — the  voices  of  the  Foe 
Come  near  and  nearer  from  below — 
One  effort  more — thank  Heav*n  !  'tis  past, 
They've  gain'd  the  topmost  steep  at  last 
And  DOW  they  touch  the  temple's  walb, 

Now  Hafko  sees  the  Fire  divine — 
When,  lo ! — his  weak,  worn  comrade  falls 

Dead  on  the  threshold  of  the  Shrine. 
**  Alas,  brave  soul,  too  quickly  fled  ! 

"  And  must  I  leave  thee  with'ring  here, 
**  The  wpoA  of  every  ruffian's  tread, 

**  The  mark  for  every  coward's  spear  T 
"  No,  by  yon  altar's  sacred  beams  !" 
He  cries,  and,  with  a  strength  that  seems 
Not  of  this  world,  uplifts  the  frame 
or  the  fairn  Chief,  and  tow'rds  the  flame 
Bean  him  along  ; — with  death-damp  hand 

The  corpse  upon  the  pyre  he  lays, 
Then  lights  the  cousecratcd  brand. 

And  fires  the  pile,  whose  sudden  blaze 
Like  lightning  bursts  o'er  Oman's  Sea. — 
"  Now,  Freedom's  God !  I  come  to  Thee," 
The  youth  exclaims,  and  with  a  smile 
Of  triumph  vaulting  on  the  pile, 
la  that  last  eflbrt,  ere  the  fires 
Have  harm'd  one  glorious  limb,  expires ! 

What  riiriek  was  that  on  Oman's  tide  7 
It  came  from  yonder  drifting  bark. 

That  just  bath  caught  upon  her  mde 
The  death-light — and  again  is  dariL 

It  is  the  boat — ^ah,  why  delay'd  ? — 

That  bears  the  wretched  Moslem  maid ; 


Confided  to  the  watehful  care 

Of  a  small  veteran  band,  with  whom 
Their  gen'rous  Chieftain  would  not  share 

The  secret  of  his  fiua  doom. 
But  hoped  when  Hinda,  Mife  and  free, 

Was  render'd  to  her  father's  eyes. 
Their  pardon,  full  and  prompt,  would  be 

I'he  ransom  of  so  dear  a  prize. — 
Unconscious,  thus,  of  Ha  fed's  fate. 
And  proud  to  guard  their  beauteous  freight, 
Scarce  had  they  clear'd  the  surfy  waves 
That  foam  around  those  frightful  caves. 
When  the  cursed  war-whoops,  known  so  welly 
Came  echoing  from  the  distant  dell- 
Sudden  each  oar,  upheld  and  still. 

Hung  dripping  o'er  the  vessel's  side, 
And,  driving  at  the  current's  will. 

They  rock'd  along  the  whisp'ring  tide ; 
While  every  eye,  in  mute  dismay. 

Was  tow'rd  that  fatal  mountain  tum'd, 
Where  the  dim  altar's  quiv'ring  ray 

As  yet  all  lone  and  tranquil  bum'd. 

Oh  !  'tis  not,  Hinda,  in  the  pow'r 

Of  Fancy's  most  terrific  touch 
To  paint  thy  pangs  in  that  dread  hour— 

Thy  silent  agony — 'twas  such 
As  those  who  feel  could  paint  too  well. 
But  none  e'er  felt  and  lived  to  tell ! 
'Twas  not  alone  the  dreary  state 
Of  a  lorn  spirit,  crush'd  by  fate, 
When,  though  no  more  remains  to  dread. 

The  panic  chill  will  not  depart ; — 
When,  though  the  inmate  Hope  be  dead. 

Her  ghost  still  haunts  the  mould'ring  heart 
No— pleasures,  hopes,  afl'ections  gone. 
The  wretch  may  bear,  and  yet  live  on. 
Like  things,  within  the  cold  rock  found 
Alive,  when  all's  congeal'd  around. 
But  there's  a  blank  repose  in  this, 
A  calm  stagnation,  that  were  bliss 
To  the  keen,  burning,  harrowing  pain. 
Now  felt  through  all  thy  breast  and  brain  ^ 
That  spasm  of  terror,  mute,  intense. 
That  breathless,  agonized  supense. 
From  whose  hot  throb,  whose  deadly  aching. 
The  heart  hath  no  relief  but  breaking ! 

Calm  is  the  wave— heav'n's  brilliant  lights 
Reflected  dance  beneath  the  prow  ; 

Time  was  when,  on  such  lovely  nights, 
She  who  is  there,  so  desolate  now. 

Could  sit  aU  cheerful,  though  alone. 
And  ask  no  happier  joy  than  seeing 

That  stariight  o'er  the  waters  tlirown— 

No  joy  but  that,  to  make  her  blest, 


440 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


And  the  fresh,  buoyant  lente  of  Being, 
Which  bounds  in  youth's  3ret  careless  broast/-- 
Itself  a  star,  not  borrowing  light, 
But  in  its  own  glad  essence  bright 
How  diiierent  now ! — ^but,  hark,  again 
The  yell  of  havoc  rings — ^brave  men  ! 
In  vain,  with  beating  hf'arts,  ye  stand 
On  the  bark's  edge — in  vain  each  hand 
Half  draws  the  falchion  from  its  sheath ; 

All's  o*er — in  rust  your  blades  may  lie  s^- 
He,  at  whose  word  they've  scattered  death, 

Ev'u  now,  this  night,  himself  must  die ! 
Well  may  ye  look  to  yon  dim  tower, 

And  ask,  and  wond'ring  guess  what  means 
The  battle-cry  at  this  dead  hour— « 

Ah  !  she  could  tell  you — she,  who  leans 
Uuheiyied  there,  pale,  sunk,  aghast, 
With  brow  against  the  dew-cdd  mast ; — 

Too  well  she  knows — her  more  than  life, 
Her  soul's  first  idol  and  its  last, 

Lies  bleeding  in  that  murd'rons  strife. 

But  see — what  moves  upon  the  height  7 
Some  signal ! — 'tis  a  torch's  light. 

What  bodes  its  solitary  glare  7 
In  gasping  silence  towVd  the  Shrine 
All  dyes  are  turn'd — thine,  Hinda,  thine 

Fix  their  last  fading  life-beams  there. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — fierce  and  high 
The  death -pile  blazed  into  the  sky, 
And  far  away,  o'er  rock  and  flood 

Its  melancholy  radiance  sent ; 
While  Ha  FED,  like  a  vision  stood 
RcvealM  before  the  burning  pyre. 
Tall,  shadowy,  like  a  Spirit  of  Fure 

Shrined  in  its  own  grand  element ! 
"  'Tis  he  I" — the  shudd'ring  maid  exclaims,— 

But,  while  she  speaks,  he's  seen  no  more  ; 
High  burst  in  air  the  funeral  flames, 

And  Iran's  hopes  and  hers  are  o'er ! 

One  wild,  heart-broken  shriek  she  gave  ; 
Then  sprung,  as  if  to  reach  that  blaze. 
Where  still  she  fix'd  her  dying  gaze, 

And,  gazing,  sunk  into  the  wave, — 
Deep,  deep, — where  never  care  or  pain 
Shall  reach  her  innocent  heart  again  ! 


Farew  ell — farewell  to  thee,  Araby's  daughter  I 
(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea,) 

1  "ThU  wind  (the  Sanioor)  so  softens  the  string*  of  lutes, 
that  they  can  never  be  tuned  while  It  lasts  **—5t4;pA«K*« 
Persia. 

*  **  One  nf  the  greatest  curiosities  fbnnd  In  the  Fenrian 
Gair  is  a  fish  which  the  English  call  StaHlsh.  It  Is  circu- 
lar, and  Ht  night  veiy  luminous,  reM^mbllnf  the  ftUl  moon 
surrounded  by  mys.**— .If/rta  ^bu  Tatei, 

*  For  a  description  of  the  memment  tf  the  dals-tlsM,  of 


No  pearl  ever  lay,  under  Oman's  green  wateTt 
More  pure  in  its  shell  than  thy  Spirit  in  tbee 

Oh  !  fair  as  tlie  sea^flower  close  to  thee  growings 
How  light  was  thy  heart  till  Love's  witchery  cams. 

Like  the  wind  of  the  south*  o'er  a  rammer  lole 
blowing, 
And  hush'd  all  its  music,  and  withered  its  frame ! 

But  long,  upon  Araby's  green  sunny  highlands. 
Shall  maids  and  their  loverp  remember  the  doom 

Of  her,  who  lies  sleeping  among  the  Pear)  Islands, 
With  natight  but  the  sea-star*  to  light  op  her 
tomb. 

And  still,  when  the  merry  date-aeaeon  is  bomnig,* 
And  calls  r^  *he  palm-groves  the  yoiuig  urd  the 
old, 

The  happiest  there,  from  their  pastime  retnraiag 
At  sunset,  will  weep  when  thy  story  is  told 

The  young  village*maid,  when   with  flow'ts  Ab 
dresses 

Her  dark  flowing  hair  for  some  festival  day. 
Will  think  of  thy  fate  till,  neglecting  her  tresMi, 

She  monrnf\ilIy  turns  from  the  mirror  away. 

Nor  shall  Iran,  beloved  of  her  Hero !  forget  thee— 
Though  tyrants  watch  over  her  tears  as  they  start, 

Close,  close  by  the  side  of  that  Hero  she^Il  set  thee, 
Embalm'd  in  the  innermost  shrine  of  her  heart. 

Farewell — bo  it  ours  to  embellish  thy  pillow 
With  ev'ry  thing  beatrteous  that  grows  in  ths 
deep; 

Each  flow'r  of  the  rock  and  each  gem  of  the  biOow 
Shall  sweeten  thy  bed  and  illumine  thy  sleep. 

Around  thee  shall  glisten  the  loveliest  amber 
That  ever  the  sorrowing  sea-bird  has  wept  f 

With  many  a  shell,  in  whoc«  hollow-wreath'd  cham- 
ber, 
We,  Peris  of  Ocean,  by  moonlight  have  slept 

We'll  dive  where  the  gardens  of  coral  lie  daikling, 
And  plant  all  the  rosiest  stems  at  thy  head ; 

We*ll  seek  where  the  sands  of  the  Caspian*  ais 
sparkling. 
And  gather  their  gold  to  straw  over  thy  bed. 

their  work,  their  donees,  and  their  return  iKMne  tram  the 
*paln)-groves  at  the  end  of  autumn  with  the  flniits.— See 
Kempfer,  ^manilat.  Exot. 

*  t^ome  natnrallsts  hare  Itmglned  that  amber  It  a  eoscte- 
tion  of  the  tears  of  birds.— 8ee  TVvmhs,  dmr^trs. 

•  **The  bay  Kieselarke,  which  U  olherwtss  calM  tks 
Golden  Bay,  the  sand  whereof  shines  as  Are.**— ^tray. 
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ell — fiirewoll — until  Pity's  wwect  fonntain 

«t  in  the  hearts  of  the  fair  and  the  brave, 

I  weep  for  the  Chieftain  who  died  on  that 

mountain, 

yUl  weep  for  the  Maiden  who  ileepe  in  this 

wave. 


nngular  placidity  with  which  Fadlaoebn 
tened,  during  the  latter  part  of  this  obnoxious 
nirprised  the  Princess  and  Fbramorz  exceed- 
aud  even  inclined  towards  him  the  hearts  of 
insuspicious  young  persons,  who  Utile  knew 
irce  of  a  complacency  bo  marvellous.  The 
ras,  he  had  been  organizing,  for  the  last  few 
i  most  notable  plan  of  persecution  against 
et,  in  conj^uence  of  some  passages  that 
ten  from  him  on  the  second  evening  of  re- 
•which  appeared  to  thb  worthy  Chamberlain 
ain  langu^[e  and  principles,  for  which  nothing 
*  the  summary  criticism  of  the  Chabuk'  would 
sable.  It  was  his  inteiitiou,  therefore,  imme- 
on  their  arrival  at  Cashmere,  to  give  infor- 
to  the  King  of  Bucharia  of  the  very  danger- 
timents  of  his  minstrel ;  and  if,  unfortunately, 
9narch  did  not  act  with  suitable  vigor  on  the 
n,  (that  is,  if  he  did  not  give  the  Chabuk  to 
ORZ,  and  a  place  to  Fauladebn,)  there  would 
tnd,  he  feared,  of  all  legitimate  government 
haria.  He  could  not  help,  however,  augur- 
tcr  both  for  himself  and  the  cause  of  poten- 
]  general ;  and  it  was  the  pleasure  arising 
.ese  mingled  anticipations  that  diffused  such 
1  satisfaction  through  his  features,  and  made 
s  shine  out  like  poppies  of  the  desert,  over  tho 
id  lifelesM  wilderness  of  that  countenance. 


ng  decided  upon  the  Poet's  chastisement  in 
inner,  he  thought  it  but  humanity  to  spare 
e  minor  tortures  of  criticism.  Accordingly, 
:hey  assembled  the  following  evening  in  tlie 


e  application  of  whips  or  rods.** — DuMs. 
pfer  mentions  such  an  officer  nmonK  the  attendants 
Clng  of  Persia,  and  calls  him  "  funiia;  corporis  estl- 
His  business  was,  at  stated  imrUnU^  lo  nieatNorethe 
r  the  HMfNin  by  a  sort  of  regulation-girdle,  whose 
was  not  thiinfht  graceful  to  exceed.    If  any  of  them 
this  standHrd  of  shape,  they  were  reduced  by  absti-i 
I  they  came  within  proper  bounds. 
A I  lock. 

IT  on  his  way  ordered  a  fort  to  be  built  upon  the 
hlch  he  called  Attock,  whirh  means  In  the  Indian 
)  Foibldden ;  for,  by  the  superstition  of  the  Hindoos, 
eld  anlawrbl  lu  cross  that  river.**— Z>mo*«  Hindostaa. 


pavilion,  and  Lalla  Rookh  was  expecting  to  tee  all 
the  beauties  of  her  Uard  melt  away,  one  by  one»  in 
the  acidity  of  criticism,  like  pearls  in  the  cup  of  the 
E!g3rpUan  qneen,^-he  agreeably  disappointed  her,  by 
merely  saying,  with  an  ironical  smile,  that  the 
merits  of  such  a  poem  deserved  to  be  tried  at  a  much  I 
higher  tribunal ;  and  then  suddenly  passed  off  into 
a  panegyric  upon  all  Mtnsulman  sovereigns,  mora 
particularly  his  august  and  Imperial  master,  Au- 
rungzebe^— the  wisest  and  best  of  the  descendants 
of  Timur — who,  among  other  great  things  he «  d 
done  for  mankind,  had  given  to  him,  Faolaobeit, 
the  very  profitable  posts  of  Betel  •carrier,  and  Taster 
of  SherbeU  to  the  Emperor,  Chief  Holder  of  the 
Girdle  of  Beautiful  Forms,*  and  Grand  Nazir,  or 
Chamberiain  of  the  Hanua 

They  were  now  not  far  from  that  Forbidden 
River,*  beyond  which  no  pure  Hindoo  o  a  pass ; 
and  were  reposing  for  a  time  in  the  rich  valley  of 
Hussun  Abdaul,  which  had  always  been  a  fiivorite 
resting-place  of  the  Emperors  in  their  annual  migra- 
tk>ns  to  Cashmere.  Here  often  had  the  Light  of  the 
Faith,  Jehan-Guire,  been  known  to  wander  with  his 
beloved  and  beautiful  Noiuinahal ;  and  hera  would 
LiAUJi  RooKH  have  been  happy  to  remain  forever, 
giving  up  the  throne  of  Bucharia  and  the  worid,  for 
Fbramobz  and  love  in  this  sweet  lonely  valley.  But 
the  time  was  now  fast  approaching  when  she  must 
see  him  no  longer,— or,  what  was  still  worse,  behold 
him  with  eyes  whose  every  look  belonged  to  an- 
other ;  and  there  was  a  melancholy  preciousness  in 
these  last  moments,  which  made  her  heart  cling  to 
them  as  it  would  to  life.  During  the  latter  part  of 
the  joumcvf ,  indeed,  she  had  sunk  into  a  deep  sad- 
ness, from  i%hich  nothing  but  the  presence  of  the 
young  minstrel  could  awake  her.  Like  those 
lamps  in  tombs,  which  only  light  up  when  the 
air  is  admitted,  it  was  only  at  his  approach  that  her 
eyes  became  smiling  and  animated.  But  here, 
in  this  dear  valley,  every  moment  appeared  an 
age  of  pleasure ;  she  saw  him  all  day,  and  was, 
therefore,  all  day  happy, — resembling,  she  often 
thought,  that  people  of  Zinge,*  who  attribute*  tho 


*  '*The  Inhabitants  of  this  country  (Zinge)  are  never  ttt- 
fHcted  with  sadness  or  melanchiily;  on  this  subject  lbs 
Bhelkh  Jtbual-Kkeir-JtiJUiri  has  the  following  distich  >- 

***Who  IS  the  man  without  care  or  sorrow,  (loll)  CliaCi 
may  rub  my  band  to  him. 

***  (Behold)  tlie  Zlnglans,  without  ears  or  sorrow,  ftoUo- 
some  with  tipslness  and  mirth.* 

**The  phihiaophers  have  discovered  that  the  ca  iseof  this 
cheerfhlness  proceeds  Oom  the  Influence  «.r  the  star  SoImU, 
or  Caoopos.  which  rises  over  them  every  sight.**— iCsmitf 
/fvai  «  awgr«pkie€U  Ptrtimm  Mmnuseript  emtUd  lltfl  .1%&'TI, 
•r  tk»  Seven  Ciiwtatet,  tmntloted  bf  W.  OmMic\   £eg 
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unfading  cheerfulnen  they  enjoy  to  cue  genial  star 
that  rises  nightly  over  their  heads.* 

The  whole  party,  indeed,  aeemed  in  their  livelieet 
mood  during  the  few  days  they  passed  in  this  de- 
lightful solitude.  The  young  attendants  of  the 
Princess,  who  were  here  allowed  a  much  freer  range 
than  they  could  safely  be  indulged  with  m  a  less 
sequestered  place,  ran  wild  among  the  gardens  and 
bounded  through  the  meadows  lightly  as  young  roes 
over  the  aromatic  plains  of  Tibet  While  Faola- 
DEEN,  in  addition  to  the  spiritual  comfort  derived  by 
him  from  a  pilgrimage  to  tlie  tomb  of  the  Hunt  from 
whom  the  valley  is  named,  had  also  opportunities  of 
indulging,  in  a  small  way,  his  taste  for  victims,  by 
putting  to  death  some  hundreds  of  those  unfortunate 
little  lizairds,*  which  all  pious  Mussulmans  make  it 
a  point  to  kill ; — taking  for  granted,  that  the  man- 
ner in  which  the  creature  hangs  its  head  is  meant 
as  a  mimicry  of  the  attitude  in  which  the  Faithful 
say  their  prayers. 

About  two  miles  from  Hussun  Abdaul  were  those 
Royal  Gardens,*  which  had  grown  beautiful  under 
the  care  of  so  many  lovely  eyes,  and  were  beautiful 
still,  though  those  eyes  could  see  them  no  longer. 
This  place,  with  its  flowers  and  its  holy  silence,  in- 
terrupted only  by  the  dipping  of  the  wings  of  birds 
in  its  marble  basins  filled  with  the  pure  water  of 
those  hills,  was  to  Lalla  Rookii  ail  that  her  heart 
could  fancy  of  fragrance,  coolness,  and  almost  heav- 
enly tranquillity.  As  the  Prophet  said  of  Damascus, 
"it  was  too  delicious;'*^ — and  here,  in  listening  to 
the  sweet  voice  of  Ferauorz,  or  reading  in  his  eyes 
what  yet  he  never  dared  to  tell  her,  the  most  exqui- 
site moments  of  her  whole  life  were  passed.  One 
evening,  when  they  had  be«n  talking  of  the  Sultana 
Nourmahal,  the  Light  of  the  Haram,*  who  had  so 
often  wandered  among  these  flowers,  and  fed  with 
her  own  hands,  in  those  marble  basins,  the  small 

1  The  star  Sohcil,  or  Canopas. 

*  "The  lizird  Stellio.  The  Arabs  call  it  Hardon.  The 
Turks  kill  it.  for  they  iiiiagloe  that  by  declining  the  bead  It 
mimics  them  when  they  say  their  prayers.**— //<u«e/fii<«f. 

*  For  these  particulars  respecting  lluasan  Abd.iul  I  am 
Indebted  to  the  very  Interesting  Introduction  of  Mr.  Elphln- 
■t«)oe*t  work  upon  Cauliul. 

*  "As  you  enter  at  that  Bazar,  without  the  gate  of  Da- 
masco*,  you  "see  the  Green  M«iRque,so  called  because  It  hath 
a  steeple  faced  with  green  glnzed  bricks,  which  render  it 
very  resplendent ;  it  is  covered  at  top  with  a  pavilion  of  the 
•aoM  stuff.  The  Turks  say  this  mosque  was  made  in  that 
place,  because  Mahomet  being  come  so  far.  would  not  enter, 
the  town,  saying  it  was  too  delicious.** — Tknmot,  This 
reminds  one  of  the  following  pretty  passage  In  Isaac  Wal- 
ton >-"  When  I  sat  last  on  this  priiurose  bank,  and  looked 
down  these  meadows,  I  thttught  of  them  as  Charles  the 
Emperor  did  of  the  city  of  Florence,  *  that  they  wore  too 
pleasant  to  be  looked  on,  but  only  on  holidays.*  ** 


1 

:1 


shining  fishes  of  which  she  was  so  fond,*  the  ymsA^ 
in  order  to  delay  the  moment  of  separation,  prapoMC  | 
to  recite  a  short  story,  or  rather  rhapsody,  of  whidi  j 
this  adored  Sultana  was  the  heroine.  It  idatedv  hs 
said,  to  the  reconcilement  of  a  sort  of  loven^  qoaml 
which  took  place  between  her  and  the  Empenr 
during  a  Feast  of  Roses  at  Cashmere ;  and  would 
remind  the  Princess  of  that  diflereiice  between 
Haroun-al-Raschid  and  his  \ir  mistress  Marida,^  . 
which  was  so  happily  made  up  by  the  sofl  strmins  of 
the  mtisician,  Moussali  As  tlie  story  was  chiefly 
to  be  told  in  song,  and  FekaMou  had  unluckOy  for- 
gotten his  own  lute  in  the  valley,  be  borrowed  lbs 
vina  of  Laixa  Rooku's  little  Per^aj  slave,  and  thm 
began  ^— 


Who  has  not  hea:v  of  the  Vale  of  C  ismuas. 
With  its  roses  the  brightest  that  earth  ever  gavs,' 

Its  temples,  and  grottoes,  and  fountains  as  clear 
As  the  love-lighted  eyes  that  hang  over  tbeir 
wave? 

Oh !  to  see  it  at  sunset,^ — ^whcn  warm  o*ei  the  Lsks 

lis  splendor  at  parting  a  summer  eve  throws, 
Like  a  bride,  full  of  blushes,  when  ling'ring  to  take 
A  last  look  of  her  mirror  at  night  ere  ^e  goes  !^ 
When  the  shrines  through  the  foliage  are  ^eamisg 

half  shown. 
And  each  hallows  the  hour  by  some  rites  of  its 

own. 
Here  the  music  of  pray*r  from  a  minaret  swells. 
Here  the  Magian   his  urn,  full   of  perftime,  ii 
swinging. 
And  here,  at  the  altar,  a  xone  of  sweet  bells 
Rotmd  the  waist  of  some  fair  Indian  dancer  ii 
ringing.* 

*  Nourmahal  signifies  Light  of  the  Haram.  8lie  was  af 
tcnvards  called  Nouijehan,  or  the  Light  of  tbe  World. 

■  See  note  ^  p.  438. 

V  "  llaroun  Al  Raschld,  clnqni^me  Khallfe  dee  Atenldss, 
s*^tant  nn  jour  bniuill6,  avec  une  de  sea  maitreases  boburM 
Marldah.  qu*il  aimolt  cependant  Jasqu'A  I'excus,  et  cetia 
mftslntclligence  ayant  dejA  dur^e  qnelque  tenia,  coaMnen^s 
i  s*ennuyer.  Glafar  Barmaki,  son  favorl,  qui  s*eQ  appercAt, 
commanda  i  Abbas  ben  Ahnaf,  excellent  poite  de  oe  temt 
lA,  de  composer  quelques  vers  sur  le  si^Jetde  eette  broalllerie. 
Ce  poSte  ex^cuta  Pordre  de  Glafar,  qui  fit  cbanler  oes  vcn 
par  Moussali  en  presence  dn  Khallfe,  et  ce  prinee  Ait  tene- 
ment touche  de  la  lendresse  des  vers  da  poCte.  el  de  Is 
douceur  de  la  voix  du  muslclen,  qu*il  alia  aoaaildt  tnivrar 
Mnridah,  et  At  sa  paix  avec  elle.** — D'HerMaU 

■  "The  rose  of  Kashmire  for  Its  brilliancy  and  delicacy  jf 
odor  has  long  been  proverbial  In  the  East.**«>Anrt«r. 

•  **  Tied  round  her  waist  the  anne  of  bells,  that  wanmki 
with  ravishing  melody.**— Aeiy  q^Jisyarfsea. 
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it  by  moonligrht, — when  mellowly  tbiiiflf 
I  /er  its  palaces,  gardens,  and  shrines ; 
e  water-falls  gleam,  like  a  quick  fall  of  stars, 
aightingale*s  hymn  from  the  Isle  of  Chenan 
I  by  laughs  and  light  echoes  of  feet 
)  cool,  shining  walks  where  the  yoang  peo* 
e  meetr— 

»m,  when  the  magic  of  daylight  awdkes 
ronder  each  minute,  as  slowly  it  breaks, 
x>ia8,  fountains,  caU*d  forth  every  one 
trkuess,  as  if  but  just  bom  of  the  Sun. 
e  Spirit  of  Fragrance  is  up  with  the  day, 

Haram  of  night-flowers  stealing  away ; 
wind,  full  of  wantonness,  woos  Uke  a  lover 
ig  aspen-trees,'  till  they  tremble  all  over, 
e  East  in  as  warm  am  tlie  light  of  flret  hopes, 
>&y,  with  his  banner  of  radiance  unfuri'd, 
a   through   the  mountainous    portal*  that 

H?S, 

le,  from  that  Valley  of  bliss  to  the  world ! 

ver  yet,  by  night  or  day, 

r  of  spring  or  summer^s  ray, 

e  sweet  Valley  shine  so  gay 

V  it  shines — all  love  and  light, 

t  by  day  and  feasts  by  night ! 

[Mer  smile  illumes  each  brow, 

1  quicker  spread  each  heart  uncloses, 

I  is  ecstasy, — for  now 

Valley  holdi)  its  Feast  of  Roses  ;* 
yous  time,  when  pleasures  pour 
;ly  round  and,  in  their  shower, 

open,  like  the  Sea9oa*s  Rose,— 

flow*ret  of  a  hundred  leaves,* 
ding  while  the  dew-fall  flows, 

every  loaf  its  balm  receives. 

when  tiie  hour  of  evening  came 
a  the  Lake,  serene  and  cool. 
Day  had  hid  his  sultry  flame 
nd  the  palms  of  Baramoule,* 
maids  began  to  lift  their  heads, 
i'd  from  their  embroider*d  beds, 
they  had  slept  the  sun  away, 
aked  to  moonlight  and  to  play. 

little  isles  In  the  Lake  nf  Cachcmlro  are  set  with 
I   large-leaved  aspun-trees,  slender  and   tall.**— 

Tackt  Suliman.  the  name  l>e9U>wcd  by  the  Ma* 

s  on  this  hill,  furins  one  side  of  a  grand  portal  to 

'—Furtter, 

Feast  of  R(i«es  cnntinnes  the  whole  time  of  their < 

In  bloom.**— See  Pietro  de  la  FaiU, 

ad  berk,  the  Rose  of  a  hundred  leaves.    I  believe 

ir  tpedes.**— Oafcfry. 

r. 

e  mentioned  in  the  Toozek  Jehangeery,  or  BIs- 


An  were  abroad — thr  busiest  hhre 
On  BklaV  bills  ■  less  alive. 
When  safRon-beds  are  full  in  flowV, 
Than  look'd  the  Valley  in  that  hour. 
A  thousand  restless  torches  play'd 
Through  every  grove  and  island  shade , 
A  thoosand  sparkling  lamps  were  set 
On  every  dome  and  minaret ; 
And  fields  and  pathways,  far  and  near. 
Were  lighted  by  a  blaze  so  clear. 
That  you  could  see,  in  wand*ring  round, 
The  smallest  rose-leaf  on  the  ground. 
Yet  did  the  maids  and  matrons  leave 
Their  veils  at  home,  that  brilliant  eve  ; 
And  there  were  glancing  eyes  about. 
And  cheeks,  that  would  not  daro  shine  out 

In  open  day,  but  thought  they  might 
Look  lovely  then,  because  *twas  night 
And  all  were  free,  and  wandering, 

And  all  exclaim'd  to  all  they  met, 
That  never  did  the  summer  bring 

So  gay  a  Feast  of  Roses  yet  ;— 
The  moon  had  never  shed  a  light 

So  clear  as  that  which  Uess'd  them  there ; 
The  roses  ne*er  shone  half  so  bright. 

Nor  they  themselves  look'd  half  so  fahr. 

And  what  a  wilderness  of  flow'rs ! 
It  seem*d  as  though  from  all  the  bow'rs 
And  fairest  fields  of  all  the  year. 
The  mingled  spoil  were  scatter*d  here. 
The  Lake,  too,  like  a  garden  breathes. 

With  the  rich  buds  that  o*er  it  lie^— 
As  if  a  shower  of  fairy  wreaths 

Had  falPn  upon  it  from  the  sky  ! 
And  then  the  sounds  of  joy, — the  beat 
Of  tabors  and  of  dancing  feet ; — 
The  minaret-crier's  chant  of  glee 
Sung  from  his  lighted  gallery,^ 
And  answer*d  by  a  ziraleet 
From  neighboring  Elaram,  wild  and  sweet  ^-^ 
The  merry  laughter,  echoing 
From  gardens,  where  the  silken  swing* 
WalUs  some  delighted  girl  above 
The  top  leaves  of  the  orange-grove  ; 

nwdrv  of  Jeban-Galre,  where  there  is  an  acconntofthe  lieds 
of  saflron-flowers  almnt  CTashinere. 

T  **  It  Is  the  cnstom  among  the  women  to  employ  the 
Maaxeen  to  chant  from  he  gallery  <if  the  nearest  minaret, 
whkh  on  that  oersM  Jd  Is  illaminnted,  and  the  %«r«>nieo  n»- 
•embled  at  the  house  respond  at  intervals  with  a  xlraleet  or 
joyous  chnras.**— #iiw««f. 

■  **The  swing  Is  a  favorite  pastime  In  the  East,  as  pr^- 
moting  a  circulation  of  air,  extremely  reflreshing  la  those 
saitry  climates.**— i2>eAar^eii. 

**The  swings  are  adorned  with  festoons.  This  pastlne  ti 
accompanied  with  muHlc  of  v«»ices  and  ofinstnimenlSthlrsd 
by  the  masters  uf  the  swings.**— Tftfveiiof. 
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Or,  from  Uimt  infant  groups  at  play 
Among  tlie  t'^nts'  that  line  the  way, 
Flinging  unawed  by  slave  or  motheTi 
Ilandfuls  of  roaes  at  each  others— 
Then  the  sounds  from  the  Lake, — ^the  low  wfais- 
p*ring  in  boats, 
Alt  they  fihoot  through  the  moonlight ; — ^the  dip- 
ping c '  oars, 
And  the  n  iki,  airy  warbling  that  ev'rywhere  floats, 
Through  the  groves,  round  the  islands,  as  if  all 
the  shores, 
Uke  those  of  Katiiat,  utter'd  music,  and  gave 
An  answer  in  song  to  the  kiss  of  each  wave.* 
But  the  gentlest  of  all  are  those  sounds,  full  of  feel- 

ingf 
That  soft  from  the  lute  of  some  lover  are  stealings — 

Some  lover,  who  knows    all    the    heart-touching 

power 
Of  a  lute  and  a  sigh  in  this  magical  hour. 
Oh  !  best  of  delights  as  it  ev'rywhere  is 
To  be  near  the  loved  On«,— -what  a  rapture  is  his 
Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may 

glide  [sale ! 

0*er  the  Lake  of  CASHMEax,  with  that  One  by  his 
If  woman  can  make  the  worrt  wilderness  dear, 
Think,  think  what  a  Heav*n  she  must  make  of 

Cashmere  ! 

So  felt  the  macrnificent  Fon  of  Acbae,' 

When  from  pow*r  and  pomp  and  the  trophies  of 

wax 
He  flew  to  that  Valley,  forgetting  thorn  all 
With  the  Light  of  the  Haeaai,  his  young  Nodiika- 

IIAL. 

When  free  and  uncrowned  as  the  Conqueror  raved 
By  the  banks  of  that  lake,  with  his  only  beloved. 
He  saw,  in  the  wreaths  she  would  playfully  snatch 
From   the   hedges,  a  glory  his  crown  couk!  na. 

match, 
And  preforr'd   in   his  heart   the  least  rirglet  that 

currd 
Down  her   exquisite   neck   to  the   throne   of  the 

world. 

There's  a  beauty,  forever  unchangingly  bright. 
Like  the  long,  sunny  lapse  of  a  summer-day's  light, 


1  **  At  the  keeping  of  the  Feast  of  Roses  we  beheld  an  In- 
finite number  of  tents  pitched,  with  such  a  crowd  of  men, 
wunien,  boyst  and  gixls,  with  music,  dances,**  IbC,  lbc«« 
Herbert. 

*  "  An  old  C'>mmentator  of  the  Choa-KIng  says,  the  an- 
cients having  remnrked  that  a  current  of  water  made  some 
of  the  stones  near  lU  banks  send  forth  a  sound,  they  detach- 
ed some  of  them,  and  bemg  charmed  with  the  delightful 
sonnd  they  emitted,  constructed  King  or  musical  Isslnynents 
U  them.**— GrMicr 

This  miraculous  q  jallty  has  been  altribalad  aisc  to  the 
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Shining  on,  shining  on,  by  no  shadow  made  tendsr. 
Till  Love  falls  asleep  in  its  samenew  of  splen- 
dor. 
This  wtu  not  the  beauty— oh,  nothing  lik«  thii^ 
That  to  yonng  Nouuiauai.  gave  soeh  waafftt  d 

bli»! 
But  die  loveliness,  ever  in  motion,  whwh  plays 
Like  the  light  upon  autumn's  soft  shadowy  days, 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  it  flies 
From  the  lip  to  the  cheek,  from  the  cbeek  to  the 

eyes; 
Now  melting  in  mist  and  now  hreakiag  in  gleams. 
Like  the  glimpses  a  saint  bath  at  Heav'n  in 

dreams. 
When  pensive,  it  seem'd  as  if  that  very  gncot 
That  charm  of  all  others,  was  bom  with  her  faes ! 
And   when   angry,— for  ev'n   in   the   tranqoiCsiit 

climes 
Light  breezes  will  ruffle  the  blossoms  Bomedmes— 
The  short,  passing  anger  but  seem'd  lo  awaken 
New  beauty,  like  flow'rs  that  are  sweetest  when 

shaken. 
If  tenderness  touoh'd  her,  the  dark  of  her  eye 
At  once  took  a  darker,  a  heav'nlier  dye. 
From  the  depth  of  whose  shadow,  like  holy  reveal- 

mgs 
From  innermost  dirines,  came  the  light  of  her  feel- 
ings. 
Then  her  mirth— oh !  'twas  sportive  as  ever  took 

wing 
From  the  heart  with  a  burst,  like  tlie  wiU  bird  in 

spring ; 
Illumed  by  a  wit  that  would  fascinate  sages. 
Yet  playful  as  Peris  just  loosed  from  their  eages.^ 
While  her  laugh,  full  of  life,  without  any  control 
But  the  sweet  jne  of  gracefuhiess,  rung  from  her 

soul ; 
And  where  it  nijst  sparkled  no  glance  could  dis- 
cover. 
In  lip,  cheek,  or  eyes,  for  she  brighten'd  all  awtif— 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon. 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples  and  laughs  in  the  sun. 
Such,  such  were  the  peerless  enchantments,  that 

gave 
NouRMAHAL  the  proud  Lord  of  the  East  ibr  her 
slave : 


shore  of  Attica.  "  Ht^us  littus,  alt  Capetia,  cooeentnm  aia* 
sieum  llllsls  leme  uodls  reddere,  quod  propier  taataa  emdl- 
U<uiU  vim  pi;to  dictum.**— /.vdw.  Kwce  m  Jtt^mHim.  dt 
Gvitat.  Dei,  lib.  i\iil  c  & 

*  Jehaa-Golra  wh«  the  son  of  the  Grrat  Acbar. 

*  In  the  wars  of  the  Dives  with  the  Perls.  wbeaevWihf 
former  look  the  latter  prisoners,  **  they  shot  Umoi  up  fe  lioo 
caf{e«,and  hung  them  on  the  bighe»t  trcn.  Here  ihey  wen 
▼isiied  by  their  cimipanlons,  who  brotight  them  lbs  ahuloat 
odors.**— itMAanltfeii. 
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^And  though  bright  was  his  Haram, — a  liTing  par* 

terre 
Of  the  flow'ia'  ^^f  this  planet — though  treasnroa 

were  there. 
For  which  Solucan's  self  might  have  giv'n  all  the 

store 
That  the  navy  finnin  Ophih  e*er  wing'd  to  hie  uiore, 
Yet  dim  before  her  were  the  smiles  of  them  all, 
And  the  Light  of  his  Haram  was  young  Nouhma- 

ual! 

Bat  where  is  she  now,  this  night  of  joy, 

VVhen  bliss  is  every  heart's  employ  7— 

When  all  around  her  is  so  bright. 

So  like  the  visions  of  a  trance, 

That  one  might  think,  who  came  by  chance 

Into  the  vale  this  happy  night, 

He  saw  that  City  of  Delist* 

In  Fairy-land,  whose  streets  and  tow'rs 

Are  made  of  gems,  and  light,  and  flow*rs ! 

Where  is  the  loved  Sultana  7  where. 

When  mirth  brings  out  the  youug  and  fair. 

Does  she,  the  fairest,  hide  her  brow. 

In  melancholy  stillness  now  7 

Alas ! — how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ! 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried, 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  tlie  storm,  when  waves  were  rough. 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off. 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea, 

\>  hen  heaven  was  all  tranquillity  ! 

A  Bomething,  light  as  air — a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken— 
Oh  !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken 
And  ruder  wonld  will  soon  rush  in 
To  spread  the  breach  that  words  beg^n  ; 
And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 
They  wore  in  courtship^s  smiling  day  ; 
And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  round  all  they  said  ; 
Till  fast  declining,  one  by  one. 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone. 
And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  clouds,— or  like  the  stream, 


t  In  the  Malay  Ungnage  the  same  word  tignlfiei  women 
and  (km  en. 

*  The  cii(rftal  of  Shadokiani.    See  note  *,  p.  413. 

*  See  the  representation  of  the  Eastern  Cupid,  pinionsi. 
cloaely  round  with  wreaths  of  flowers,  In  FicarCs  Ceremo- 
nies BeliiEleuses. 

*  **  Among  the  birds  of  Tonqota  Is  a  species  of  goldfineb 
whii  h  sings  so  melodiously  that  it  Is  called  the  Celestial 
Bird.    Its  n  inp,  when  it  Is  perched,  appear  variegated  with 


That  smilmg  left  the  mountain's  brow 
As  though  its  waters  ne*er  could  sever, 

Yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  below. 
Breaks  mto  iIood%  that  part  forever. 

Oh,  you,  that  have  the  ,2harge  of  Love» 

Keep  rum  in  rosy  bondage  boimd, 
As  in  the  Fields  of  Bliss  above 

He  sits,  with  flowerets  fetter'd  rotmd  f-^ 
fjoo&b  not  a  tie  that  round  him  dings. 
Nor  ever  let  him  use  his  wings ; 
For  ev'n  an  hour,  a  minute^s  flight 
Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  their  light 
Like  that  celestial  bird, — whose  nest 

Is  found  beneath  far  Eastern  skiesr— 
Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  reaC* 

Jjose  all  their  glory  when  he  flies  l^ 

Some  difference,  of  this  dangerous  kind«^-> 
By  which,  though  light,  the  links  that  bind 
The  fondest  hearts  may  soon  be  riv*n  ; 
Some  shadow  m  Love*s  summer  heav*n. 
Which,  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first* 
May  yet  in  awful  thunder  burst  }— 
Such  cloud  it  is,  that  now  hangs  over 
The  heart  of  the  Lnperial  Lover, 
And  far  hath  banish*d  from  his  sight 
His  NouRMAHAL,  his  Haram*s  Light ! 
Hence  is  it,  on  this  happy  night. 
When  Pleasure  through  the  fields  and  gitnrfli 
Has  let  loose  all  her  world  of  loves, 
And  every  heart  has  found  its  own. 
He  wanders,  joyless  and  alone, 
And  weary  as  that  bird  of  Thrace, 
Whose  pinion  knows  no  resting-place.* 

In  vain  the  loveliest  cheeks  and  eyes 
This  Eden  of  the  Earth  supplies 

Come  crowding  round — the  cheeks  are  pale. 
The  eyes  are  dim : — though  rich  the  spot 
With  every  flowV  this  earth  has  got, 

What  is  it  to  the  nightingale. 
If  there  his  darling  rose  is  not  7* 
In  vain  the  Valley's  smiling  throng 
Worship  him,  as  he  moves  along ; 
He  heeds  them  not— one  smile  of  hers 
Is  worth  a  world  of  worshippers. 


beautiful  colors,  but  when  It  flies  they  lose  all  their  splea- 
dof.*'— Or*#i«r. 

*  **  As  these  birds  on  the  Bmphorus  are  never  known  to 
rest,  they  are  called  by  the  French  *  les  &mes  damnees.*  **— 
DaUawttf. 

s  •«  You  may  place  a  hundred  handfbls  of  (higrant  herbs 
and  flowers  before  the  nightingale,  yet  he  wishes  not.  In  bis 
constant  heart,  for  more  than  the  sweet  breath  of  his  beloved 
rose.**-- JsaU. 
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They  but  the  Star's  adorera  are, 
She  is  the  Heaven  that  lights  the  Star 

Hence  is  it,  too,  that  NoinuiAnAL, 

Amid  the  luxuries  of  this  hour 
Far  from  the  joyous  festhral, 

Siti  in  her  own  seqoestei^d  boVr, 
With  no  one  near,  to  sooth  or  aid. 
But  that  ins}>ired  and  wbndfous  maid, 
Namouna,  the  Enchantress  ^— one, 
0*er  whom  his  race  the  golden  sun 
For  unremember*d  years  has  run, 
Yet  never  saw  her  blooming  brow 
Younger  or  fairer  than  *tis  now. 
Nay,  rather, — as  the  west  wind*s  sigli 
Freshens  the  flow*r  it  passes  by,—- 
'*^*me*8  wing  but  seem'd,  in  stealing  o*er, 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before. 
Yet  on  ht»   Nniles'a  sadness  hung. 
And  when,  as  oft,  she  spoke  or  snng 
Of  other  worlds,  there  came  a  light 
From  her  dark  eyes  so  strangely  bright. 
That  all  believed  nor  man  nor  earth 
Were  conscious  of  Namouna's  birth ! 

All  spells  and  talismans  she  knew. 

From  the  great  Mantra,*  which  around 
The  Air*s  suUiroer  Spirits  drew, 

To  the  gold  gems'  of  A  prig,  bound 
Upon  the  wandering  Arab*e  arm, 
To  keep  him  from  the  SiltiniV  harm. 
And  she  had  pledged  her  powerful  ait,-^ 
Pledged  it  with  all  the  zeal  and  heart 
Of  one  who  knew,  though  high  her  sphere^ 
What  'twas  to  lose  a  love  so  dear,^ 
To  find  some  spell  that  should  recall 
Her  SelimV  smile  to  Nourmaual  ! 

'Twas  midnight — through  the  lattice,  wreath'd 
With  woodbine,  many  a  perfume  breathed 
From  plants  that  wake  when  others  sleep. 
From  timid  jasmine  buds,  that  keep 
Their  odor  to  themselves  all  day, 
But,  when  the  sunlight  dies  away, 

I  **  Ho  U  said  to  hnve  rnand  the  freat  Mawira^  spell  or 
tnii^nian,  through  which  he  ruled  over  the  elements  and 
spirits  of  all  denomlDaUons.**— ffV(/Wtf. 

*  '*The  pold  jewels  of  Jlnnle,  which  are  called  by  the 
Arabs  El  lierrex,  from  the  supposed  charm  they  contain.**— 
Jmcksmn, 

*  **  A  demon,  sipposed  to  haunt  woods,  Jte^  in  a  human 
shape.**— /ticAar(/tf0M. 

4  The  name  of  Jehan-Gulre  before  his  accetskm  to  the 
lhn>ne. 

»  **  Ilemasagara«  or  the  Sea  of  Gold,  with  flowers  of  the 
brlfhtest  gold  color.**— Sir  fK.  Jimea. 

**TL«'«  tree  (the  Nagacesara)  b  one  of  the  nost  dellgbt- 


Let  the  delicious  secret  out 
To  every  breeze  that  roams  about  ;— 
When  thus  Namouna  : — **  ^m  the  hoar 
**  That  scatters  spells  on  herb  and  flow'r, 
"  And  gariands  might  be  gathered  now, 
"  That,  twined  around  the  sleeper's  brow, 
"  Would  make  him  dream  of  such  delightia 
*'  Such  miracles  and  dazzling  sights* 
*'  As  Genii  of  the  Sun  behold, 
«  At  eveninir,  from  their  tents  of  sold 
''  Upon  th'  horizon — where  they  play 
''  Till  twilight  comes,  and,  ray  by  ray, 
**  Their  ininny  mansions  melt  away. 
*  Now,  too,  a  chaplot  might  be  wi«ath*d 
"  Of  buds  o*er  whicli  the  moon  has  breathe 
"  Which  worn  by  her,  whose  love  has  strai 

"  Might  bring  some  Peri  from  the  skies, 
"  ^me  sprite,  whose  very  soul  is  made 

<*  Of  flowerets*  breaths  and  lovers*  sighs, 

*•  And  who  might  tell "* 

**  For  me,  for  n 
Cried  NouRMAiuL  impatiently,— 
"  Oh  I  twine  that  wreath  for  me  to-:.  ghL" 
Then,  rapidly,  with  foot  as  light 
As  the  young  musk-roe's,  out  she  flew. 
To  cull  each  shining  leaf  that  grew 
Beneath  the  moonlight's  hallowing  beams, 
For  this  enchanted  Wreath  oi  Di  earns. 
Anemones  and  Seas  of  Gold.* 

And  new-blown  lilies  of  the  river. 
And  those  sweet  flow'rets,  that  unfold 

Their  buds  on  Camadeva*s  quiver  f^ 
The  tube-rose,  with  her  silv*ry  light. 

That  in  the  Gardens  of  Malay 
Is  caird  the  Mistress  of  the  Night,^ 
So  like  a  bride,  scented  and  bright. 

She  comes  out  when  the  sun's  away  ^ 
Amaranths,  such  as  crown  the  maids 
That  wander  through  Zamara's  shades  f^- 
And  the  white  mooo-flow'r,  as  it  shows, 
Ou  Sbrenoib's  high  crags,  to  those 
Who  near  the  isle  at  evening  sail. 
Scenting  her  clove-trees  in  tfie  gale  ; 
In  short,  all  flow'rets  and  all  plants. 

From  Uie  divine  Amrita  tree,* 

ful  on  earth,  and  the  dellcion^  odor  of  its  blossoms 
gives  them  a  place  in  the  quiver  of  Camadeva,  or  t 
of  Love.**- Sir  fV.  J»ne$. 

'  **  The  Malajrnns  style  the  tnbe-roiie  (Pi»Uantbes 
la)  Sandal  Malam.  or  the  MistreM  of  the  NlfthL**— F 

■  The  people  of  the  Datta  country  In  Sumatra,  (of 
Zamara  Is  one  of  the  ancient  names,)  **  when  not  c 
In  war,  lead  an  Idle,  Inactive  life,  paulnf  the  day  In  | 
on  a  kind  of  fluie,  cntwned  with  grtrlnnds  nf  flowers, 
which  the  giobe-wmaranthus,  a  native  of  the  coaBtry« 
prevails.** — Martden. 

*The  largest  and  richest  sort  (of  the  Jamba,  o 
apple)  b  called  Aouita,  or  Unmortal,  and  the  m}-tholoi 
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*Thait  bleflMfl  heaven's  inhabitaiiti 

With  fruits  of  immoitality, 
^Down  to  the  basi]  tail,*  that  waves 
Its  fragfrant  bloswfxn  over  graves, 
And  to  the  humble  rosemary, 
'IVhose  sweets  so  thauklessly  are  shod 
*ro  scent  the  desert*  and  the  dead : — 
AD  in  that  garden  bloom,  and  all 
Are  gather*d  by  young  Noukiiahal, 
lYbo  lieaps  her  baskets  with  the  flow*ra 

And  leaves,  till  they  can  hold  no  more ; 
Then  to  Namouna  flies,  and  show'ra 
Upon  her  lap  the  shining  store. 

With  what  delight  th*  Enchantress  views 

So  many  buds,  bathed  with  the  dews 

And  beams  of  that  blessed  hour ! — her  glance 

Spoke  something,  past  all  mortal  pleasures. 
As,  in  a  kind  of  holy  trance. 

She  hong  above  those  fragrant  treasures, 
Bending  to  drink  their  balmy  airs, 
Ai  if  she  mix*d  her  soul  with  theirs. 
And  *twas,  indeed,  the  perfume  shed 
From  flowers  and  scented  flame,  that  fed 
Her  charmed  life — for  none  had  e*er 
Beheld  her  taste  of  mortal  fare. 
Nor  ever  in  aught  earthly  dip, 
But  the  moru*s  dew,  her  roseate  lip. 
Fiird  with  the  cool,  inspiring  smell, 
Til'  Enchantress  now  begins  her  spell, 
Thi»  singing  as  she  winds  and  weaves 
In  mystic  form  the  glittering  leavra : — 

I  know  where  the  winged  visions  dwell 

That  around  the  night-bed  play  ; 
I  know  each  herb  and  flow*ret*s  bell. 
Where  they  hide  their  wings  by  day. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid, 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 
To  visit  the  bashful  maid, 

Tibet  apply  the  mme  word  to  a  celestial  tree,  bearing  aai 
hroaial  fruitr^Sir  W.  Jonf. 

>  Sweet  ba«il,  called  Rayhan  In  Persia,  and  generally  foond 
la  cburcbyards. 

**Tbe  women  In  Efirpt  go,  at  least  two  days  In  the  week., 
to  pray  and  weep  at  the  sepulchres  of  the  dead ;  and  the 
CBStoiD  then  \%  to  throw  upon  the  tombs  a  sort  of  herb  which 
the  Arabs  call  rtAan,  and  which  Is  our  sweet  bAsll.**»Jir«tf/«l, 
Lett.  10. 

s  **  In  the  Great  Desert  are  found  many  stalks  of  lavender 
and  roYemMry.** — ^tioL  Ru. 

*  **The  almond  tree,  with  white  flowers,  blossoms  on  the 
bore  braocbes.**~^M«e/7iii#l. 

*  An  l>erb  on  Mount  LitMnus,  which  Is  said  to  commnnl 

I   sate  a  yrllow  pihlen  hue  to  the  teeth  uf  the  guau  and  other 
I   ftUDals  that  grass  upon  It 

Mithtkr  thinks  this  may  be  the  herb  which  the  Eastern 
I   ilcbyml jt^  look  to  as  a  means  of  making  gold.    **  Most  of 

L 


Steab  from  the  jasmine  flower,  that  sighs 

lis  soul,  like  her,  in  the  shade. 
The  dream  of  a  future,  happier  hour. 

That  alights  on  misery's  brow. 
Springs  out  of  the  silv'ry  almond-flow'r, 
That  blooms  on  a  leafless  bough.* 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade 

The  visions,  that  oft  to  worldly  eyes 

The  glitter  of  mines  unfold, 
Inhabit  the  mountain-herb,*  that  dyes 

The  tooth  of  the  fawn  like  gold. 
The  phantom  shapes— oh  touch  not  them— 

That  appal  the  monf  r^r's  sight. 
Lurk  in  the  fleshly  mandn^i.-^'s  stem. 

That  shrieks,  when  pluck'd  at  night ! 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid, 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  dream  of  the  injured,  patient  mind, 
That  smiles  with  the  wrongs  of  men. 
Is  found  in  the  bruised  and  wounded  rind 
Of  the  cinnamon,  sweetest  then. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

No  sooner  was  the  flow'ry  crown 

Placed  on  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down. 

Gently  as  nights  of  summer  fall. 

Upon  the  lids  of  Nourmahal  ; — 

And,  suddenly,  a  tuneful  breeze. 

As  full  of  small,  rich  harmonies 

As  ever  wind,  that  o'er  the  tents 

Of  AzAB*  blew,  was  full  of  scents. 

Steals  on  her  ear,  and  floats  and  swells. 

Like  the  first  air  of  morning  creeping 
Into  those  wreathy,  Red  Sea  shells. 

Where  Love  himself,  of  old,  lay  sleeping  ;* 

those  atchymlcal  enthnslasts  think  themvWet  snre  ot  suc- 
cess. If  they  could  bnt  find  out  the  berb,  which  gilds  ths 
teeth  and  gives  a  yellow  color  to  the  liesh  of  the  sheep  that 
eat  It.  Even  the  oil  of  this  plant  must  bo  of  a  golden  colur. 
It  Is  called  Haackuckat  td  dab:* 

Father  Jerome  Dandini.  however,  asserts  that  the  teeth  of 
the  gnats  at  Mount  Llbnniu  are  of  a  tUwer  color ;  and  adds, 
**  this  confirms  to  me  that  which  I  observed  in  Candhi :  to 
wit,  that  the  animals  that  live  on  Monnt  Ida  ent  a  certala 
herts  which  renders  their  teeth  of  a  gulden  color ;  which, 
according  to  my  Judgment,  cannot  otherwise  |ir«>eeed  thna 
from  the  mines  which  are  under  ground.** — Dmmdini,  Voy- 
age to  Mount  Libnnns. 

•  The  myrrh  country. 

« **Th1s  Idea  (of  deities  living  In  shells)  was  not  nnknowa 
to  the  Greeks,  who  represent  the  young  Nerites,  om*  of  the 
Cupids,  as  living  la  shells  on  the  shurea  of  the  Ead  Sea  '•— 
IVaftrd. 
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And  now  a  Spirit  fonn*d,  'twonld  seem, 

Of  music  and  of  light,— so  faify 
So  brilliantly  his  features  beam, 

And  such  a  sound  is  in  the  air 
Of  sweetness  when  he  waves  his  wings^— 
Hovers  around  her,  and  thus  sings : 

From  ChindaraV  warbling  fount  I  come, 
Call*d  by  that  moonlight  garland*s  spell ; 
From  CiiiNDARA*s  fount,  my  fairy  home, 

Where  in  music,  mom  and  night,  I  dwelL 
Where  lutes  in  the  a^'  are  heard  about, 

And  voices  are  singing  the  whole  day  long, 
And  every  sigh  the  heart  breathes  out 
Is  tum*d,  as  it  leaves  the  lips,  to  song 
Hither  I  come 
From  my  fairy  home. 
And  if  there's  a  magic  in  Music's  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath. 
Thy  Lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

For  mine  is  the  lay  that  lightly  floats. 
And  mine  are  the  murm'ring,  dying  notes, 
That  fall  as  soft  as  snow  on  the  sea. 
And  melt  in  the  heart  as  instantly  : — 
And  the  passionate  strain  that,  deeply  going. 

Refines  the  bosom  it  trembles  through. 
As  the  musk-wind,  over  the  water  blowing. 

Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too. 

Mine  is  the  charm,  whose  mystic  sway 
The  Spirits  of  past  Delight  obey  ;— 
Let  but  the  tuneful  talisman  sound. 
And  they  come,  like  Genii,  hov'ring  round. 
And  mine  is  the  gentle  song  that  bears 

From  soul  to  soul,  the  wishes  of  love. 
As  a  bird,  that  wafts  through  genial  airs 

The  cinnamoU'Seed  from  grove  to  grove.* 

1  "  A  fubulons  fonotaln,  where  instmmenU  are  said  to  be 
eonstantly  playing."— /<icAar</«on. 

*  "The  Pompadour  pigeon  Is  the  species,  which,  by  carry- 
ing the  fruit  of  the  cinnamon  to  different  places,  Is  a  great 
disseminator  of  Oils  \'aluable  tree.'* — See  Broien,''*  Itlustr., 
Tab.  19. 

I  **  Whenever  our  pleasure  arises  from  a  succession-  of 
founds,  it  Is  H  perception  of  a  complicated  nature,  made  up 
of  a  sensation  of  the  presetit  sound  or  note,  and  an  idsa  or 
remembrance  of  the  foregoing,  while  their  mixture  and  con^ 
currence  produce  such  a  mysterious  delight,  as  neither  could 
have  produced  alone.  And  It  is  oHen  heightened  by  an  antl- 
cl|inUon  of  the  succeeding  notes.  Thus  Sense,  Memory,  and 
Imagination,  are  conjunctively  employed.**— OerrarJ  on 
Taste. 

This  Is  exactly  the  Epicurean  theory  of  Pleasure,  as  ex- 
plttined  by  Cicero : — "  Quucirca  corpus  gaudere  tamdiu,  dum 
prvsenteui  sentiret  voluptatem  :  anliuum  et  prcsentem  per> 
cipere  p.iriter  cum  corpore  et  prospicere  venientem,  nee  pre- 
teritam  prxtertluere  sinere." 


'Tis  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  roeasttre 
The  past,  the  present,  and  future  of  pleann  f 
When  Memory  links  the  tone  that  is  gone 

With  the  blissful  tone  that's  still  in  the  ev : 
And  Hope  from  a  heavenly  note  flies  on 

To  a  note  more  heavenly  still  that  is  near. 

The  warrior's  heart,  when  touch'd  by  me. 
Can  as  downy  soil  and  as  yielding  be 
As  his  own  white  plume,  that  high  amid  death 
Through  the  field  has  shone — yet  mores  with  t 

breath ! 
And,  oh,  how  the  eyes  of  Beauty  glisten. 

When  Music  has  reach'd  her  inward  soul, 
Like  the  silent  stars,  that  wink  and  listen 
While  Heaven's  eternal  melodies  roU. 
So,  hither  I  come 
From  my  fairy  home. 
And  if  there's  a  magic  in  Music*s  stram, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath, 
Thy  lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

'Tis  dawn — at  least  that  eariier  dawn, 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  withdrawn/ 
As  if  the  mom  had  waked,  and  then 
Shut  close  her  lids  of  light  again. 
And  NouRMAiiAL  is  up,  and  trying 

The  wonders  of  her  lute,  whose  strings— 
Oh,  bliss  I — now  murmur  like  the  sighing 

From  that  ambrosial  Spirit's  wings. 
And  then,  her  voice — 'tb  more  than  human— 

Never,  till  now,  had  it  been  given 
To  lips  of  any  mortal  woman 

To  utter  notes  so  fresh  from  heaven  ; 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  angel  sighs. 

When  angel  sighs  are  most  divine. — 

Oh  !  let  it  last  till  night,"  she  cries, 

*'  And  he  is  more  than  ever  mine.*' 


Madame  de  StaCI  accounts  upon  the  same  prfadfrfe  fbr  the 
gratification  we  derive  from  rA|rai«  .* — **  Elle  est  Tlmage  Ss 
Pesperancc  et  du  souvenir.  Un  son  nous  fkit  detirrreeloiqal 
dolt  lui  r6pondre,et  qnand  le  second  retentitil  aout  mppellt 
celul  qui  vient  de  nous  echapper.** 

*  *'  The  Pendans  have  two  mornings,  the  Soobhi  Kailai 
and  the  Poobhl  Sadig.  the  false  and  the  real  teybreak.  They 
account  for  this  phenomenon  in  a  most  whioialcal  naaner. 
They  say  that  as  the  sun  rtoes  flfora  behind  the  Kohl  UaC 
(Mount  Caucasus.)  It  passes  a  hole  perforated  through  thai 
mountain,  and  that  darting  Its  rays  through  It,  It  Is  the  cane 
of  the  tioobhl  Kazlni,  or  Uiis  temporary  appearance  of  day> 
break.  As  It  ascends,  the  earth  Is  again  veiled  ia  darlnMsi, 
until  the  sun  rises  above  the  nKmntaln,  and  brli^  with  it 
the  Soobhi  Sudig.  or  real  morning.** — Se^U  tfmrimg'.  Be 
thinlu  Milton  may  allude  to  this,  when  he  says,— 

*'  Ere  the  blabbing  Eastern  scout. 
The  nice  morn  on  the  Indian  steep 
From  her  cabln'd  loop-hole  peep.** 
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irly  she  renewi  the  lay, 
urful  Ie«t  its  beav'uly  sweetnefli 
ere  the  evening,  fade  away,^ 
things    80    heav'ply    have   sach 


fleet- 


from  fading,  it  but  grows 
diviner  as  it  flows ; 

she  dwells  on  every  string, 
M>urB  again  each  sound  along, 
10,  lost  and  languishing, 
e  with  her  own  wondrous  songi 

ening,  (trustbg  that  his  soul 

.  be  from  haunting  love  released 

1,  by  music,  and  the  bowl,) 

mperial  Seum  held  a  feast 

lagniflcent  Shalimar  :*— 

e  Saloons,  when  the  first  star 

ng  o*er  the  waters  trembled, 

ley*s  loveliest  all  assembled  ; 

iright  creatures  that,  like  dreams, 

rough  its  foliage,  and  dnnk  beams 

ty  from  its  founts  and  streams  f 

those  wandVing  minstrel-maids, 

ve — })ow  can  they  leave  7 — the  shades 

dear  Valley,  and  are  found 

ig  in  gardens  of  the  South* 

»ngs,  that  ne'er  so  sweetly  sound 

m  a  young  Cashmerian's  mouth. 

oo,  the  Haram*8  inmates  smile  ;— 
from  the  West,  with  sun-bright  hair, 
n  the  Garden  of  the  Niuc, 
lie  as  the  roees  there  ;* — 
rs  of  Love  from  Cyprus'  rocks, 
iphian  diamonds  in  their  locks  ;*-— 

centre  of  the  plain,  as  U  approaches  the  Lake, 
;lhi  Emperors.  1  believe  Shah  Jehan,  construct- 
is  garden  called  the  Shalimar,  which  Is  abun- 
I  with  fruit-trees  and  flowering  shrutis.  Some  of 
f%-hich  Intersect  the  plain  are  led  Into  a  canal  at 
the  garden,  and  flowing  through  Its  centre,  or 
thrown  Into  a  variety  of  water-works,  coaipoae 
ioty  of  the  Shalimar.  To  decorate  this  spot  the 
;s  of  India  have  dhplayed  an  equal  magnificence 
especially  Jehan  Gliecr.  who,  with  the  enchant- 
hi,  made  Ka^hmlre  his  usual  residence  during 
months.  On  arches  thrown  over  the  canal  are 
:}ual  distances,  four  or  five  suites  of  apartments, 
ing  of  a  saloon,  with  four  rooms  at  the  angles, 
ollowers  of  the  court  attend,  and  the  servants 
bets,  coflfee,  and  the  hookah.  The  frame  of  the 
principal  saloon  is  composed  of  pieces  of  a  stone 
»lor,  streaked  with  yellow  lines,  and  of  a  closer 
{her  polish  than  porphyry.  They  were  taken, 
m  a  Hindoo  temple,  by  one  of  the  Mogul  princes, 
eioed  of  great  value." — For»ter. 
Bteri  of  Cachemlr  are  the  more  renowned  from 
pposed  that  the  Cacheniirians  are  indebted  for 
to  them."— -*/i  Yetdi 
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Light  Pbri  forms,  such  as  they  are 
On  the  goki  meads  of  Canoaiur  f 
And  they,  before  whose  sleepy  eyes. 

In  their  own  bright  Kathaian  bow*n, 
Sparkle  such  rainbow  butterflies. 

That  they  might  fancy  the  rich  flow*n. 
That  rouud  them  in  the  sim  lay  sigliing. 
Had  been  by  magic  all  set  flying.* 

Every  thing  young,  every  thing  fair 
From  East  and  West  is  blushing  there, 
Except^xcept— oh,  Nourmahal  ! 
Thou  loveliest,  dearest  of  them  all. 
The  one,  whose  smile  shone  out  alone. 
Amidst  a  world  the  only  one  ; 
Whose  light,  among  so  many  lights. 
Was  like  that  star  on  starry  nights. 
The  seaman  singles  from  the  sky. 
To  steer  his  bark  forever  by ! 
Thou  wert  not  there — so  Seum  thought. 

And  every  thing  seem'd  drear  without  thee ; 
But,  ah  !  thou  wert,  thou  wert, — and  brought 

Thy  charm  of  song  all  fresh  about  thee. 
Mingling  unnoticed  with  a  band 
Of  lutanists  from  many  a  land. 
And  veil'd  by  such  a  mask  as  shades 
The  features  of  young  Arab  maids,'— 
A  mask  that  leaves  but  one  eye  free, 
To  do  its  best  in  witchery, — 
She  roved,  with  beating  heart,  around. 

And  waited,  trembling,  for  the  minute. 
When  she  might  try  if  still  the  sound 

Of  her  loved  lute  had  magic  in  it 

The  board  was  spread  with  fruits  and  wine  ; 
With  grapes  of  gold,  like  those  that  shine 

*  "  From  him  I  received  the  following  little  Gazzel.  or 
Love  Song,  the  notes  of  which  he  comniltte<l  to  paper  (Vom 
the  voice  of  one  of  those  singing  girls  of  Cashuiere,  who 
wander  from  that  delight(\il  valley  over  the  various  parts  of 
India.** — Persian  Misceiianie*, 

*  **  The  roses  of  the  Jinan  Nile,  or  Garden  of  the  Nile  (at- 
tached to  the  Emperor  of  Morocco's  palace)  are  unequalled, 
and  mattresses  nm  made  of  their  leaves  fur  the  men  of  rank 
to  recline  upon." —Jaeksc-n. 

*  "  On  the  side  of  a  mountain  near  Paphos  there  is  a 
cavern  which  produces  the  most  beautiful  rock-crystal.  On 
aca)ant  uf  itn  brilliancy  it  has  been  called  the  Paphian  dia- 
mond.**— Maritu 

*  **  There  is  a  part  of  Caudahar,  called  Perla,  or  Fairy 
Land.**— TAevoMt.  In  some  of  those  conntrien  to  the  north 
of  India,  vegetable  gold  is  supposed  to  bo  pniduced. 

T  *' These  are  the  butterflies  which  are  cjilled  In  the  Chi- 
nese language  Flying  Leaves.  Some  of  them  have  sach 
shining  colors,  and  are  so  variegated,  that  they  may  be  call- 
ed flying  flowers ;  and  indeed  they  are  always  produced  la 
the  finest  flower-gardens.** — Dunn, 

*  "  The  Arabi.*tn  women  wear  black  masks  with  little 
clasp«i  prettily  ordered.**— Csrrm.  Niebahr  mentions  tlMlr 
showing  but  one  eye  in  conversaUon. 
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On  Ca8bin*8  hills ;' — pomegranatfls  ftill 

or  melting  iweetneiB,  and  the  peus» 
And  Runniest  appleiP  that  Caubul 

In  all  its  thousand  gardeoaP  beais  ^ 
PlanUins,  the  golden  and  the  green, 
Malata's  nectar'd  mangusteen  f 
Prunes  of  Bokhara,  and  sweet  nuts 

From  the  far  groves  of  Samarcaicd, 
And  Basra  dates,  and  apricots. 

Seed  of  the  Son,*  from  laAff's  land  ;— 
With  rich  conserve  of  Visna  cherries,* 
Of  orange  flowers,  and  of  those  berries 
That,  wild  and  fresh,  the  young  gazelles 
Feed  on  in  Crag's  rocky  dells.^ 
All  these  in  richest  vases  smile, 

la  boskets  of  pure  sandal-wood, 
And  unis  of  porcelain  from  that  isle^ 

Sunk  underneath  the  Indian  flood. 
Whence  oil  the  lucky  diver  brings 
Vases  to  grace  the  halls  of  kings. 
Wines,  too,  of  every  clime  and  hue. 
Around  their  liquid  lustre  threw  ; 
Amber  Rosolli,* — the  bright  dew 
From  vineyards  of  the  Green-Sea  gushing ;" 
Aud  Shiraz  wine,  that  richly  ran 

As  if  that  jewel,  large  and  rare. 
The  ruby  for  which  Kuslai-KhaN 
Offer'd  a  city's  wealth,"  was  blushing, 

Mclled  within  the  goblets  there! 

And  amply  Selim  quaffs  of  each. 

And  seetna  resolved  the  flood  shall  reach 

Kis  inward  heart,— «heddiug  around 

A  genial  deluge,  as  they  run. 
That  soon  shall  leave  no  spot  undrown'd. 

For  Love  to  rest  his  wings  upon, 
lie  little  knew  how  well  the  boy 

Can  float  unon  a  goblet's  streams. 


>  '*The  golden  in^pes  of  Canbln.'*— De*m><«<wi  •/  Pertia, 

s  '*The  fruiis  ex)MirteU  from  Cabol  ore  applet^  peun,poine- 
gmnHtc^,"  4cc. —  Elphituitone, 

t  ••  We  sat  down  under  a  tree,  listened  to  the  birds,  and 
talked  with  the  son  of  our  Mehnmundar  about  our  country 
and  Cnulml.  of  which  he  ptve  an  enchanting  account:  that 
city  and  its  l(K)(N)ll  gnrdenV*  &c— /cL 

«  "The  mangusteen,  the  most  delicate  fruit  in  the  world; 
the  pride  of  the  Malay  islnndi.** — Martden. 

*  **  A  deliciouf  kind  of  npricot  cnlied  by  the  Persians  tokm- 
ek-Rher»*.  8i|{nifyin|(  sun's  seeit." — Dueription  af  Persia, 

*  "  3tvb<!tiiieat«.  iVi  a  cr^'stal  rup.  con:»iBting  of  rose-leaves 
In  conserve,  with  lemon  of  Visna  cherry,  orange  flowers," 

Itc. — HuMMtl. 

*  ••  Antelii|ies  cropping  the  fresh  berries  of  ftac."— The 
JUaidlakat,  Poem  of  Tarafa. 

■  "  Mniiri-eH-Sinia,  an  island  near  Fommsa,  rapposed  to 
have  been  itnnk  in  the  «iea  for  the  crimes  of  Its  InhaMtanta. 
The  veHKch  whtcn  the  flsheriiien  and  divers  bring  ap  from 
It  are  sold  at  an  immense  price  In  China  and  Japan/ 
fiefff/cr. 


Lighting  them  with  his  smile  of  joy  ;— 
As  bards  have  seen  him  in  their  dreeim^ 

Down  the  bloe  Ganoes  laagMng  glide 
Upon  a  rosy  lotos  wieath,** 

Catching  new  lustre  Irom  the  tide 
That  with  his  image  shone  beneath. 

But  what  are  cups,  witheot  the  nid 

Of  song  to  speed  them  as  they  floir  t 
And  see— a  lovely  Geocgian  nuJdy 

With  all  the  bloom,  the  freshea'd  gknr 
Of  her  own  country  maidens'  kwks, 
When  warm  they  rise  fnm  Twnjd  faraoke;" 
And  with  an  eye,  whose  restless  ray* 

Full,  floating,  dark— oh,  he,  who  kaowe 
His  heart  k  weak,  of  Heav*n  shoold  pimy 

To  guard  him  irom  such  eyes  ae  tliooe  &— 

With  a  voluptuous  wiMneos  flinfs 

Her  snowy  hand  across  the  stiin^i 

Of  a  syrinda,**  and  thos  sings  >^ 

Come  hither,  come  hither — by  night  and  fay  diy, 
We  linger  in  pleasures  that  never  are  gooe ; 

Like  the  waves  of  the  summer,  as  one  diea  awij. 
Another  as  sweet  and  as  shining  cornea  o& 

And  the  love  that  is  o*er,  in  expiring,  givea  kMi 
To  a  new  one  as  warm,  as  anequalTd  m  kiiv; 

And,  oh !  if  there  be  an  ESlysium  on  eaitli« 
It  is  this,  it  is  this.* 

Here  maklens  are  sighing,  and  fragrant  their  sigh 
As  the  flcw'r  of  the  Amra  just  oped  by  a  fase  ;* 

And  precious  their  tears  as. that  rain  from  the  sky,* 
Which  turns  into  pearls  as  it  falls  in  the  sea. 

Oh  !  think  what  the  kiss  and  the  smile  mmti  be  ««tb 
When  the  sigh  aud  the  tear  are  so  perfect  in  kfis, 

And  own  if  there  be  an  Ellysiura  on  eazth» 
It  is  this,  it  is  this. 


•  Persian  Tales. 

»  The  white  wine  of  Klsbma. 

"  **The  kingof  Zeilan  U  said  lo  bavs  tks  fery  fiastf 
that  was  ever  teea.  Kublal-Khan  seat  aad  oflbiad  th« 
of  a  city  for  It,  bat  the  King  anawered  be  woaM  aol 
fur  the  treaanre  of  the  world.**— JWaree  FuU, 

i>  The  Indians  feign  that  CnpM  was  first  aeei 
the  Ganges  on  the  Nymphca  Nelambo^    8es 

u  Teflia  is  celebrated  for  Itt  aaluial 
Hmukal. 

H  "  The  Indian  Byilnda,  or  guitar.**—, 

****  Aronnd  the  exterior  of  the  Oewaa  Khafr  (a 
of  Shah  Allnm*8)  In  the  cornke  wot  the  ftilluwlt 
letters  of  gold  upon  a  gmond  of  while 
farmdia*  m^«  mrik,  it  U  this,  ii  i»  tki»:  **— RwacMS. 

M  **  Delightfril  are  the  flowefs  of  the  A 
noantain-tnpa,  white  the  marmarlag  bees 
Ittptuoos  toil.**— >Smv  ^  Jisf  dses 

n  **The  NIaan  or  drops  of  spring  rata,  whidi  they 
lo  produce  pearla  If  they  taiX  Into 
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arkles  the  nectar,  (hat,  hallowM  by  love, 
I  draw  down  thop    anjreLi  of  old  from  their 
jphere, 

r  wine  of  this  earth*  led  the  fountains  above, 
forgot  heav*n*8  stars  for  the  eyes  we  have 
lere. 

!88'd  with  the  odor  our  goblet  gives  forth, 
.  Spirit  the  sweets  of  his  Eden  would  miss  7 
!  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  is  this. 

jreorgian's  song  was  scarcely  mute, 
len  the  same  measure,  sound  for  sound, 
cauglit  up  by  another  lute, 
d  so  divinely  breathed  around, 
all  stood  hush'd  and  wondering, 
d  tum*d  and  look*d  into  the  air, 
they  thought  to  see  the  wing, 
IsRAFiL,*  the  Angel,  there  \-^ 
w'rfully  on  ev*ry  soul 
at  new,  enchanted  measure  stole. 
»  now  a  voice,  sweet  as  the  note 
the  charmed  lute,  was  heard  to  float 
;  its  chords,  and  so  entwine 
sounds  with  theirs,  that  none  knew  whether 
roice  or  lute  was  most  divine, 
wcndrous'y  they  went  together  t — 

a  bliss  beyond  all  that  the  minstrel  has  told, 
I  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  heav*nly  tie, 
art  never  changing,  and  brow  never  cold, 
on  through  all  ills,  and  love  bn  till  they  die ! 
ir  of  a  passion  so  sacred  is  worth 
9  ages  of  heartless  and  wandering  bliss ; 
!  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  is  tliis. 

I  not  the  air,  *twas  not  the  words, 
lat  de4>p  magic  in  the  chords 
u  the  lips,  that  gave  such  pow*r 
usic  knew  not  till  that  hour, 
ce  a  hundred  voices  said, 

the  masked  Arabian  maid  I** 
I  Scum,  who  had  felt  the  strain 
■St  of  auy,  and  had  lain 

minutes  rapt,  as  in  a  trance, 
er  the  fairy  sounds  were  o*er, 
ily  touch'd  for  utterance, 
w  motioned  with  his  hand  for  more  i— 

•  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me, 
r  Arab  tents  are  rude  for  thee ; 


1  accoaot  of  the  thaie  which  wine  had  in  the  flUl 

;eU,  see  MaritL 

ingel  of  Masic.    Bee  note  *,  p.  43G. 


But,  oh !  the  choice  what  heart  can  donbC» 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  without  7 

Our  rocks  are  rough,  but  smiling  there 
Th*  acacia  waves  her  yellow  hair, 
Lonely  and  sweet,  nor  loved  the  leas 
For  flow*ring  in  a  wilderness. 

Our  sands  are  bare,  but  down  their  slope 
The  silv*ry-footed  antelope 
As  gracefully  and  gayly  springs  . 
As  o'er  the  marble  oouxts  of  kings. 

Then  oome — thy  Arab  maid  wiU  be 
The  loved  and  lone  acacia*tree. 
The  antelope,  whose  feet  shall  bless 
With  their  light  sound  thy  loneliness. 

Oh !  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 
An  instant  sunshine  through  the  hearty— 
As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  soaglit ; 

As  if  the  very  lips  and  eyes. 
Predestined  to  have  all  our  sighs. 
And  never  be  forgot  again. 
Sparkled  and  spoke  before  as  then ! 

So  came  thy  eVry  glance  and  tone 
When  first  on  me  they  breathed  and  shone ; 
New,  as  if  brought  from  other  spheres. 
Yet  welcome  as  if  loved  for  years. 

Then  fly  with  me, — if  thou  hast  known 
No  other  flame,  nor  falsely  thrown 
A  gem  away,  that  thou  hadst  sworn 
Should  ever  in  thy  heart  be  worn. 

Come,  if  the  love  thou  hast  for  me, 
Is  pure  and  fresh  as  mme  for  thee,^ 
Fresh  as  the  fountain  under  ground, 
When  first  'tis  by  the  lapwing  found* 

But  if  for  me  thou  dost  forsake 
Some  other  maid,  and  rudely  break 
Her  worshipped  image  from  its  base. 
To  give  to  me  the  ruin'd  place  ;^ 

Then,  fare  thee  well — I*d  rather  make 
My  bower  upon  some  icy  lake 
When  thawing  suns  begin  to  shine. 
Than  trust  to  love  so  false  as  thine ! 


*  The  Ilodhad,  or  Liipwtnf,  ts  rapposed  to  have  the  pow* 
er  of  diacotrering  water  onder  grooad. 
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Thero  was  a  pathos  in  this  lay, 

That,  ey'n  without  enchantment*s  art. 
Would  instantly  have  found  its  way 

Deep  into  Seum*s  burning  heart ; 
But,  breathing,  as  it  did,  a  tone 
To  earthly  lutes  and  lips  unknown ; 
With  every  chord  fresh  (W>m  the  touch 
Of  Music's  Spirit, — *twaB  too  much  ! 
Starting,  he  dash*d  away  the  cup,— 

Which,  all  the  time  of  this  sweet  air, 
His  hand  had  held,  untasted,  up. 

As  if  'twere  fix*d  by  magic  there, — 
And  naming  her,  so  long  unnamed, 
So  long  unseen,  wildly  exclaim'd, 
"  Oh  NouRMAiiAL !  oh  NouaMAHAL ! 

"  Hadst  thou  but  sung  this  witching  strain, 
"  I  could  forget — forgive  thee  all, 

"  And  never  leave  those  eyes  again." 

The  mask  is  off— the  charm  is  wrought— 
And  Seum  to  his  heart  has  caught. 
In  blushes,  more  than  ever  bright. 
His  NouRMAiiAL,  his  Haram's  Light ! 
And  well  do  vanished  frowns  enhance 
The  charm  of  every  brighten'd  glance  ; 
And  dearer  seems  each  dawning  smile 
For  having  lost  its  light  awhile  : 
And,  happier  now  for  all  her  sighs, 

As  on  his  arm  her  head  reposes, 
She  whispers  him,  with  laughing  eyes, 

**  Remember,  love,  the  Feast  of  Roses  !" 


Fadladeen,  at  the  conclusion  of  this  light  rhap- 
sody, took  occasion  to  sum  up  his  opinion  of  the 
youncr  Cashmerian's  poetry,— of  which,  he  trusted, 
the>  Mad  tiiat  evening  heard  the  last.  Having 
recapitulated  the  epithets,  "  frivolous" — "  inharmo- 
nious"— "  nonsensical,"  he  proceeded  to  say  that, 
viewing  it  iu  the  most  favorable  light,  it  resembled 
one  of  those  Maldivian  boats,  to  which  the  Princess 
had  alluded  in  the  relation  of  her  dream,' — a  slight, 
gilded  thing:,  scut  adrift  without  rudder  or  ballast, 
and  with  nothing  but  vapid  sweets  and  faded  flowers 
on  board.  The  profusion,  indeed,  of  flowers  and 
birds,  wliich  this  poet  had  ready  on  all  occasions, — 
not  to  mention  dews,  gems,  &c. — was  a  most  op- 
pressive kind  of  opuleu\.«  to  his  hearers ;  and  had 


»  ace  p.  427. 

«  "The  Chinese  had  formerly  the  art  of  painting  on  the 
sides  of  iMtrcehiln  vessels  fish  nnd  other  nninials,  which  were 
only  (lerceptible  when  the  vessel  was  full  of  some  liquor. 
They  cull  tt  Is  species  Kla-tsin.  that  is.  azure  i»  put  in  prrst, 
on  account  of  the  manner  in  whirh  the  azure  h  laid  on."— 


the  unlucky  effect  of  giving  to  his  style  all  the  glitler 
of  the  flower-garden  witlv  at  its  method,  and  aO  the 
flutter  of  the  aviary  without  its  song.  In  addHui 
to  this,  he  chose  his  subjects  badly,  and  was  always 
most  inspired  by  the  worst  parts  of  them.  The 
charms  of  paganism,  the  merits  of  rebellion, — tbess 
were  the  themes  honored  with  his  partictilsir  enthu- 
siasm ;  and,  in  the  poem  just  recited,  one  of  bii 
most  palatable  passages  was  in  praise  of  that  bever- 
age c'  the  Unfaithful,  wine  ; — **  being,  peihapi,'' 
said  he,  relaxing  into  a  smile,  as  consdoue  of  his 
own  character  in  the  Haram  on  this  point,  *'  one  of 
those  bards  whose  fancy  owes  all  its  illuminatioo  to 
the  grape,  like  that  painted  porcelain,*  so  eunoi 
and  so  rare,  whose  images  are  only  visflile  wbea 
liquor  is  pounsd  into  it**  Upon  the  whole,  it  wat 
his  opinion,  from  the  specimens  which  they  bad 
heard,  and  which,  he  begged  to  say»  were  the  moct 
tiresome  part  of  the  journey,  that — ^whatever  other 
merits  this  weD-dressed  young  gentleuwn  inigbt  poi-  | 
sess — poetry  was  by  no  means  his  propei  avoeatkm : 
"  and  indeed,*'  concluded  the  critic,  '*  fitun  his  Hiod- 
noss  for  flowers  and  for  birds,  I  wo^  venture  ts 
suggest  that  a  florist  or  a  bird-catcher  is  a  much 
more  suitable  calling  for  him  than  a  poet** 


They  had  now  begun  to  ascend  tboae  banea 
mountains,  which  separate  Cashmere  from  the  reit 
of  India ;  and,  as  the  heats  were  intolerable,  and 
the  time  of  their  encampments  limited  to  tlie  few 
hours  necessary  for  refreshment  and  repon,  there 
was  an  end  to  all  their  delightful  evenings^  and 
Lalla  Rookh  saw  no  more  of  FKaAMoai.  She 
now  felt  that  her  short  dream  of  happiness  was 
over,  and  that  she  had  nothing  but  the  recollection 
of  its  few  blissful  hours,  like  the  one  draught  of 
sweet  water  that  serves  the  camel  across  the  wil- 
derness, to  be  her  hearths  refreshment  during  the 
dreary  waste  of  life  that  was  before  her.  Tbs 
blight  that  had  fallen  upon  her  spirits  aoon  fiwad 
its  way  to  her  cheek,  and  her  ladies  saw  with 
regret — though  not  without  some  sospidoD  of  the 
cause — that  the  beauty  of  their  mtstreas,  of  wbicfa 
tiiey  were  almost  as  proud  as  of  their  own,  wat 
fast  vanishing  away  at  the  very  moment  of  all  when 
she  had  most  need  of  it  What  must  the  King  ot 
Bucharia  feel,  when,  instead  of  the  Irrety  aud 
beautiful  Lalla  Rookh,  whom  the  poets  of  Delhi 
had  described  as  more  perfect  than  the  divincit 
images  in  the  house  of  Azor,*  he  ahould  leeeire  a 


I 


They  are  every  now  and  then  trying  to  retnrtt  lbs  art  of 
this  magical  painting,  but  to  no  purpose.**— J!>miiii. 

*  An  eminent  carver  of  idols,  said  in  the  Koran  to  be  ftlhu 
to  Abraham.  "  I  have  such  a  lovely  idol  as  to  not  lo  kt  ■■( 
with  in  the  house  of  Asor.**— lf<{/U. 


I 


LALLA  ROOKH. 
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|iale  and  inanimate  victim,  upon  whose  cheek 
naitlier  health  nor  nieasure  bloomed,  and  firom 
vboee  cyee  Lcve  haa  led, — to  hide  himself  in  her 
hmilT 

If  any  thing  could  have  charmed  away  the  mel- 
ancholy of  her  ^irite,  it  would  have  been  the  freeh 
sin  and  enchanting  scenery  of  that  Valley,  which 
the  Penians  so  justly  called  the  Unequalled.'  But 
neillier  the  coolness  of  its  atmosphere,  so  luxurious 
after  toiling  up  those  bare  and  burning  mountains,— 
neither  the  splendor  of  the  minarets  and  pagodas, 
that  shone  out  from  the  depth  of  its  woods,  nor  the 
piottoes,  hermitages,  and  miraculous  fountains,* 
which  make  every  spot  of  that  region  holy  ground, 
— neither  the  countless  waterfalls,  that  rush  into  the 
Valley  from  all  those  high  and  romantic  mountains 
that  encircle  it,  nor  the  fair  city  on  the  Lake,  whose 
bouses,  roofed  with  flowers,'  appeared  at  a  distance 
like  one  vast  and  variegated  parterre  ; — not  all  these 
I  woudeiB  and  glories  of  the  most  lovely  country  un- 
der the  sun  could  steal  her  heart  for  a  minute  from 
those  sad  thoughts,  which  but  darkened,  and  grew 
bitterer  every  step  she  advanced. 

The  gay  pomps  and  processions  that  met  her 
upon  her  entrance  into  the  Valley,  and  the  magnifi- 
cence with  which  the  roads  all  along  were  decorated, 
did  honor  to  the  taste  and  gallantry  of  the^  young 
King.  It  was  night  when  they  approached  tlie 
city,  and,  for  the  last  two  miles,  they  had  passed 
under  arches,  thrown  from  hedge  to  hedge,  festooned 
with  only  those  rarest  roses  from  .which  the  Attar 
Gul,  mor^  precious  than  gold,  is  distilled,  and  illu- 
DMnated  m  rich  and  fanciful  forms  with  lanterns  of 
the  tnple-colored  tortoise-shell  of  Pegu.^  Some- 
tinv^  from  a  dark  wood  by  the  side  of  the  road,  a 
lay  of  fireworks  would  break  out,  so  sudden  and 


>  fCacboBlie  be  Nazeer.^ Ar«e«r 

*  **  The  pnrdoonble  siipersiitioa  of  the  teqnetlered  inhabU- 
aato  has  uialtipiied  the  placet  of  wonhip  of  Mahadeo,  of 
Bescban.  and  of  Braina.  All  Cashmere  ii  b4ily  land,  and 
■Jmrolfim  foenCaini  abound.**— Jlfaj«r /l«jiiMr«  Memolnof 
A  Map  of  Hlndosbtn. 

-lehan-Gnlre  nieDtloai"a  fountain  in  Cashmere  called 
Tlmach.  whkh  signifies  a  snake ;  probably  becaase  some 
Iftffe  snake  bad  formerly  been  seen  there.**— ^*  Dnrinf  the 
lifiBfine  of  ny  fother,  I  went  twice  to  this  fountain,  which 
Is  ubdut  twenty  coss  fWrni  the  city  of  Cashmere.  The  tres- 
tlfes  of  places  of  worship  and  scanctity  are  to  be  traced 
witbnat  number  anionfsi  the  ruins  and  the  eaves  which  are 
i    Interspencd  in   its  neigbbortiood.**— TWzsA  JeJkoiyrMry.— 

IVide./r«Ml.  JWM.,val  U. 
There  is  another  acoiont  of  Cashmere  by  Abnl-Fazil,  the 
antbor  of  the  Ayln-Acbafee,  *'  who,**  says  Maj0r  Remnd, 
I    **  appears  to  have  caught  some  of  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
valley,  by  bis  description  of  the  holy  places  In  It.** 
a**  On  a  standing  roof  of  wood  is  laid  a  covering  of  fine 


10  brilliant,  that  a  Brahmin  might  fancy  he  beheld 
that  grove,  in  whose  purple  shade  the  God  of  Battles 
was  bom,  bursting  into  a  flame  at  the  moment  of  his 
birth ; — ^while,  at  other  times,  a  quick  and  playful 
irradiation  continued  to  brighten  all  the  fields  and 
gardens  by  which  tliey  passed,  forming  a  line  of 
dancing  lights  along  the  horizon  ;  like  the  meteors 
of  the  north  as  they  are  seen  by  those  hunters,*  who 
pursue  the  white  and  blue  foxes  on  the  confines  of 
the  Icy  Sea. 

These  arches  and  fireworks  delighted  the  Ladies 
of  the  Princess  exceedingly ;  and  with  their  usual 
good  logic,  they  deduced  front  his  taste  for  illimoina- 
tions,  that  the  King  of  Buchbjia  would  make  the 
most  exemplary  husband  imaginable.  Nor,  indeed, 
could  Lalla  Rookh  herself  help  feeling  the  kind- 
ness and  splendor  with  which  the  young  bridegroom 
welcomed  her ; — but  she  also  felt  how  painful  is  the 
gratitude,  which  kindness  from  those  we  cannot  love 
excites;  and  that  their  best  blandishments  come 
over  the  heart  with  all  that  chilling  and  deadly 
sweetness,  which  we  can  fancy  in  the  cold,  odorifer- 
ous wind*  that  b  to  blow  over  this  earth  in  the  last 
days. 

The  marriage  was  fixed  for  the  morning  after  her 
arrival,  when  she  was,  for  the  first  time,  to  be  pre- 
sented to  the  monarch  in  that  Imperial  Palace  be- 
yond the  lake,  called  the  Shalimar.  Though  never 
before  had  a  night  of  more  wakeful  and  anxious 
thought  been  passed  in  the  Happy  Valley,  yet,  when 
she  rose  in  the  morning,  and  her  Ladies  came  around 
her,  ta  assist  in  the  adjustment  of  the  bridal  orna- 
ments, they  thought  they  had  never  seen  her  look 
half  so  beautiful  What  she  had  lost  of  the  bloom 
and  radiancy  of  her  charms  was  more  than  made 
up  by  that  mtellectual  expression,  that  soul  beaming 


earth,  which  shelters  the  building  from  the  great  quantity 
of  snow  that  falls  in  the  winter  season.  This  fence  com- 
municates an  equal  wannth  In  winter,  as  a  refreshing  cool- 
ness in  the  summer  season,  when  the  tops  of  the  houses, 
which  are  planted  with  a  variety  (^  flowers,  exhibit  at  a 
distance  the  spacious  view  of  a  beoutlAiiiy-checkered  par- 
terre.**—#br«(sr. 

•  "*  Two  hundred  slaves  there  are,  who  have  no  other  ofllce 
than  to  hunt  the  woods  and  snarshes  for  triple-colored  tor- 
toises for  the  Klng*s  VIvary.  Of  the  shells  of  these  also 
lanterns  are  made.**— PifaMal  Is  JUaac*«  Travels. 

•  For  a  description  of  the  Aurora  Borealls  as  it  appean  to 
these  haulers,  vide  EiufeUfmiU. 

•  This  wind,  which  Is  to  blow  flmn  Byria  Damasoena,  Is, 
aeeording  to  the  Mahometans,  one  of  the  signs  of  the  Last 
Day*s  approach. 

Another  of  the  signs  Is,  "  Great  distress  In  the  world,  so 
that  a  man  when  he  passes  by  another's  grave  shall  say, 
Would  to  God  1  were  In  his  place  !**— <Sa/«*«  Preliminary 
Discourse. 
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forth  from  the  eyes,  which  m  worth  all  the  rest  of 
loyelineflB.  When  they  had  tinged  her  fisgen  with 
the  Henna  leaf,  and  placed  upon  her  brow  a  smaM 
coronet  of  jewels,  of  the  shape  worn  by  the  ancient 
Queens  of  Bucharia,  they  flung  over  her  head  the 
rose-colored  bridal  veil,  and  slie  proceeded  to  the 
barge  that  was  to  convey  her  across  the  lake  ;— 
first  kissing,  with  a  mournful  kwk,  the  little  amulet 
of  cornelian  which  her  father  at  parting  had  hung 
about  her  neck. 

The  morning  was  as  fresh  and  fair  as  the  maid 
on  whose  nuptials  it  rose,  and  the  shining  lake  all 
covered  with  boats,  the  minstrels  playing  upon  the 
shores  of  the  blands,  and  the  crowded  sunmier- 
houses  on  the  green  hills  around,  with  shawls  and 
banners  waving  from  their  roo&,  presented  such  a 
picture  of  animated  rejoicing,  as  only  she  who  was 
the  object  of  it  all,  did  not  feel  with  transport  To 
Lalla  Rookh  alone  it  was  a  melancholy  pageant ; 
nor  could  she  have  even  borne  to  look  upon  the 
scene,  were  it  not  for  a  hope  that,  among  the  crowds 
around,  she  might  once  more  perhaps  catch  a  glimpse 
of  Fbrahorz.  So  much  was  her  imagination  haunt- 
ed  by  this  thought,  that  there  was  scarcely  an  islet 
or  boat  she  passed  on  the  way,  at  which  her  heart 
did  not  fhitter  with  the  momentary  fancy  that  he 
was  there.  Happy,  in  her  eyes,  the  humblest  slave 
upon  whom  the  light  of  his  dear  looks  fell ! — In  the 
barge  immediately  afler  the  princess  sat  Fadladekn, 
with  his  silken  curtains  thrown  widely  apart,  that 
all  might  have  the  benefit  of  his  august  presence, 
and  with  hiis  head  full  of  the  speech  he  was  to  de- 
liver to  the  King,  "  concerning  Feramorz,  ahd  lit- 
erature, and  the  Chabuk,  as  connected  therewith." 

They  now  had  entered  the  canal  which  leads  from 
the  Lake  to  the  splendid  domes  and  saloons  of  the 
Shalimar,  and  went  gliding  on  through  the  gardens 
that  ascended  from  each  bank,  full  of  flowering 
shrubs  that  made  the  air  all  perfume ;  while  from 
the  middle  of  the  canal  rose  jets  of  water,  smooth 
and  unbroken,  to  such  a  dazzling  height,  that  they 
stood  like  tall  pillars  of  diamond  in  the  sunshine. 


'  t  *'  On  Mahonuned  Shaw'i  return  to  Koolbarga,  (the  capi- 
tal of  Dekkan.)  he  made  a  great  festival,  and  moonted  this 
throne  with  BiQch  pomp  and  magnificence,  calling  ItPirozeh, 
or  Cerulean.  I  have  heard  seme  old  persons,  who  saw  the 
throne  Firoseh  In  the  reign  of  Sultan  Manu>od  Dhamenee, 
describe  IL  They  say  that  it  was  in  length  nine  ftet,  and 
three  In  breadth ;  made  of  ebony,  covered  with  plates  of  pore 
gold,  and  set  with  preciooa  i.oaes  of  junease  valae.  Every 


After  sailmg  under  t!ie  arches  of  various  saloons, 
they  at  length  arrived  at  the  last  and  most  magnifi- 
cent, where  the  monarch  awaited  the  coming  of  hk 
bride  ;  and  such  was  the  agitation  of  her  heart  and 
frame,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  walk  up 
the  marble  steps  which  were  covered  with  doth  of 
gold  for  her  ascent  from  the  barge.  At  the  end  of 
the  hall  stood  two  thrones,  as  precious  as  the  Ceru- 
lean Throne  of  Coolburga,'  on  one  of  which  sat 
AuRis,  the  youthAil  King  of  Bucharia,  and  on  the 
other  was,  in  a  few  minutes,  to  be  placed  the  moit 
beautiful  Princess  in  the  worid.  Immediately  upoa 
the  entrance  of  Lalxa  Rooko  into  the  saloon,  the 
monarch  descended  from  hb  throne  to  meet  her; 
but  scarcely  had  he  time  to  take  her  hand  to  hii, 
when  she  screamed  with  surprise,  and  fainted  at  Us 
feet  It  was  Feramorz  hnnself  that  stood  beibre 
her! — Feramorz  was,  hunself,  the  Soverrign  of 
Bucharia,  who  in  this  disguise  had  accompanied  hii 
yoimg  bride  from  Delhi,  and,  having  won  her  lote 
as  an  humble  minstrel,  now  amply  deserved  to  enjoy 
it  as  a  King. 

The  consternation  of  Fadlaoeen  at  this  discovery 
was,  for  the  moment,  almost  pitiable.  But  change 
of  opinion  u  a  resource  too  convenient  in  courts  for 
this  experienced  courtier  not  to  have  learned  to  ava3 
himself  of  it  His  criticisms  were  all,  of  oouise, 
recanted  instantly :  he  was  seized  with  an  admira- 
tion of  the  King*s  verses,  as  unbounded  as,  he  begged 
him  to  believe,  it  was  disinterested  ;  and  the  ibilew- 
ing  week  saw  him  in  possession  of  an  additional 
place,  swearing  by  all  the  Saints  of  Islam  that  never 
had  there  existed  so  great  a  poet  as  the  Monarch 
Auris,  and,  moreover,  ready  to  prescribe  his  favor- 
ite regimen  of  the  Chabuk  for  every  man,  woman, 
and  child  that  dared  to  think  otherwise. 

Of  the  happiness  of  the  King  and  Queen  of 
Bucharia,  afler  sucli  a  beginning,  there  can  be  hot 
little  doubt ;  and,  uiiiong  the  leaser  symptoms,  it  u 
recorded  of  Lall.i  Rookii,  that,  to  the  day  of  her 
death,  in  memory  of  their  delightful  jotimey,8l)e  never 
called  the  King  by  any  other  name  than  Fkrajiou. 


prince  of  the  bouse  of  Bhamenee,  who  possessed  this  throne, 
made  a  point  of  adding  to  it  some  rich  stones ;  so  that  when, 
la  the  reign  of  Sultan  Mamtxid,  It  was  taken  io  pieces,  to  re- 
move some  of  the  Jewels  to  he  set  in  vases  and  cnps,  the 
Jewellers  valued  It  at  one  caeon  of  oons,  (nearly  foor  aodllioot 
sterling.)  I  learned  also  that  it  was  called  Firoseh  froia 
being  partly  enamelled  nf  a  sky-hloe  color,  which  was  in  dsM 
totally  concealed  by  the  nomber  orjswQU.**^JkrMAfa. 
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LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR. 
P— RC— V— L. 

In  tbe  dirge  we  sung  o*er  him  no  censure  was 
heard, 
UaembitterM  and    free    did   the  tear-drop  de- 
scend ; 
We  forgot,  in  that  hour,  how  the  statesman  had 
eir'd, 
And  wept  for  the  husband,  the  father,  and  friend. 

Oh,  prood  was  the  meed  his  integrity  won, 

And  gen*rous  indeed  were  the  tears  that  we  shod, 

When,  in  grief,  we  forgot  all  the  ill  he  had  done. 
And,  though  wrong'd  by  him,  living,  bewail'd 
him,  when  dead. 

Even  now,  if  one  harsher  emotion  intrude, 
Tis  to  wish  he  had  chosen  some  lowlier  state. 

Had  known  what  he  wa»— and,  content  to  be  good. 
Had  ne*er,  for  our  ruin,  aspired  to  be  great 

So,  left  through  their  own  little  orbit  to  move. 
His  yean  might  have  rolPd  inoflensive  away ; 
^ildren  might  stfll  have  been  Ueas'd  with  his 
love, 
And  EIngland  would  ne'er  have  been  coned  with 
his  sway. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Morning  Chronicle* 

Sir, 
In  order  to  explain  the  following  Fragment,  it  is 
necessary  to  refer  your  readers  to  a  late  florid  de- 
scription of  the  Pavilion  at  Brighton,  in  the  apart- 
ments of  which,  we  are  told,  **  Fum,  The  Chineee 
Bird  of  Royalty,**  is  a  principal  ornament. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c. 

MU3L 

rUM   AND  HUM,   THE  TWO  BIRDS  OF 

ROYALTY 

Oki  day  the  Chhiese  Bird  of  Royalty,  Tun, 
Thus  accosted  our  own  Bird  of  Royalty,  Hum, 


In  that  Palace  or  China-shop  (Brigliton,  which  b 

HT) 
Where  Fum  had  just  come  to  pay  Hum  a  short 

visits- 
Near  akin  are  these  Birds,  though  they  dif^  in 

nation, 
(The  breed  of  the  Hums  «  id  old  as  creation  ;) 
Both,  fuil-craw*d  Legitinic.es — both,  birds  of  prey, 
Both,  cackling  and  ravenous  creatures,  half  way 
'Twixt    the    goose    and    the    vulture,    like    Lord 

C — STL  oil. 

While  Fum  deals  in  Mandarins,  Bonzes,  Bohea, 
Peers,  Bishops,  and   Punch,  Hum,   are  sacred  to 

thee! 
So  congenial  their  tastes,  that,  when  Fum  first  did 

light  on 
The    floor    of   that    grand    China-warehonse    at 

Brighton, 
The  lanterns,  and  dragons,  and  things  round  the 

dome 
Were  so  like  what  he  left,  '*  Gad,"  says  F^m,  **  Fm 

at  home.'* — 
And  when,  turning,  be  saw   Bishop  L  oe, 

<*  Zooks,  it  is," 
Quoth  the  Bird,  "  Yes — I  know  him — a  Bonze,  by 

his  phiz— 
"  And  that  jolly  old  idol  he  kneels  to  so  low 
"Can  be  none  but  our  round-about  godhead,  fat 

For 
It  chanced  at  this  moment,  th'  Episcopal  Prig 
Was  imploring  the  P k  to  dispense  with  his 

wig,' 
Which  the  Bird,  overhearing,  flew  high  o*er   his 

head. 
And  some  Tosir-like  marks  of  his  patronage  shed« 
Whi«*h  so  dimm*d  the  poor  Daudy*s  idolatrous  eye, 
That,  while  Fum  cried  "Oh  Fo!"  all  the  court 

cried  "  Oh  fie  V* 

But,  «  tmee    U>    digrearion ; — those    Birds    of  « 

feather 
Thus  talk*d,  t'other  night,  on  State  matters  to* 

fethsr; 


1  In  eonteqiMiiee  of  an  old  promlM,  that  he  thoald  be 
allowed  to  y/'mtt  hte  own  hair,  wlieiiever  lie  odgbl  to  ele- 
vated to  a  Biabopffk  by  hU  R^— I U- 
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(The  Pt^— B  just  in  bod,  or  about  to  depttrt  foi^t, 
His    legs    full    of    gout,    and    his    arms    full    of 

H — RTF — D,) 

"  I  say,  Hum,"  says  Fum — Fun,  of  coune,  spoke 

Chinese, 
But,  bless  you,  that's    nothing — at   Brighton  one 

sees 
Foreign  lingoes  and  Bishops  translated  with 
'*  I  say,  Hum,  how  fares  it  with  Royalty  now  7 
**  la  li  up?  IS  it  prime  ?  is  it  9pooney~~OT  how  I 
(The  Bird  had  just  taken  a  flash-man's  degree 
Under    B — rr — m — re,   Y to,    and    young 

Mastor  L e,) 

<*  As  for  us  in  Pekin** here,  a  devil  of  a  din 

From    the    bedciiamber    came,  where  that    long 

Mandarin, 
C— etl gh   (whom  Fum  calls  the  Confucius  of 

Prose,) 
Was  rehearsing  a  speech  upon  Europe's  repose 
To  the  deep,  double  bass  of  the  fat  Idol's  nose. 


To  think  what  a  long  line  of  titles  may  foOow 
The  relics  of  him  who  died — friendQeas  and  km ! 


(Nota  bene — his  Lordship  and  L — r^^r — L  come, 

In  collateral  lines,  from  the  old  Mother  Hum, 

C— sTii        OH  a  HuM-bug — L — ^v — Ef— l  «  Hum* 

drum.) 
The  Speech  being  finish'd,  out  rush'd  C— mxr— oh, 
Saddled  Hum  in  a  hurry,  and,  whip,  spur,  away, 
Through   the  regions  of  air,  like  a  Snip  on  his 

hobby. 
Ne'er  paused,  til  he  lighted  in  St.  Stephen's  lobby. 
•  ••••* 


UNES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SH— R— D— N. 

Prlnciplbat  placolise  vlris !— Horat. 

Yes,  grief  will  have  way — but  the  fast  falling  tear 
Shall  be  mingled  with  deep  execrations  on  those. 

Who  could  bask  in  that  Spirit's  meridian  career. 
And   yet   leave  it  thus  lonely  and  dark  at  its 
oiose: — 

Whose  vanity  flew  round  him   only  while  fed 
By    the    odor    his    fame    in    its    summer-time 
gave;— 
Whose  vanity  now,  with  quick  scent  for  the  dead, 
like  the  Ghole  of  the  EUtft,  comes  to  feed  at  his 
grave. 

Oh  !  it  sickens  the  heart  to  see  bosoms  so  hollow. 
And  spirits  so  mean  in  the  great  and  high-bom  ; 


How  proud  they  can  press  to  the  fun'ral  array 
Of  one,  whom  they  shunn'd  in  his  sickneas  and 
sorrow:— 
How  balifl^  may  seize  his  last  blanket,  to-day, 
Whose  pall  shall  be  held  up  by  noUeo  to-msr* 
row! 

And  Thou,  too,  whose  life,  a  sick  epicure's  dream, 

^nooherent  and  gross,  even  grosser  had  pass'd, 
^^(«e   it   not    for    that    cordial    and    soal-giviBf 
beam. 
Which  his  friendship  and  wit  o'er  thy  nothingiisa 
cast: — 

No,  not  for  the  wealth  of  the  land,  that  soppfiss 
thee 
With  millions  to  heap  upon  Foppery's  shrine  }— 
No,  not  for  the  riches  of  all  who  desfnae  thee. 
Though  this  would  make  Europe's  whole  opulenee 
mine  ;-^ 

Would  I  suffer  what— ev'n  in  the  heart  that  thra 
hast — 
All    mean    as   it   is— must    have    conscioDdy 
bum'd, 
When  the  pittance,  which  shame  had  wmng  frein 
thee  at  last. 
And  which  found  all  his  wants  at  an  end,  was 
retum'd  ;* 

**  Was  this  then  the  fate," — future  agea  wil]  say. 
When  some  names  shall  live  but  in  history's  curse ; 

When  Truth  will  be  heard,  and  these  Lonb  of  a 
day 
Be  forgotten  as  fools,  or  remember'd  as  worse ; — 

«  Was  this  then  the  fate  of  that  high-giiled  man, 
**  The  pride  of  the  palace,  the  bow'r  and  the  hall, 

**  The  orator,— dramatist, — minstrel, — who  ran 
**  Through  each  mode  of  the  lyre,  and  was  master 
ofaU;— 

"  Whose  mind  was  an  essence   compounded  with 
art 
"From  the  finest  and  best  of  all  other  men's 
pow'rs : — 
**  Who  ruled,  like  a  wizard,  the  woild  of  the  heart, 
"  And  could  call  up  its  sunshine,  or  bring  down 
its  show'fs ; — 


>  The  sam  was  two  buadred  poondi— •X«r«d  wbsa 
8h~r— <1 — n  coold  do  Innfer  take  any  snstsnaiice,  aad  da* 
cllned,  for  blm,  by  his  frlendt. 
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e  humor,  as  gay  as  the  fire-fly's  light, 

.y*d  round   every  suoject,  and  shone  as  it 

play'd ; — 

«  wit,  in  the  combat,  as  gentle  as  bright, 

'er  carried  a  heart-stain  away  on  its  blade  ;^ 

e  eloquence — brightening  whatever  it  tried, 

lether   reason   or   fancy,   the   gay   or   the 

grave,— 

as  rapid,  as  deep,  and  as  brilliant  a  tide, 

ever  bore  Freedom  aloft  on  its  wave  !'* 

Qch  was  the  man,  and  so  wretched  his  fate  ; — 

thus,  sooner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve, 

raste  their  mom's  dew  hi  the  beams  of  the 

Great, 

expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve. 

woods  of  the  North  there  are  insects  that 
prey 

he  brain  of  the  elk  till  his  very  last  sigh  ;' 
nius !  thy  patrons,  more  cruel  than  they, 
feed  on  thy  brains,  and  then  leave  thee  to 
die! 


EPISTLE 


rmoM 
TOM  CRIB  TO  BIG  BEN,« 
n.mna  some  focl  flat  in  ▲  late  traniaction.* 

"  Ahl,  mlo  Ben  !•*— Metaitasio.* 

!  Ben,  my  old  hero,  is  this  your  renown  7 
the  new  go  ? — ki<;k  a  man  when  he*s  down ! 
the  foe  has  knock'd  under,  to  tread  on  him 
then — 

fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee.  Bus ! 
!  foul  !'*  all  the  lads  of  the  Fancy  exclaim — 
CT     Shock     is    electrified — Belcher    spits 
flame— 
[oLTNEUx — ay,  even  Pijicky*  cries  "  shame  V* 

inUhts  hnve  observed  that,  upon  dissecting  an  elk, 
in  found  In  its  head  «*ouie  targe  flie^  with  ics  Imiin 
«len  nwny  by  them. —  HiaUtry  of  Poland. 
ckname  given,  at  this  time,  lo  the  Pr— «c  R    g    t. 
tieo  toon  after  Bonaparte's  iranspcrtation  lo  St. 

I  I  sappoM,  was  **  aMlsttod**  to  this  Motto  by  Mr. 


Time  was,  when  John  Bull  little  difference  spied 
Twtxt  the  foe  at  his  feet,  and  the  friend  at  bis  side : 
When  he  found  (such  his  humor  in  fighting  and 

eating) 
His  foe,  like  his  beef-steak,  the  sweeter  for  beating. 
But  this  comes.  Master  Bui,  of  your  cursed  foreign 

•     BOtwns, 
Your  trinkets,  wigs,  thingumbobs,  gold  lace   and 

lotions; 
Your  Noyeaus,  Curagoas,  and   the   Devil   knows 

what — 
(One  swig  of  Blue  Ruin*  is  worth  the  whole  lot !) 
Your  great  and  small  crosae* — (my  eyes,  what  « 

brtxxl! 
A  cross-buttock  from  me  wiuld  do  some  of  them 

good!) 
Which  have  spoiled  you,  iill  hardly  a  drop,  my  old 

porpoise. 
Of  pure  EInglish  claret  m  left  m  your  corpue  ; 
And  (as  Jim  says)  the  only  one  trick,  good  or  bad. 
Of  the  Fancy  you're  up  to,  m  fibbing,  my  lad. 
Hence  it  comes, — Boxiana,  disgrace  to  thy  page  !«- 
Having  floored,  by  good  luck,  the  £'M  swell  of  the 

Bge» 
Having  conquered  the  prime  one^  that  miifd  us  all 

round, 
You  luck'd   him,  old  Bbn,  as  he  gasp'd  on  the 

ground! 
Ay — just  at  the  time  to  show  sptmk,  if  you'd  got 

any— 
Kick'd  him,  and  jaw'd  him,  and  lagg*^  him  to 

Botany! 
Oh,  shade  of  the  Cheeeetnonger  /'  you,  who,  alas, 
Doubled  up,  by  the  doien,  those  Mounseers  in  brass, 
On  that  great  day  o( milling,  when  blood  lay  in  lakes. 
When  Kings  held  the  bottle,  and  Biupope  tlie  stakes. 
Look  down  upon  BKN«-eee  him,  dunghill  all  o'er, 
Instilt  the  falPn  foe,  that  can  harm  him  no  moi« ! 
Out,  cowardly  epooney  ! — again  and  again. 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Bkn. 
To  ehow  the  white  feather  is  many  men's  doomi 
But,  what  of  one  feather? — Bkn  shows  «  wkoU 

Plume. 


Jackson,  who.  It  U  well  known,  keepa  the  moit  learned 
eunipaoy  g«>lnf. 

•  Names  and  nlcknaines  of  eelebrated  pugilUts  at  that 
time. 

•  Gla.  *  Transported. 

•  A  Life  Gaanbinaa,  one  of  th»  fkncy,  who  dtatlnpiitobed 
hlsBseU;  and  was  killed  la  ttie  meinorabte  set  u  at  Waieriuo. 
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L*  Lefsl  ^^^  Maacbera  riehtedono  cha  mia  peiKna  mascbeiata  non  ila  talatata  per  aome  da  uao 
nalgiaiio  11  aao  aavestimento^— CAanouon. 


ctela 


I 


PREFACE. 

In  what  manner  the  following  Epistles  came  into 
my  hands,  it  is  not  necessary  for  the  public  to  know. 
It  will  be  seen  by  Mr.  Fudge's  Second  Letter,  that 
he  is  one  of  those  gentlemen  whose  Secret  Servieee 
in  Ireland,  under  the  mild  ministry  of  my  Lord 
C  OH,  have  been  so  amply  and  gratefully  re* 

munerated.  Like  his  friend  and  associate,  Thomas 
Reynolds,  B^.,  he  had  retired  upon  the  reward  of 
his  honest  industry  ;  but  has  lately  been  induced  to  ap- 
pear again  in  active  life,  and  superintend  the  training 
of  that  Delatorian  Cohort,  which  Lord  S — dm — th, 
in  hb  wisdom  and  benevobnce,  has  organized. 

Whether  Mr.  Fudge,  himself,  has  yet  made  any 
discoveries,  does  not  appear  from  the  following 
pages.  But  much  may  be  expected  from  a  person 
of  his  zeal  and  sagacity,  and,  indeed,  to  him,  Lord 
S — DM — ^TH,  and  the  Greenland-bound  ships,  the 
eyes  of  all  lovers  of  discoverie  are  now  most 
anxiously  directed. 

I  regret  much  that  I  have  been  obliged  to  omit 
Mr.  Bob  Fudge's  Third  Letter,  concluding  the  ad- 
ventures of  his  Day  with  the  Dinner,  Opera,  &c., 
&C. ; — but,  in  consequence  of  some  remarks  upon 
Marinette's  thin  drapery,  which,  it  was  thought, 
might  give  o9ence  to  certain  well-meaning  persons, 
the  manuscript  was  sent  back  to  Paris  for  his  revi- 
Non,  and  had  not  returned  when  the  last  sheet  was 
put  to  press. 

It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  thought  presumptuous,  if 
I  take  this  opportunity  of  complaining  of  a  very 
serious  injustice  I  have  suffered  from  the  public. 
Dr.  King  wrote  a  treatise  to  prove  that  Bbntley 
"  was  not  the  author  of  his  own  book,"  and  a  similar 
absurdity  has  been  asserted  of  me,  in  almost  all  the 
best-informed  literary  circles.  With  the  name  of 
the  real  author  stariug  them  m  the  face,  they  have 
yet  persisted  in  attributing  my  works  to  other  peo- 
ple ;  and  the  fame  of  the  Twopenny  Post-Bag^ 
such  as  it  is — having  hovered  doubtfully  over  various 


persons,  has  at  last  settled  npon  the  head  of  a  cer- 
tain little  gentleman,  who  wears  It,  I  undentand,  as 
complacently  as  if  it  actually  belonj^ed  to 
without  even  the  honesty  of  avowing,  with  hi 
favorite  author,  (he  will  excuse  the  pun,) 
Eyu  ^  'O  MAPOS  opaf 

I  can  only  add,  that  if  any  lady  or  gentkoBan, 
curious  in  such  matters,  will  take  the  trouble  of  catt- 
ing at  my  lodgings,  245  Piccadilly,  I  shall  have  the 
honor  of  assuring  them,  in  propria  pertondf  that  I 
am — hb,  or  her, 

Very  obedient 

And  very  humUe  Senrant, 
THOMAS  BROWN,  TIIE  YOUNGER 

JiprU  17, 1818. 
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LETTER  L 


nOM   MISS  BIDDY   PUDGE  TO  MISS  DOEOTUT  — 
CLONr  uTtf  IN  lEELAND. 


•>r 


Dear  Doll,  while  the  taiSb  of  our  hraaoB  are  plait- 
ing, 
The  trunks  tying  on,  and  Papa,  at  the  door» 
Into  very  bad  French  is,  as  usual,  translutiug 
His  English  resolve  not  to  give  a  9uu  more, 
I  sit  down  to  write  you  a  line-— ojly  Uiick  !— 
A  letter  from  France,  with  Frenr  u  peiu  and  French 

■  ink. 
How  deliglitful !  though,  would  you  betiovs  it,  loy 

dear? 
I  have  seen  nothing  yet  very  -wonderful  hers ; 
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snture,  no  sentiment,  far  as  we've  comey 
coro-flelds  and  tree*  quite  as  dull  as  at  home ; 
t  for  the  post-boy,  his  boots  and  his  queue, 
ju9t  as  well  be  at  Clonkilty  with  you ! 
,  at  Demein's,  did  I  take  from  my  trunk 
vine  fellow,  Sterne,  and  fall  reading  **  The 
Monk ;" 

did  I  think  of  his  charming  Dead  Ass, 
nember  the  crust  and  the  wallet — alas  I 
iks  can  be  had  now  for  love  or  for  money, 
ing.  Pa  says,  to  that  infidel  Boney  ;) 
ough  one  little  Neddy  we  saw  in  our  drive 
slassical  Nampont,  the  beast  was  alive ! 

by,  though,  at  Calais,  Papa  had  a  touch 
luce  on  the  pier,  which  affected  me  much, 
sight  of  that  spot,  where  our  darling  Diz- 

lUIT 

first  of  hb  own  dear  legitimate  feet,' 
d  out  so  exactly,  and — God  bless  the  mark ! 
K>t,  Dolly,  worthy  so  Grand  a  Monarque,) 
laim*d,  **  Oh,  mon  Roi !"  and,  with  tear- 
Iropping  eye, 

>  gaze  on  the  spot — while  some  Jacobin, 
ligh, 

i  out  with  a  shrug,  (what  an  insolent  thing !) 
i,  he  be  right — 'tis  de  Englishman's  King ; 
ffro8  pied  de  cocAon— begar,  me  vil  say 
foot  look  mosh  better,  if  tum*d  toder  way." 
the  pillar,  too— Lord !  I  had  nearly  forgot— 
charming  idea  ! — raised  close  to  the  spot ; 
de  being  now,  (as  youVe  heard,  I  suppose,) 
1  tombs  over  legs,*  and  raise  pillars  to  toes. 

ill  that's  occurred  sentimental  as  yet ; 
indeed,  some  little  flowV-nymphs  weVe  met, 
turb  one's  romance  with  pecuniary  views, 

flow'rs  in  your  path,  and  then — bawling 
>r  sous  / 

ne  picturesque  beggars,  whose   multitudes 
eem 

1  the  good  days  of  the  ancien  regime, 
igged  and  brisk,  youMI  be  happy  to  learn, 

thin   as  they  were  in  the  time  of  dear 

iTESMC 

:y  consists  (in  a  neat  Calais  job) 

I  and  myself,  Mr.  Connor  and  Bob. 

nember  how  sheepish  Bos  lookM  at  Kil- 

andy, 

"d  !  he*8  quite  alter'd — they've  made  hfan  a 

Hmdy; 


ouncmnrRts  the  lanftisff  of  Lnals  le  MiM  flmm 
the  InipreMlun  of  bU  foot  is  uiarked  out  oo  tbs  |ilsr 


A  thbg,  yoo  know,  whidier^d,  gn«t-ooated»  and 

laoedy 
Like  an  hour-glass,  exceedingly  small  in  the  waist: 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creatures,  unknown  yet  to 

scholars, 
With  heads,  so  immoveably  stuck  fai  shirt-eollais. 
That  seats,  like  our  music-stools,  soon  most  be  foond 

them, 
To  twirl,  when  the  creatures  may  wish  to  look  round 

them. 
In  short,  dear,  **  a  Dandy^  describes  what  I  mean, 
And  Bob's  far  the  best  of  the  genus  I've  seen : 
An  hnproving  young  man,  fond  of  learning,  ambi* 

tk>us. 
And  goes  now  to  Paris  to  study  French  dishest 
Wbooe    names^-think,  how    quick !    he    already 

knows  pat, 
M  la  braite,  petita  p&th,  and— what  d'ye  call  that 
They  inflict  on  potatoes  7— oh  !  maitre  d^kaUl— 
I  assure  yoo,  dear  Dolly,  he  knows  them  as  weU 
As  if  nothing  else  all  his  life  he  had  eat, 
Thoogh  a  bit  of  them  Bobby  has  never  touch'd  yet ; 
But  just  knows  the  names  of  Fiench  dishes  and 

cooks, 
As  dear  Pa  knows  the  titles  of  authors  and  books. 

As  to  Pa,  what  d'ye  think  7 — mind,  it's  all  entre  nout. 
But  you  know,  k>ve,  I  oever  keep  secrets  from  you^ 
Why,  he's  writing  a  book — what!  a  tale?  a  ro- 
mance 1 
No,  ye  Gods,  would  it  were ! — but  his  Travels  in 

France ; 
At  the  special  desire  (he  let  out  t'other  day) 
Of  his  great  friend  and  patron,  my  Lord  C^-stl-r-oh, 

Who  said, "  My  dear  Fuoqe" 1  forget  the  exact 

words. 
And,  it's  strange,  no  one  ever  remembers  my  Lord's ; 
But  'twas  something  to  say  that,  as  all  must  allow 
A  good  orthodox  work  is  muoh  wanting  just  now. 
To  expouiMl  to  the  world  the  new— 4hiugttmroi»^ 

soience. 
Found  out   by  the — what's-its-name — IJoly  Alli- 
ance, 
And  prove  to  mankind  that  their  rights  are  but  folly, 
Their  freedom   a  joke,  (which  it  is,  you  know, 

Dolly,) 
**  There's  none,"  said  his  Lordship,  **  if  /  may  be 

judge. 
Half  so  fit  for  this  great  nndertakmg  as  Fudge  !" 

The  matter's  soon  settled— Pa  flies  to  the  Rom 
(The^rsl  stage  your  tourists  now  usually  go,) 


St  CaUto  and  a  pillar  with  an  Inacriptloa  ndaed  niipmUe  Is 
the  spot  *C;ilila>inbede,4ie^|u. 


400 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Settle*  all  for  ha  quarto— adyertnenienti, 

Startfl  post  from  the  door,  with  his  tablets — French 

phra^ies — 
*  Scctt's  Visit,"  of  coutBe-Ma  short,  ev*ry  thing  he 

lias 
An  author  can  want,  except  words  and  ideas  :^- 
AdA,  la !  the  first  thing,  in  Uie  spring  of  the  year, 
Is  Puiu  Fudge  at  the  front  of  u  Quarto,  my  dear ! 

But,  bless  me,  my  paper*s  near  out,  so  Vd  better 
Draw  fast  to  a  close : — ^this  exceeding  long  letter 
You  owe  to  a  dejeikntr  a  la  fourehettet 
Which  Bobby  would  have,  and  is  hard  at  it  yet— 
What*8  next  7  oh,  the  tutor,  the  last  of  the  party. 
Young  Connor  : — they  say  he's  so  like  Bonaf aktk. 
His    nose    and    his    chin-^which    Papa    rather 

dreads. 
As  the  Bourbons,  you  know,  are  suppreesing  all 

heads 
That  resemble  old   Nap's,  and  who    knows  but 

their  honors 
May  think,  in  their  fright,  of  suppressik^g  poor  Con- 

Noa's  7 
Au  reste,  (as  we  say,)  the  young  lad*s  well  enough, 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and 

stuff; 
A  third  cousin  of  ours,  by  the  way^poor  as  Job 

(Though  of  royal  descent  by  the  side  of  Mamma,) 
And  for  charity  made  private  tutor  to  Bob  ; — 
Entre  nous,  too,  a  Papist — how  lib'ral  of  Pa  ! 

Tilts  is  all,  dear, — forgive  me  for  breaking  offthus. 
But  Bod*8  dc'iikner'e  done,  and  Papa's  in  a  fuss. 

RF. 

P.  S. 

How  provoking  of  Pa  '  he  will  not  let  me  stop 
Just  to  run  in  and  rummage  some  milliner's  shop ; 
And  my  debut  in  Paris,  I  blush  to  think  on  it. 
Must  now,  DoLX.,  be  made  in  a  hideous  low  bonnet 
But  Paris,  dear  Paris !-  oh,  there  will  be  joy. 
And  romance,  and  high  bonnets,  and  Madame  Le 
Roi!* 


^  A  eeleforated  mantna-maker  In  Part*. 

s  This  eicelleat  IniitaUon  of  the  noUe  Lord's  style  shows 
how  deeply  Mr.  Fudi^  mast  have  studied  bis  Krent  original. 
Irish  oratory,  indeed,  abounds  with  such  startling  pecu- 
liarities. Thus  the  eloquent  Oiunsellor  B—  ,  In  de- 
scribing some  hypocritical  pretender  to  chnrity,  said,  "  He 
pu*  his  hand  in  his  breeches-pocket,  like  a  crocodile,  and,** 


LETTER  II. 


raoM  riiii.  fudge,  esq.,  to  thk  loed  vimwwf 


Parii. 
A?  length,  my  Lord,  I  have  the  blifli 
To  date  to  you  a  line  from  this 
"  Demoralized"  metropolis ; 
Where,  by  plebeiana  low  and  scurvy, 
The  throne  was  tum'd  quite  topsy-turvy, 
And  Kingship,  tumbled  from  its  seat, 
"  Stood  prostrate"  at  the  people's  feet ; 
Where  (still  to  use  your  Lordship's  tropes} 
The  level  of  obedience  elopew 
Upward  and  downward,  as  the  stream 
Of  hydra  faction  kicks  the  beam  !* 
Where  the  poor  Palace  changes  masteii 

Quicker  than  a  snake  its  skin, 
And  Louis  is  roll'd  out  on  castors, 

While  Bonky's  borne  on  shoulders  in  :^- 
But  where,  in  every  change,  no  doubt. 

One  special  good  your  Lordship 
That  'tis  the  Kings  alone  turn  out. 

The  Ministers  still  keep  their  pli 


How  oft,  dear  Viscount  C- 


•GH, 


I've  thought  of  thee  upon  the  way. 
As  in  my  job  (what  place  could  be 
More  apt  to  wake  a  thought  of  thee  7)— 
Or,  oflener  far,  when  gravely  sitting 
Upon  my  dicky,  (as  is  fitting 
For  him  who  writes  a  Tour,  that  he 
May  more  of  men  and  manners  see,) 
I've  thought  of  thee  and  of  thy  glories, 
Thou  guest  of  Kings,  and  King  of  Tories ! 
Reflecting  how  thy  fame  has  grown 

And  spread,  beyond  man's  usual  share. 
At  home,  abroad,  till  thou  art  known. 

Like  Major  Semplk,  everywhere ! 
And  marv'ling  with  what  powers  of  breath 
Your  Lordship,  having  speech'd  to  death 
Some  hundreds  of  your  fellow-men. 
Next  speech'd  to  Sov'reigns'  ears, — and  when 
All  Sov'reigns  else  were  dozed,  at  last 
Speech'd  down  the  Sov'reign'  of  Belfast. 
Oh  !  mid  the  praises  and  the  trophies 
Thou  gain'st  from  Moroeophs  and  Sophis  ; 


s  The  title  of  the  chief  roagivCnite  of  Belfast,  beDm  whoa 
his  Lordship  (with  the  "studium  Imnume  loquendi**  at- 
tributed by  Olid  U)  that  chattering  and  rapncknis  class  of 
birds,  the  pies)  delivered  sundry  long  and  ■elf-gratalalorj 
orations,  on  his  return  fK>m  the  Ointinenl.  It  was  at  om 
of  these  Irish  dinners  that  his  gallani  brot)*'^*  Lord  8.,  pre* 
posed  the  health  of  **  The  best  cavalry  (rl  vw  la 
the  Regent  !** 
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'   Mid  a*]  the  tributes  to  thy  fame, 

There*8  one  thou  shouldst  be  chiefly  pleased  at— 
That  Ireland  gives  her  snuff  thy  name, 

And  C  GH*s  the  thing  now  sneezed  at ! 

Bnt  hold,  my  pen  ! — a  truce  to  praisings 

Though  ev*n  your  Lordship  will  allow 
The  theme*B  temptations  are  amazing  ; 

But  time  and  ink  run  short,  and  now,  * 

(As  thou  wouldst  say,  my  guide  and  teacher 

In  tliese  gay  metaphoric  fringes, 
I  most  embark  into  the  feature 

On  which  this  letter  chiefly  hinges  ;)'— 
My  Book,  the  Book  that  is  to  provc^-^ 
And  will,  (so  help  ye  Sprites  above, 
That  sii  :n  clouds,  as  grave  as  judges, 
Watching  the  labors  of  the  Fudges  !) 
Will  prove  that  all  the  world,  at  present. 
Is  in  a  state  extremely  pleasant ; 
That  Europe — ^thanks  to  royal  swoi\k 

And  bayonets,  and  the  Duke  commanding-* 
Enjoys  a  peace  which,  like  the  Lord's, 

Passeth  all  human  understanding: 
That  France  prefers  her  go-cart  King 

To  such  a  coward  scamp  as  Bonet  ; 
Though  round,  with  each  a  leading-string. 

There  standeth  many  a  Royal  crony, 
'^or  fear  the  chubby,  tott*ring  thing 

Should  fall,  if  leA  there  ioney-poney  — 
That  England,  too,  the  more  her  debtr, 
The  more  she  spends,  the  richer  gets ; 
And  that  the  Irish,  grateful  nation ! 

Remember  when  by  thee  reign'd  over 
And  bleas  thee  for  their  flagellation 

As  Heloisa  did  her  lover  !'^ 
That  Poland,  left  for  Russia's  lunch  • 

l^non  the  fti^'^^board,  snug  reposes 
While  Saxony's  as  pleased  as  Punch, 

And  Norway  "  on  a  bed  of  roses !" 
That,  as  for  some  few  million  souls, 

Transferr'd  by  contract,  bless  the  clods ! 
If  half  were  strangled — Spaniards,  Poles, 

And  Frenchmen — 'twouldu't  Jiake  much  odds, 
So  Europe^s  goodly  Royal  ones. 
Sit  easy  on  their  sacred  thrones ; 
So  Fbeoinand  embroiders  gayly,* 
And  Louis  eats  his  salmi,*  daily  ; 


>  VeriMtlm  from  one  of  the  noble  VUconnt*8  Speech* 
**  And  now,  Sir,  I  must  embark  into  the  feature  on  which 
this  question  chiefly  hinges/* 

•  See  her  Letters. 

*  It  would  be  an  edifying  thing  to  write  a  history  of  the 
privmie  aoiusements  of  sovereigns,  tracing  them  down  from 
the  fly-sticking  of  Uomitian,  the  niole-calching  of  Artabanns, 
the  hng-mlmicklng  of  Parmenides,  the  horse-enrrylng  of 
AksUi,  to  the  petticoat-embroidering  of  Ferdinand,  and  the 
yailemie-playlng  of  the  P       e  R 1 


So  time  is  left  to  Emperor  San dt 
To  be  half  Cesar  and  half  Dandy ; 
And  G— GE  the  R— a — r  (who'd  forget 
That  doughtiest  chieftain  of  the  set  7) 
Hath  wherewithal  for  trinkets  new, 

For  dragons,  after  Chinese  models, 
And  chamben  wliere  Dtike  Ho  and  Soo, 

Might    come     and    nine    times    knock    their 
noddles! — 
All  this  my  Quarto'Il  prove— much  more 
Than  Quarto  ever  proved  before : 
In  reos'ning  with  the  Post  1*11  vie, 
My  facts  the  Courier  shall  supply, 
My  jokes  V — ^ns — r,  P — le  mj  "^nse, 
And  thou,  sweet  Lord,  my  eloquence ! 

My  Jounud,  penu'd  by  fits  and  starts. 

On  Biddy's  back  or  Bobby's  shoulder, 
(My  son,  my  Lord,  a  youth  of  parts, 

Who  longs  to  be  a  small  place-holder^ 
Is — though  /  say't,  that  shouldn't  say — 
Extremely  good  ;  and,  by  the  way, 
One  extract  from  it — only  on&-* 
To  show  its  spirit,  and  I've  donew 
"  Jul  thirty-first, — Went,  after  snack, 

**  To  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Denny ; 
"  Sigh'd  o'er  the  Kings  of  ages  back, 

"  And— ^ve  the  old  Concierge  a  penny. 
"  {Mem. — Must  see  Rheims,  much  famed,  'tis  Mki, 
"  For  making  Kings  and  gingerbread.) 
«  Was  showu  the  tomb  where  lay,  so  stately, 
**  A  little  Bourbon,  buried  lately, 
**  Thrice  high  and  puissant,  we  were  told, 
"  Though  ouly  twenty-four  hours  old  1* 
**  Hear  this,  thought  I,  ye  Jacobins : 
**  Ye  BurdettB,  tremble  in  your  skins ! 
"  If  Royalty,  but  aged  a  day, 
"  Can  boa»t  such  high  and  puissant  sway, 
"  What  impious  hand  its  pow'r  would  fix, 
"  Full  fledged  and  wigg'd*  at  fifty-six  I" 


The  argument's  quite  new,  you 
And  proves  exactly  Q.  EL  D. 
So  now,  with  duty  to  the  R— g — t, 
I  am,  dear  Lord, 

Your  most  obedient, 


P.  F. 


*  Otf/a  Tt,  Old  iiovn  iiorpt^ttf  0avt\mi* 

UoMsm,  Odf»9, 3. 

•  So  described  on  the  coflin :  **  tri«-!liaute  et  pnlssame 
Prlncesse,  ag*e  d'nn  jour." 

>  There  It  a  Ailness  and  breadth  In  this  portrait  of  Royal- 
ty, which  reminds  as  of  what  Pliny  says,  in  speaking  of 
Trejan*s  great  qualities :— **  nonne  icngo  iattfui  Prlaclpsm 
ostentantt** 


I 


I 


V 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Hdtel  Brtteuil,  Rue  Rivo^L 
Neat  lodgings— rather  dear  for  me ; 
But  Biddy  said  she  thought  'twould  look 
Grenteeler  thus  to  date  my  Book  ; 
And  BiD0Y*s  right—- besides,  it  curries 
Some  favor  with  our  (lieuls  at  Mu&RAT*i» 
Who  scorn  what  any  man  can  say, 
Tliat  dates  (rom  Rue  St.-Uonor6 !' 


LETTER  III. 


FEOV  MR.  BOB  PUDGB  TO  RICHARD 


Oil  Dick  !  you  may  talk  of  your  writing  and  read- 
ing* 
Your  Logic  and  Greek»  but  there's  nothing  like 

feeding ; 
And  this  a  the  place  for  it,  Dickt,  you  dog. 
Of  all  places  on  earth — the  head-quarters  of  Prog ! 
Talk  of   England — her  famed   Magna  Chartai  I 

swear,  is 
A  humbug,  a  flam,  to  the  Carte*  at  old  Vjcrt*s  ; 
And  as  for  your  Juries— to Ao  woul«  not  set  o^er 

'em 
A  Jury  of  Tasters,'  with  wooucocks  before  'em  7 
Give  Cartwright  his    Parliaments,    fresh    every 

year; 
But  those  friends  of  whort  dmmona  would  never  do 

here ; 
And,  let  Romilly  speak  as  he  will  on  the  question. 
No  Digest  of  Law's  like  the  laws  of  digestion ! 

By  the  by,  Dick,  /  fatten — ^but  nHmporte  fcr  that, 
'TIS  the  mode— your  Legitimates  always  get  fat 
There's  the  R— <3 — t,  there's  Louis — and  Boney 

tried  too, 
But,    though     somewhat     imperial     in    paunch, 

'twouldu't  do : — 


>  See  the  Quarterly  Review  for  May,  1816,  where  Mr. 
Ilobhuuct:  is  nrctti«ed  <:f  having  written  hit  book  *'  in  a  back 
street  of  the  French  capital  ** 

I  The  Bill  of  Pare. — V^ry.  a  well-known  Restanrateur. 

*  Mr.  Boballudet  pMrticulnrly,  I  pre^came,  to  the  rnnioos 
Jury  Oefnistateor,  which  osed  to  assemble  at  the  Hdiel  of 
M.  GrliiKHi  de  la  Reynif  re,  and  of  which  this  nHidern  Ar- 
chestr.itu!^  has  given  an  acc<iunt  in  his  AlmanachdesGour* 
KiNnd!!.  cinqui^nie  annee,  p.  78. 

*  The  fniry-land  of  cookery  and  fourwMndU*  :  **  Pays,  ou 
le  ciel  olTre  les  viandes  toates  caltes,elou«couinie  on  parle, 
Ics  nioueues  Uiuibent  toates  rutiea.  Da  Latin,  coquire.'* — 
DMckat. 

*  The  pmce<s  by  which  the  liver  of  the  anfortoante  gnose 
*a  enlarged,  In  order  to  produce  that  richest  of  all  dainties. 


He  improved,  indeed^  much  in  this  point,  mhtm  In 

wed, 
But  he  ne*er  grew  right  royally  fat  in  the  Aecd. 

Dick,  Dick,  what  a  place  is    this    Paris.— hot 

stay- 
As  my  raptures  may  bore  yon,  1*11  just  sketch  i 

day. 
As  we  pass  it,  myself  and  some  comrades  Fve  got, 
All  thorough-bred  OnoMtics,  who  know  what  ii 

what 

After  dreaming  some  honrs  of  the  land  of  C»- 

caign^,* 
That  Elysium  of  all  that  mfriand  and  nice. 
Where  for  hail  they  have  bon-bone,  and  daret  tat 

rain. 
And  the  skaitera  in  winter  show  olT  on  crMH- 

ico; 
Where  so  ready  all  nature  its  cckery  yieldsy 
Maearofd  au  parmesan  grows  in' the  fields; 
Little  biids  fly  about  with  the  true  pheasant  taiit. 
And  the  geese  Are  all  bom  with  a  liver  oomplaiiit  f 
I  rise— put  on  neckcloth — stiflT,  tight,  as  can  be— 
For  a  lad  who  goes  into  the  world,  Dick«  like  me. 
Should  have  his  neck  tied  up,  you  know — there*s  M 

doubt  of  it— 
Almost  as  tight  as  tome  lads  who  go  otU  of  it 
With  whiskers  well  oilM,  and  with  boots  that  "hold 

up 
**  The  mirror  j)  nature*'— so  bright  you  ooold  sop 
Ofl*  the  leather  like  china ;   with  coat,  too,  that 

druws 
On  the  tailor,  who  sufiera,  a  martyr^s  applaose ! 
With  head  bridled  up,  like  a  four-in-hand  leader. 
And    stays— devil's    in    them — too    tight   for  a 

feeder, 
I  strut  to  the  old  Cafd  Hardy,  which  yet 
Beats  the  field  at  a  dejeiiner  a  la  fovrchette. 
There,  Dick,  what  a  breakfast !  oh,  not  like  your 

ghost 
Of  a  breakfast  in  England,  your  cursed  tea  aod 

toast;* 


the  foie  grot,  of  which  such  renowned  pdUs  are  nnde-at 
8tra<(bourg  and  Toulnnse,  is  thus  described  Id  the  Cum 
Oattronomifue : — "On  displume  restomac  des  oles ;  oo  at- 
tache ensuite  ces  animaax  aox  cheoets  d*ane  cbemlnee,  et 
on  les  nourrit  devant  le  feu.  La  captKii^  et  la  chaleor 
donnent  A  ces  volatlles  one  maladie  h^.mtlqQe,  qui  fait 
gonfler  leur  foie,**  Itc^  p  900. 

*  Is  Mr.  Bob  aware  that  his  contempt  for  tea  reoderi  him 
liable  to  a  chanre  of  mtheitm  1  8uch,  at  least,  is  the  opinloa 
cited  in  Ckriatian.  Fhltter.  JimxnilaL  Pkii^.-^^  Atbean 
Interpretabatur  hominem  ad  herlA  The  avenuni-**  lie  woald 
not,  1  think,  have  been  so  irreverent  to  this  btvent»ci 
scholars,  if  he  had  read  Peter  PetiCe  Poem  In  praise  of  Tea, 
addressed  to  the  learned  Umet—or  the  Epigraphe  whick 
Petklinne  wrote  for  an  altar  he  meant  tr»  dedicate  In  this  hark 


I 


J 
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Bat  «  ndeboard,  yoa  dog,  where  one's  eye  rovee 

ebont, 
like  a  Turk's  in  the  Haram,  and  thenoe  angleB  oat 
One  pate  of  larks,  just  to  tune  up  the  throat, 
One's  small  limbs  of  chickens,  done  en  papiUottt 
One's  erudite  cutlets,  dresi'd  all  ways  but  plain, 
Or    one's    kidneys— imagine,    Dick— done    with 

champagne ! 
Then,  some  gtaases  of  Beaune,  to  dilute— or,  may- 
hap, 
Chambertin,^  which  yoa  know's  the  pet  tipple  of 

Nap, 
And  which  Dad,  by  the  by,  that  legitimate  stickler. 
Much  scruples  to  taste,  but  Fm  not  so  particMar. — 
Your  coflSse  comes  next,  by  prescription :  and  then, 

Dick,  's 
The  coflfee's  ne'er-failing  and  glorious  appendix, 
(If  books  had  but  such,  my  old  Grecian,  depend  ont, 
Fd  swallow  ev'n  W — tk — ns',  for  sake  of  the  end 

oo'g 
A  neat  glass  of  parfait-amour,  which  one  sips 
Jost  as  if  bottled  Telvet*  tipp'd  over  on«>'s  lips. 
Thii  repast  being  ended,  and  paia  for — (how  odd ! 
Till  a  man's  used  to  paying,  there's  something  so 

queer  in't  !)^ 
The  sun  now  well  out,  and  the  girls  all  abroad. 
And  the  world  enough  air'd  for  as,  Nu'js,  to  ap> 

poar  in't. 
We  lounge  up  the  Boulevards,  where— oh,  Dick, 

the  phyzzes. 
The  turn-outs,  we  meet — what  a  nation  of  quizzes  I 
Here  toddles  along  some  old  figure  of  fun. 
With  a  coat  you  might  date  Anno  Domini  1. ; 
A  laced  hat,  worstea  fftockiugs,  and — noble  old  soul ! 
A  fine  riband  and  cross  in  hie  best  button-hole  ; 
Just  such  as  our  Pa        ce,  who  nor  reason  nor  fun 

dreads. 
Inflicts,  witnout  ev'n  s  court-martial,  on  hundreds.' 
Here  trips  a  griaettet  with  a  foud,  roguish  eye, 
(Rather  eatable  things  these  grisettet  by  the  by  ^ 
And  there  an  old  deMoiaelle,  almost  as  fond, 
In  a  silk  that  has  stood  since  the  time  of  the  Fronde. 


—or  tlM  Anacreontioi  of  Peter  Pranau*^  la  which  he  calls 
Tea 

I        The  fnllowinf  passafe  from  one  of  these  Anaereontlcfl 
•    will,  I  have  no  doubt,  bo  gratifying  to  all  true  Thebls. 

!6eoi(,  5c<Mtv  Tt  varpi, 
AiSot  ro  ¥iKrap  'II fill 

I  XKVfOtf  c»  ftVpptttOlCtf 

Tm  KaXXxX  9p€9avciU 
I  Ka\aif  xtpi99i  Kovfiai 


i    Which  may  be  uiu  translated :- 

1 


There  goes  a  French  Dandj — ah,  Dick!  onrike 
some  ones 

We've  seen  about  Whitk's— the  .Mounseen  are  but 
rum  ones; 

Such  hats ! — fit  for  monkex's— I'd  back  Mrs  Dra- 
per 

To  cut  neater  weather-boards  out  of  brown  paper : 

And  coats— »how  I  wMi,  if  it  wouldn't  distress  'em, 

They*d  club  for  old  Ba — mm — ^l,  from  Calais,  to 
dress  'em ! 

The  collar  sticks  out  from  the  neck  such  a  space. 
That  you'd  swear  'twas  the  plan  of  this  head- 
lopping  nation. 

To  leave  there  behind  them  a  snug  little  place 
For  the  head  to  drop  into,  on  decapitation. 

In  short,  what  with  mountebanks,  cotmts,  and  fri- 
sears, 

Some  mtimmeri  by  trade,  and  the  rest  amateui»— 

What  with  captains  m  new  jockey-boots  and  silk 
breeches. 
Old  dustmen  with  swinging  great  opera-hatB, 

And  shoeblacks  reclining  by  statues  in  nkshes. 
There  never  was  seen  such  a  race  of  Jack 
Sprats! 

From  the  Boulevards — ^but  hearken ! — y*n — as  Fm 

a  siidier, 
The  clock  is  just  striking  the  half-honr  to  dmner : 
So  no  more  at  present— «hort  time  for  adorning— 
My  Day  must  be  finish'd  some  other  fine  mom* 

ing. 
Now,  hey  for  old  Beauvimjbrs'*  larder,  my  boy ! 
And,  once  there,  if  the  Goddess  of  Beauty  and  Joy 
Were  to  write  **  Come  and  kiss  me,  dear  Bos !"  I'd 

not  budge- 
Not  a  step,  Dick,  as  sure  as  my  name  is 

R.  Fuoai. 


Tes,letHebs  everyoanf, 

High  la  henv'n  her  nectar  hild, 
Anil  to  Jove*s  ImnMNtal  thnwg 

Poar  the  tide  In  cape  of  girfd^ 
ru  not  envy  heaven**  Prineet, 

While,  with  smiwy  hamta,  for  sm, 
Kats  the  china  tea-cap  rinace. 

And  puofB  out  her  best  Bohea ! 

>  The  (Kvnrlte  wine  of  Napoleoa 

S  Vd^urt  ea  k0minU4. 

•  It  was  salJ  by  Wlcquefhrt,  more  than  a  handred  yenn 
ago,  **  Le  Rol  d*AngteteiTe  (hit  seal  pla«  de  chevaliers  que 
toos  les  antres  Rnls  de  la  ChrStientS  ensetuble/*— What 
would  he  say  now  t 

4  A  celebrated  restaaratear. 
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LETTER  IV. 


FROM  FHEUM  CONNOR  TO 


"  Return  I" — ^no,  never,  while  the  with*ring  hand 
Of  bigot  power  is  on  that  hapless  land  ; 
While,  for  the  faith  my  fathers  held  to  God, 
Ev*n  in  the  fields  where  free  those  fathers  trod, 
I  am  proscribed,  and — like  the  spot  left  bare 
In  IsraePs  halls,  to  tell  the  proud  and  fair 
Amidst  their  mirth,  that  Slav*ry  bad  been  there* — 
On  all  I  love,  home,  parents,  friends,  I  trace 
The  mournful  mark  of  bondage  and  disgrace ! 
No ! — let  tkem  stay,  who  in  their  country's  pangs 
See  naught  but  food  for  factions  and  harangues ; 
Who  yearly  kneel  before  their  masters^  doors, 
And  hawk  their  wrongs,  as  beggars  do  their  sores : 
StiU  let  your"      •  »  »  •  » 

«  «  »  »  •  m 

Still  hope  and  sufler,  all  who  can  ! — ^but  I, 
Who  durst  not  hope,  and  cannot  bear,  must  fly. 

But  whither  ?— every  where  the  scourge  purF«uei» — 
Turn  where  he  will,  the  wretched  wanderer  views. 
In  the  bright,  broken  hopes  of  all  his  race, 
Countless  reflections  of  th*  Oppressor's  face. 
Everywhere  gallant  hearts,  and  spirits  true, 
Are  served  up  victims  to  the  vile  and  few  ; 
While  E — gl — d,  everywhere — the  general  foe 
Of  Truth  and  Freedom,  wheresoe'e*"  they  glow — 
Is  first,  when  tyrants  strike,  to  aid  the  blow 

Oh,  E — gl — d  !  could  such  poor  revenge  atone 
For  wrongs,  that  well  might  claim  the  deadliest  one ; 
Were  it  a  vengeance,  sweet  enough  to  sate 
The  wretch  who  flies  from  thy  intolerant  hate, 
To  hear  his  curses  on  such  burb'rous  sway 
Echoed,  where'er  he  bends  his  cheerless  way  ; — 
Could  this  content  him,  every  lip  he  meets 
Teems    for    his   vengeance   with    such    poisonous 

sweets ; 
Were  this  his  lux'ry,  never  is  thy  name 
Pronounced,  but  he  doth  banquet  on  thy  shame  ; 
Hearj  maledictions  ring  from  every  side 
Ujwn  that  grasping  power,  that  selfish  pride. 
Which  vaunts  its  own,  and  scorns  all  rights  beside  ; 
That  low  and  desp'rate  envy,  which  to  blast 
A  neighbor's  blessings,  risks  the  few  thou  hast  ;— 


1  "  They  used  to  leave  a  yard  square  of  the  wall  of  the 
house  un|ila!>UTC(l,  on  which  Ihey  wrote,  In  large  letters, 
either  the  fore-iiicntioncd  verse  of  the  P.«alnii8t  ('  If  I  forget 
thee,  O  Jerusuleni,*  Slc.)  or  the  words — *  The  memory  of 
the  desolation.'  *' — Leo  of  MotUna. 

*  I  have  thought  It  prudent  to  omit  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Phellm  Connor's  letter.    Ho  Is  evidently  an  Intemperate 


That  monster.  Self,  too  grots  to  be  coneeal'd» 

Which  ever  lurks  behind  thy  profier'd  shield  ;-^ 

That  faithless  craft,  which,  in  thy  hoar  of  need. 

Can  court  the  slave,  can  swear  he  sbal]  be  fraed» 

Yet  basely  spurns  him,  when  thy  point  is  gnin'dp 

Back  to  hie  masters,  ready  gagg*d  and  chain'd 

Worthy  associate  of  that  band  of  Kings, 

That  royal,  rav'ning  flock,  whose  vampire  wingi 

O'er  sleeping  Europe  treacherously  brood. 

And  fan  her  into  dreams  of  promised  good. 

Of  hope,  of  freedom — but  to  drain  her  blood ! 

If  thus  to  hear  thee  branded  be  a  Uias 

That  Vengeance  loves,  there's  yet  more  sweet  thii 

this. 
That  'twas  an  Irish  head,  an  Irish  heart. 
Made  iliee  the  fall'n  and  tamish'd  thing  tboa  ait ; 
That,  as  the  centaur*  gave  th'  infected  vest 
In  which  he  died,  to  rack  his  conqu'ror's  breatrt. 
We  sent  thee  C— — on : — as  heaps  of  dead 


Have  slain  their  slayers  by  the  pest  they  spread. 
So  hath  ooT  land  breathed  out,  thy  fame  to  dim. 
Thy  strength  to  waste,  and  rot  thee,  soul  and  limln 
Her  worst  infections  all  condensed  in  him ! 

•  ••«•• 

When  will  tlie  world  shake  off  such  yokes?  oh, 

when 
Will  that  redeeming  day  shine  out  on  men, ' 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  free 
As  Heav'n  and  Nature  meant  mankind  should  be ! 
When  Reason  shall  no  longer  blindly  bow 
To  the  vile  pagod  things,  that  o'er  her  bro^ 
Like  him  of  Jaghernaut,  drive  trampling  now ; 
Nor  Couqucfit  dare  to  desolute  Qod's  earth; 
Nor  drunken  Viot'ry,  with  a  Nebo's  mirth, 
Strike  her  lewd  harp  amidst  a  people's  groans;^ 
But,  built  on  lovo,  the  world's  exalted  throneb 
Shull  to  the  virtuous  and  the  wise  bo  given — 
Those  bright,  tbo^e  solo  Legitimates  of  Heaven  1 

}V?t€n  will  this  be?— or,  oh  1  is  it,  in  tmth, 

But  cue  of  those  Hwcct,  day-break  dreams  of  youth, 

In  which  the  Soul,  m  round  her  morning  springs, 

'Twi.xt  Bleep  and  wuking,  sees  such  dazzling  things! 

And  mU'-^t  t))c  liope,  a»  vuin  as  it  is  bright, 

Be  all  reaigu'd  i — and  are  they  only  right, 

Who  flny  this  world  of  thinking  souls  was  made 

To  be  by  Kingu  partltionM,  truck'd,  and  weighM 

In  Bcales  that,  ever  since  the  world  begnn 

Uave  counted  millions  but  as  dust  to  one  ! 


young  man,  and  has  associated  with  his  oonslns,  the  Fodgv* 
to  very  little  purpctse. 

*                         Membra  et  Ilcrculeos  toros 
UHt  lues  Nessea 

Illo,  Ule  victor  vlncitor. 

Sbmkc  Naxmi,  OtL 
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e  only  wise,  who  laugh  to  icoini 

the  freedom  to  which  man  was  bom  7  . 

»  •  •  «  • 

•  •  •  •  • 

to  k'uH  each  sep'rate  rod  of  pow*r, 
he  reigns,  the  minion  of  the  hour ; 
ch  would-be  God,  that  o*er  them  mores, 
le  thundering  of  his  brass  for  Jovk*s  ! 
isdom,  then  farewell,  my  books, 
e  shrines  of  old,  ye  classic  brooks, 
my  soul  with  currents,  pure  and  fair, 
ruth,  that  now  must  stagnate  there  !— 
lirmes  that  touch  the  lyre  with  light, 
Greece,  and  her  immortal  fight 
,  which  once  awaked  my  strings, 
le  Grand  Conspiracy  of  Kings, 
Legitimates,  the  Holy  Band, 
r  eT*n  than  He  of  Sparta's  land, 
ole  million*,  panting  to  be  free, 
-d  the  pass  of  right-line  tyranny, 
lim,  th'  Athenian  bard,  whose  blade 

he  onset  which  his  pen  portray*d, 

•  •  •  •  • 


But,  Lord,  such  a  place!   and  then,  Dollt,  my 


of  Aristideb — wo  the  day 
i  should  mingle  !— welcome  C- 


-gh! 


we  ofT,  at  this  unhallowed  name,' 
of  old,  when  words  ill-omen*d  came, 
all  tell  thee,  bitterly  shall  tell, 

jat  •  •  •  • 

•  •  •  •  • 

hat— could  patience  hold — 'twere  wiser 
11  hid  and  burning  where  they  are. 


LETTER  V 

8  BIOOY  FUDGE  TO  MISS  DOROTHY  — . 

me  since  I  wrote  ! — Vm  a  sad,  naughty 

I,  like  a  tee-totum,  Fm  all  in  a  twirl  ]-^ 

s  you  wittily  say)  a  tee-totum 

1  its  twirls  gives  a  letter  to  note  'em. 

Lord  C.  of  Ireland  had  a  curious  theory  abnat 
held  ihtit  ever)-  mtn  with  thret  names  was  a 
In.Hbtnce^i  In  Irelund  were  ntimfrous :— viz. 
iiiii'ton  Rowan,  I'heobald  Wolfe  Tune,  Jnines 
y,  John  Philpot  Curran,  ttc,  Slc.  ;  and  in  Eng" 
iced  as  examples  Charles  .Tames  Fox«  Richard 
:ridan,  Juhn  Ilurne  Tuuke,  Francis  Burdett 
x. 
ns  called  a  thief  "  homo  trlum  llternrum.* 


My  gowns,  so  divine !— there's  no  language  es* 


Except  just  the  two  words  *<superbe,*' "  magnifiqiie,'' 
The  triouningi  of  that  which  I  had  home  last  week ! 
It    is    cali'd — I    forget — d    2a— something    which 

sounded 
Like  alieampane — but,  in  truth,  Fm  confounded 
And   bother'd,  my  dear,  'twlxt  that  treublesome 

boy's 
(Bod's)  cookery  languastt,  and  Madame  lb  Roi's  : 
What  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fillets  of  veal. 
Things  garni  with  lace,  and  things  garni  with  eel. 
One's  hair  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papilUtte, 
And  a  thousand  more  things  I  sliall  ne'er  have  by 

rote, 
I  can  scarce  tell  the  diflTrence,  at  least  as  to  phrase. 
Between  beef  d  la  P§yehi  and  curb  d  la  ftrdisSd— 
But,  in   short,   dear,   I'm  trick'd  out  quite  ii  la 

Frau^aise, 
With  my  bonnet-— so  beautiful ! — liigh  up  and  p«» 

king» 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  chimneys  from 
smoking. 

Wliero  9hall  I  begin  with  the  endless  delights 
Of  tliis  Exien  of  milliners,  monkeys,  and  siglits— 
This  dear  busy  place,  Where  there's  nothing  trans- 
acting 
But  dressing  and  dinneriug,  dancing  and  acting  7 
Imprimis,  the  Opera — mercy,  my  ears  ! 
Brother  Bobby's  remark,  t*othor  night,   was  a 
true  one  ;— 
*<  This  mtisf  be  the  music,"  said  he,  *'  of  the  9pears, 
"  For  I'm  ciuved  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  run 
through  one  V* 
Pa  says  (and  you  know,  love,  his  Book's  to  make 

out 
'Twas  the  Jacobins  brought  ev'ry  mischief  about) 
That  this  passion  for  roaring  has  come  in  of  late. 
Since  the  rabble  all  tried  for  a  voice  in  the  States— 
What  a  frightful  idea,  one's  mind  to  o'erwhelm ! 
What  a  chorus,  dear  Dolly,  would  soon  be  let 
loom*  of  it. 
If,  when  of  njre,  every  man  in  the  realm 
Had  a  voice  like  old  LaIs,'  and  chose  to  make 
use  of  it  I 

Turn*  triom  Ilteramro  homo 
Me  vliopenu  1    Pur.* 

PLAtrrus,  Jtuluiar.    Act.  11.  Scene  4. 

*  The  oldest,  most  celebrated,  and  roost  noisy  of  the  sinf> 
ers  al  the  French  Opera. 


■  Diatrntdnu  tuppomt  thia  word  t*  b«  •  fiMM««»— (Ut  ii,  b*  tUaks 
•*  Fur"  h««  auute  hu  0ae«p«  firoa  Um  mmrgia  wu  tli*  leau 
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No— never  was  known  in  this  riotous  sphere 
Such  a  breach  of  the  peace  as  their  singing,  my  dear 
So  bad,  too,  you*d  swear  that  the  God  of  both  arts. 

Of  Music  and  Physic,  had  tasen  a  froUe 
For  setting  a  loud  fit  of  asthma  in  parts, 

And  composing  a  fine  rumbling  bass  to  a  cholic ! 


But,  the  dancing — ah  /  parleX'tnoi,  Dollt,  de  f  < 
There,  indeed,  is  a  treat  that  charms  all  but  Papa. 
Such  beauty — such  grace— oh    ye  sylphs  of  ro- 
mance ! 
Fly,  fly  to  TrrANiA,  and  ask  her  if  she  has 
Oue  light-footed  nymph  in  her  train,  that  can  dance 

Like  divine  Bioottlni  and  sweet  Fannt  Bus  ! 
Fannt    Bias   in    FijORA^^lear    creature! — ^you*d 
swear, 
When  her  delicate   feet   in  the  dance  twinkle 
round. 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  l^er  home  is  the  air. 
And  slie  ouly  par  complaitance    touches   the 
ground. 
And  when  Bigottini  in  Psyche  dishevels 

Her  black  flowing  hair,  and  by  daemons  is  driven, 
Oh !  who  does  not  envy  those  rude  little  devils. 
That  hold  her  and  hug  her,  and  keep  her  from 
heaven  7 
Then,  the  music— eo  softly  its  cadences  die. 
So  divinely— oh,  Dollv  !  between  you  and  I, 
It*8  as  well  for  my  peace  that  there*s  nobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then — you've  a  soul,  and  can 

judge 
What  a  crisis  'twould  be   for  your   friend  Bioot 

FUDOB ! 

The  next  place   (which  Bobbt  has  near  lost  his 

heart  in) 
They  call  it  the  Play-house— I  think— of  St  Mar- 
tin ;» 
Quite  charming — and  very  religious — what  folly 
To  say  that  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolly, 
When  here  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly. 
The  Testament  turuM  into  melo-drames  nightly  f 
And,  doublless,  so  fond  they're  of  scriptural  facts. 
They  will  soon  get  the  Pentateuch  up  in  five  acts. 

»  The  Thdiitrc  do  la  Porte  St.-Mnrlln,  which  was  huiU 
when  the  Ojicni  IlmHe  In  the  PalaU  Rfiyal  was  burnt  down. 
In  1781.— A  few  days  after  ihU  dreadful  fire,  which  la««ted 
mure  than  a  week,  and  In  which  several  persons  perbhed,  the 
Piirisian  eicffantea  displayed  fin iiie-colored  dresses,  "couleur 
de  feu  d'Op<^r.i  \"—Dulaure,  CuriosiUs  de  Paris. 

*  "The  old  TextamenU**  says  the  theatrical  Critic  In  the 
Cnri'tie  de  Prance, "  Is  a  mine  of  gold  for  the  managers  of  our 
small  pl.ty-hntites.  A  multitude  crowd  round  the  Theatre  de 
lu  Gulete  every  evening  to  see  the  Passage  of  the  Red  Sea.*' 

In  the  pluy-biJI  of  one  of  these  sacred  mclo-dramcs  at 
Vkiiiia,  we  find  "The  Voice  of  G— d,  by  M.  Pchwurtz." 

*  A  piece  very  popular  Inst  year,  called  **  Daniel,  ou  La 
INiteC  uux  Uons.**  The  following  scene  will  give  an  Idea  of 


Here  DaiheLv  in  pantomime,*  bida  boM 

To  Nbbuciudnizzae  and  all  hit  ■tuff'd  lioaf» 

While  pretty  young  Israelitet  dance    loond  tht 

Prophet, 
In  very  thin  clothing,  and  but  little  of  it  }«- 
Here  Bsorano,^  who  shines  in  this  scriptaial  path, 

As  the  lovely  Suxanna»  without  ev'n  a  lelie 
Of  drapery  round  her,  comes  out  of  the  bath 

In  a  manner  that.  Bos  says,  isqnito  Eve^^mgidU! 
But  in  short,  dear,  'twould  take  me  a  month  to  recite 
All  the  exquisite  places  we're  at.  day  and  night ; 
And,  besides,  ere  1  finish,  I  think  youll  be  glad 
Just  to  hear  one  delightful  adventure  Fve  had. 

Last  night,  at  the   Beaujon,*  a  place  wfaeie— I 

doubt 
If  its  charms  I  can  paint— ^here  are  cats,  that  set  out 
From  a  lighted  pavilion,  high  up  in  the  air. 
And  rattle  you  down,  Doll — ^you    hardly  know 

where. 
These  vehicles,  mind  me,  in  which  yon  go  thrangh 
This  delightfully  dangerous  journey,  hold  Itoo. 
Some  cavalier  asks,  with  humility,  whether  \ 

Yoa'll  venture  down  with  him — yon  mile — ^'tis  t  ' 

match ; 

In  an  instant  you're  seated,  and  down  both  tofelher 

Go  thund'ring,  as  if  you  went  post  to  cM  «ratch  .** 

Well,  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  remaik'd 

Ou  tlie  looks  and  odd  ways  of  the  girls  who  en* 

bark'd. 
The  impatience  of  some  for  the  perilous  flight. 
The   forced  giggle  of  others,  'twixt   pleasure  sad 

fright, — 
That  there  came  up — imagine,  dear  Doll,  if  yoa 

can  I 

A  fine  sallow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-faced  man, 
With  mustachios  that  gave  (what  we  read  of  so  <^)  ! 
The   dear  Corsair    expression,   half    savage,    half  ! 

sod, 
As  hysnas  in  love  may  be  fancied  to  look,  or 
A  something  between  Abelaro  and  old  BLUcnKX ! 
Up   he   came,  Doll,  to  mo,  and,  uucov'ring  his 

head, 
(Rather  bald,  but  so  warlike !)  in  bad  English  «id, 

the  daring  suhlimity  of  these  Scriptural  pantomimes.  **See94 
20.-1^  fonrnulM  devient  an  berceau  de  nanges  ason^  aa 
fond  duquel  est  un  gmope  de  naage*  plus  Inmloenz.  ct  M 
milieu  *  Jehovah*  au  centre  d*nn  cercie  de  laycMs  brUlsas, 
qui  annonce  la  presence  de  TE'temel.** 

*  Miidame  Rifrmnd,  a  finely-formed  woman,  who  sets  la 
**  Susanna  and  the  Elders,**—**  L*Auiour  el  la  Fbtls,**  Ice, 

iLC. 

*  The  Promenades  A^rlonnes,  or  FVench  Moantalat-- 
See  a  description  of  this  singular  and  fantaatic  pl«es  ef 
amusement  In  a  pamphlet,  truly  worthy  of  it,  l»y  *  ^.  F 
Cottcrel.  M^decln.  Docteur  de  la  PhcultA  de  rarta***  &«.,  kt. 

*  According  to  Dr.  Cotterel  the  cars  go  at  the  rale  of  Ibrtf 
eight  miles  an  honr. 


THE  FUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PARIS. 


4«T 


**  Ah !    my  dear—- if   Ma'nviolle   vil    be    w  very 

good — 
Jiisf  for  von  littel  courac** — though  I  icarce  under- 
stood 
What  he  wisli'd  roe  tn  do,  I  aaid,  thank  him,  I  would. 
QfT  we  act — and,  though  faith,  dear,  I  hardly  knew 
whether 
My  head  or  my  heels  were  the  uppermost  then, 
For  'twas  like  heav*n  and  earth,  Dollt,  coming 
together^— 
Yet,  spite  of  the  danger,  we  dared  it  again. 
And  oh  !  as  I  gazed  on  the  features  and  air 

Of  the  man,  who  for  me  all  this  peril  defied, 
I  could  fancy  almost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 

Of  unhappy  young  lovers,  who  thus,  side  by  side^ 
Were  taking,  instead  of  rope,  pistol,  or  dagger,  a 
Desperate  dash  down  the  falls  of  Niagara ! 

This  aehloved,  through  the  gardens*  we  saunter'd 
about. 
Saw  the  fireworks,  exclaim'd  "  magnifiqoe  !*'  at 
each  cracker, 
And,  when  'twas  all  o'ei,  tne  dear  man  saw  ns  out 
Wilfh  the  air  I  will  say,  of  a  Prince,  to  our 
Jiacre, 

Now,  hear  me — this   stranger — it  may  be  mere 

folly— 

I    But  who  do  you  think  we  all  think  it  is,  Dollt  7 
Why,  bless  you,  no  less  than  the  great  King  of 

Prussia, 
Who's  here  now  incog.* — he,  who  made  such  a 

fuss,  you 
Remember,  in  London,  with   Bluciier  and  Pla- 

Torv, 
When  Sal  was  near  kissing  old  Butcher's  cra- 
vat oflf! 
Pa  says  he's  come  here  to  look  after  his  money, 
(Not  taking  things  now  as  he  used  under  Bonet,) 
Which  suits  with  our  friend,  for  Bob  saw  him,  he 

swore. 
Looking  sharp  to  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 
Besides,  too,  they  say  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 
(Which  was  plain  in  this  sweet  fellow's  face  to  be 

seen) 
Requires  such  a  stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is. 
Used    three    times   a   day   with   young  ladies  in 

Paris. 
Some  Doctor,  indeed,  has  declared  that  such  grief 
Should — unless  'twould  to  utter  despairing  its  folly 

push— 

1  In  the  C^  A  sttsched  to  these  pirdent  there  are  to  be  (as 
Dortor  Cof terel  Informt  at)  **  douze  n^Rres,  tr^s-alenes,  qol 
ersiimfteroiii  par  TeWae  de  tear  peaa  Rvec  le  telnt  de  lU  et 
o»  nees  de  ooe  belles.    Lee  glaees  et  les  sorbets,  servU  par 


Fly  to  the  Beaujon,  and  there  seek  relief 
By  rattling,  as  Bob  says,  *'  like  shot  thrcugfa  a 
holly-bush." 

I  must  now  bid  adieu ;— only  think,  Dollt,  think 
If  this  thauld  be  the  King — I  have  scarce  slept  a 

wink 
With  imagining  how  it  will  sound  in  the  papers 

And  how  all  the  MisMs  my  good  luck  will  grudge, 
When  they  read  that  Count  RumN,  to  drive  away 
vapors. 
Has  gone  down  the  Beaujon  with  Mist  Biddt 
Fudge. 

Nota  Bene. — Papa^  almost  certain  'tis  he— 
For  he  knows  the  Legiti  late  cut,  and  could  see, 
In  the  way  he  went  poismg  and  managed  to  tower 
So  erect  in  the  car,  the  true  Balance  of  Power, 


LETTER  VI 

FROM  FHIL   FUDGE,  ESQ.  TO  illfl  BROTHKR  TIM  FODOI( 
ESQ.,  BARRISTER  AT  LAW. 

Yours  of  the  12th  received  just  now— 
Thanks  for  the  hint,  my  trusty  brother ! 

Tis  truly  pleasing  to  see  how 
We,  FuDOBs,  stand  by  one  another. 

But  never  fear — I  know  my  chap. 

And  he  knows  me  too— verfrttm  oap. 

My  Lord  and  I  are  kindred  spirits. 

Like  in  our  ways  as  two  young  ferrets ; 

Both  fashion'd,  as  that  supple  race  is. 

To  twist  into  all  sorts  of  places ; — 

Creatures  lengthy,  lean,  and  hungering, 

Fond  of  blood  and  darroie-mongering. 

As  to  my  Book  in  91, 

Caird  « Down  with  Kings,  or.  Who'd  havo 
thought  it  7" 
Bless  you,  the  Book's  long  dead  and  gonoy— 

Not  ev'n  th'  Attorney-General  bought  it 
And,  though  some  few  seditious  tricks 
I  play'd  in  95  and  6, 
As  you  remind  me  in  your  letter. 
His  Lordship  likes  me  all  the  better ; — 
We  proselytes,  that  come  with  news  ftiD, 
Are,  as  he  sajrs,  so  vastly  useful ! 

:ine  main  Men  noire,  fem  diivantsfe  reesortlr  ralb&tre  det 
terns  nrrondU  de  celle»-el.'*--p.  83. 

*  Ills  MiO^ty,  who  was  at  Paris  nnder  the  fem^  •*«  Injc  atune 
of  Count  Rapfria,  Is  koowa  to  have  gone  iam.T  theBeaa- 
jon  very  fteqoently. 
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Retnoldi  and  I — (you  know  Tom  Ritnold^— 

Drinks  his  claret,  keeps  bis  ehaisi^— 
Lucky  the  dog  that  first  unkennels 

Traitors  and  Luddites  now-a^days ; 
Or  who  can  help  to  bag  a  few, 
When  S^D        th  wants  a  death  or  two  ;) 
Retnolos  and  I,  and  some  few  more. 

All  men,  like  us,  of  information. 
Friends,  whom  his  Lordship  keeps  in  store. 

As  tinder-saviours  of  the  nation'— 
Have  formed  a  Club  this  season,  where 
His  Lordship  sometimes  takes  the  chair, 
And  gives  us  many  a  bright  oration 
In  praise  of  our  sublime  vocation ; 
Tracing  it  up  to  great  King  Midas, 
Who,  though  in  fable  typified  as 
A  royal  Ass,  by  grace  divine 
And  right  of  ears,  most  asinine. 
Was  yet  no  more,  in  fact  historical. 

Than  an  exceeding  well-bred  tyrant ; 
And  these,  his  ears,  but  allegorical, 

Meaning  Informers,  kept  at  high  rent* — 
Gem*men,  who  toucb'd  the  Treasury  glist*ners, 
like  us,  for  being  trusty  I'lsfners  ; 
And  picking  up  each  tale  and  fragment, 
For  royal  Midas*s  Green  Bug  meanu 
"  And  wherefore,"  said  this  best  of  Peers, 
"  Should  not  the  R—e — r  too  have  ears,* 
"  To  reach  as  far,  as  long  and  wide  as 
«  Those  of  his  model,  good  King  Midas  T" 
This  speech  was  thought  extremely  good. 
And  (rare  for  him)  was  understood — 
Instant  we  drank  "  The  R— o-^'s  Ears," 
With  three  times  three  illustrious  cheers. 

Which  made  the  room  resound  like  thunder — 
"  The  R— o — T*s  Eara,  and  may  he  ne'er 
"  From  foolish  shame,  like  Midas,  wear 

"  Old  paltry  wigs  to  keep  them  under  V** 
This  touch  at  our  old  friends,  the  Whigs, 
Made  us  as  merry  all  as  grigs. 
In  short,  (I'll  thank  you  not  to  mention 

These  things  again,)  we  get  on  gayly  ; 
And,  thanks  to  pension  and  Suspension, 

Our  little  Club  increases  daily. 

>  Lord  C.*s  tribute  to  the  character  of  bis  friend,  Mr.  Rey- 
nolds, will  long  be  remembered  with  eqaal  credit  to  both. 

*  This  interpretation  of  tho  fable  of  Mldas*s  ears  seems  the 
most  probable  of  any,  and  Is  thus  stated  in  Hoffmann : — 
"  H&c  allegoric  sif nificatiun,  Midam,  atpote  lyraiinQm,  sub- 
aoscattatores  dimittore  solitum,  per  qnos.  quascanqus  per 
omnem  reglonem  vel  AerenL,  vel  dicercntur,  cognosceret, 
nimiram  illls  utens  anrlum  vice.** 

>  Brossette,  in  a  note  on  this  line  of  Bolleaa, 

**  Midas,  le  Rol  Midas,  a  des  ore  lies  d* Ane,** 

I  lells  us,  that  "  M.  Perrauit  le  Midecin  /onlut  fairo  A  notre 
!  antf  ar  an  crime  d'etat  de  ce  vers,  comma  d'une  maligna  al- 
l  Inaton  ao  Roi.**  I  trust,  hmvever,  that  no  one  will  snspect 
Uie  line  in  the  text  of  any  such  indecoroos  allualon. 


Castles,  and  Ouvcr,  and  such. 
Who  don't  as  yet  full  salary  touch, 
Nor  keep  thehr  chaise  and  pair,  nor  baj 
Houses  and  lands,  like  Tom  and  I, 
Of  course  don't  rank  with  us,  saivatcrt,^ 
But  merely  serve  the  Club  as  waiters. 
Like  Knights,  too,  we've  our  collar  dayB, 
(For  ttf,  I  own,  an  awkward  phrase,) 
When,  in  our  new  costinne  adom'd,— 
The  R— G — T*s  bufi*-and-blue  coats  tmru'd^" 
We  have  the  honor  to  give  dinners 

To  the  chief  Rats  in  upper  stations  f 

Your     W TB,    V ^Ns, — half-fled|ped    u- 

nen. 

Who  shame  us  by  their  imitatioDs ; 
Who  turn,  'tis  true — ^but  what  of  that  T 
Give  me  the  useful  peaching  Rat ; 
Not  things  as  mute  as  Punch,  when  t  vght. 
Whose  wooden  heads  are  all  theyVe  brooght ; 
Who,  false  euough  to  shirk  their  (neiMifa 

But  too  faint-hearted  to  betray. 
Are,  after  all  their  twists  and  bends. 

But  souls  in  Limbo,  damn'd  half  way. 
No,  no,  we  nobler  vermin  are 
A  genua  useful  as  we're  rare  ; 
'Midst  all  Vtw  things  miraculous 

Of  which  your  natural  histories  bng* 
The  rarest  must  be  Rats  like  us. 

Who  let  the  eat  out  of  the  bag. 
Yet  still  these  Tyros  in  the  cause 
Deserve,  I  own,  no  small  applause ; 
And  they're  by  us  received  and  treated 
Wjth  all  due  honors— only  seated 
In  th'  inverM  scale  of  their  reward. 
The  merely  promised  next  my  Lord  ; 
Small  pensions  then,  and  so  on,  down, 
'        Rat  after  rat,  they  graduate 

Through  job,  red  ribbon,  and  silk  gown. 

To  Chanc'llorship  and  Marquisateii 
This  serves  to  nurse  the  ratting  spirit ; 
The  leas  the  bribe  the  more  the  merit 

Our  muac's  good,  you  may  be  sure ; 
My  Lord,  you  know,  's  an  amateux'^ 

*  It  was  not  under  wigs,  but  tiaras,  that  Kiag  Mdas  sa* 
deavorcd  to  conceal  these  appendages : 

Tcmpora  purpureis  teatat  velare  tiarisw— Ovm. 

The  Noble  Giver  of  the  toast,  however,  had  erldeatty,  wttk 
his  usual  cleameas.  confounded  King  Midas,  Mr.  LIsiob,  aad 
the  P e  R— g— t  together. 

*  Mr.  Fudge  and  his  (Hends  ought  U  go  by  this  Dane— 
as  the  man,  who,  some  years  since,  saved  t)M  l«te  Right 
Hon.  George  Rose  fh>m  drowning,  was  ever  after  ealled  M- 
vctor  Rtta. 

*  This  intimacy  betweea  the  Rata  aad  Informeffs  Is  jaat  as 
It  should  be—**  verA  dulce  aodalitiam.** 

f  His  Lordship,  during  one  of  the  busiest  periods  ef  kb 
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Takes  every  part  with  perfect  case, 

Though  to  the  Base  by  nature  suited ; 
And,  fonn*d  for  all,  as  best  may  please, 
Fit  whips  and  bolti,  or  chords  and  keys, 
Toms  from  his  victims  to  his  glees, 

And  has  them  both  well  executed,^ 
H        T        p,  who,  though  no  Rat  himself, 

Delights  in  all  such  liberal  arts. 
Drinks  largely  to  the  House  of  Guelph, 

And  superintends  the  Comi  parts. 
While  C — NN— «,•  who*d  be  first  by  choice, 
Consents  to  take  an  under  voice  ; 
And  Gr — v^s,*  who  well  that  signal  knows, 
Watches  the  VoUi  «u6ttos> 

In  short,  as  IVe  already  hinted, 

We  take,  of  late,  prodigiously ; 
But  as  our  Club  is  somewhat  stinted 

For  Gentlemen,  like  Tom  and  me, 
We*ll  take  it  kind  if  youMl  provide 
A  few  Squireeiu^  from  t'other  side ; — 
Some  of  those  loyal,  cunning  elves, 

(We  often  tell  the  tale  with  laughter,) 
Who  used  to  hide  the  pikes  themselves. 

Then  hang  the  fools  who  found  them  after* 
I  doubt  not  you  could  find  us,  too. 
Some  Orange  Parsons  that  might  do ; 
Among  the  rest,  we've  heard  of  cne. 
The  Reverend — something — Hamilton, 
Who  stufTd  a  figure  of  himself 

(Delicious  thought !)  and  had  it  shot  at, 
To  bring  some  Papists  to  the  shelf. 

That  couldn't  otherwise  be  got  at — 
If  h^M  but  join  th'  Association, 
Well  vote  him  in  by  acclamation. 

And  now,  my  brother,  guide,  and  friend. 
This  somewhat  tedious  scrawl  must  end. 
IVe  goue  into  this  long  detail. 

Because  I  saw  your  nerves  were  shaken 
With  anxious  fears  lest  I  should  fail 

In  this  new,  loyal,  course  Tve  taken. 
But,  bless  your  heart !  you  need  not  doubt — 
We,  Fudges,  know  what  we're  about 
Look  round,  and  say  if  you  can  see 
A  much  more  thriving  family. 


MInUlerlsl  csreer,  took  lesioas  three  times  a  week  fraai  a 
eelHirated  ma^lc  master,  In  glee-slnirlnf . 

>  How  amply  thes«  two  propensities  of  the  Noble  Lord 
wnnld  have  beeo  gratified  among  that  ancient  people  of 
ftnifUk,  who,  as  Aristotle  tells  as,  osed  to  whip  their  slaves 
enee  a  year  tn  the  sound  of  flutes ! 

*  This  light  Hon.  Gentleman  ought  to  give  op  bis  present 
alliance  with  Lord  Cm  if  upon  no  other  principle  than  thai 
which  \%  Incnlcated  In  the  fb.'lowing  arrangeaient  betweea 
tsmo  fisdlss  of  FashU>n :~ 


There's  Jack,  the  Doctor — night  and  day 

Hundreds  of  patients  so  besiege  himt 
You'd  swear  that  all  the  rich  and  gay 

Fell  sick  on  purpose  to  oblige  him. 
And  while  they  think,  the  precious  ninniest 

He's  coimting  o'er  their  pulse  so  steady, 
The  rogue  but  counts  how  many  guineas 

He's  fobb'd,  for  that  day's  work,  already. 
Ill  ne'er  forget  th'  old  maid's  alarm. 

When,  fiseling  thus  Miss  Sukey  Flirt,  he 
Said,  as  he  dropp'd  bi    shriveli'd  arm, 

**  Damu  d  bad  this  morning— only  tkiity  I** 

Your  dowagers,  too,  every  one. 

So  gen'rous  are,  when  they  call  him  in* 
That  he  might  now  retire  upon 

The  rheumatisms  of  three  old  women. 
Then,  whatsoe'er  your  ailments  are. 

He  can  so  learnedly  explain  ye  'em— 
Yotur  cold,  of  course,  is  a  catarrh, 

Your  headache  is  a  Aemt-cranitifli : 
His  skill,  too,  in  young  ladies'  laiigs» 

The  grace  with  which,  most  mild  of  meBy 
He  begs  them  to  put  out  their  tongues. 

Then  bids  them — put  them  in  again : 
In  short,  there's  nothing  now  like  Jack  !— 

Take  all  your  doctors  great  and  smalU 
Of  present  times  and  ages  back, 

Dear  Doctor  Fddgb  is  worth  them  alL 

So  much  for  physic-^hen,  in  law  too. 

Counsellor  Tim,  to  thee  we  bow ; 
Not  one  of  us  gives  more  eclat  to 

Th'  immortal  name  of  Fuoac  than  thou. 
Not  to  expatiate  on  the  art 
With  which  you  play*d  the  patriot's  part. 
Till  something  good  and  snug  should  ofler  ;— 

Like  one,  who,  by  the  way  he  acts 
Th'  enlightening  part  of  caudle-snufier. 

The  manager's  keen  eye  attracts. 
And  is  promoted  thence  by  him 
To  strut  in  robes,  like  thee,  my  Tim  ! — 
Who  shall  describe  thy  pow'rs  of  face. 
Thy  well-feed  zeal  in  ev'ry  case. 
Or  wrong  or  right — but  ten  times  warmer 
(As  suits  thy  calling)  in  the  former — 


Says  Clarinda,  "  tboosh  tears  it  amy  cost. 
It »  time  we  should  part,  my  dear  Sos ; 

For  four  character's  totally  lost. 
And  /  have  not  suAcient  for  tweT* 

*  The  rapidity  of  this  Noble  Lord*s  lansformatloB,  at  tee 
sasM  Instant,  into  a  Lord  of  the  Bedi  hnmber  and  aa  oiyo- 
aent  of  the  Catholic  Claims,  was  tnilj  miraeoloos. 

*  Turn  insUntif^H  frequent  diiect  a  la  mosiHiooks 
s  The  Irish  dininotive  of  Sfntrs. 
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Thy  glorioiu,  lawyer-like  delight 
In  puzzling  all  that'f  elear  and  right, 
Which,  though  conspicuous  in  thy  youth, 

Improvea  so  with  a  wig  and  band  on. 
That  all  thy  pride*a  to  waylay  Truth, 

And  leave  her  not  a  leg  to  stand  on. 
Thy  patent,  prime,  morality r— 

Thy  cases,  cited  from  the  Bible— 
Thy  candor,  when  it  falls  to  thee 

To  help  in  trouncing  for  a  libel  ;— 
**  God  knows,  I,  from  my  soul,  profess 

"  To  hate  all  bigoU  and  benighters ! 
"  God  knows,  I  lore,  to  ev*n  excess, 
**  The  sacred  Freedom  of  the  Press, 

"  My  only  aim*s  to—crush  the  writen.*' 
These  are  the  virtues,  Tm,  that  draw 

The  briels  into  thy  bag  so  fast ; 
And  these,  oh  Tim — if  Law  be  Law- 
Will  raise  thee  to  the  Bench  at  last 

I  blush  to  see  this  letter's  length^ 

But  'twas  my  wish  to  prove  to  thee 
How  Aill  of  hope,  and  wealth,  and  strength. 

Are  all  our  precious  family. 
And,  should  aflkirs  go  on  as  pleasant 
As,  thank  the  Fates,  they  do  at  present- 
Should  we  but  still  enjoy  the  sway 
Of  S— DM — H  and  of  C  on, 

I  hope,  ere  long,  to  see  the  day 
When  Eugiaud*s  wisest  statesmen,  judges, 
Lawyers,  peers^  will  all  be — Fudges  ! 

Good-by — my  paper's  out  so  neariy, 

.I*ve  only  room  for  Yours  sincerely. 


LETTER  VIL 


PROM  niBUM  CONNOR  TO 


Before  we  sketch  the  Present — ^let  us  cast 
A  few,  short,  rapid  glances  to  the  Past 

When  he,  who  had  defied  all  Europe's  strength, 
Beneath  his  own  weak  rashness  suuk  at  length  ;— 
When,  loosed,  as  if  by  magio,  from  a  ohaiu 
That  8eem*d  like  Fate's,  the  wortd  was  free  again, 
Aud  Europe  saw,  rejoicing  in  the  sight, 
The  cause  of  Kings, /or  once,  Uie  cause  of  Right  ;-<- 

1  '  While  ibe  Crnipiesfl  was  reconstnictinK  Enmpe— «oC 

according  to  risbts,  nataral  afltences,  lanKuaf(e«  babitt,  or 

ti\v% ,  bnt  by  tablet  of  flaance,  which  divided  and  subdivided 

h«ir  populatioa  Into  «mi/j,  d»mi-»oml*t  and  even  p-cttwns^ 


Then  was,  indeed,  an  hour  of  joy  to  then 
Who  sigh'd  for  justice — liberty — repose. 
And  hoped  the  fall  of  one  great  vulture*s 
Would  ring  its  warning  round,  and  scare  the 
All  then  was  bright  witli  promise ; — Kings  began 
To  own  a  sympathy  with  sufTring  Man, 
And  Man  was  grateful !  Patriots  of  the  Sooth 
Caught  wisdom  from  a  Cossack  Emperoi^a  mouth, 
And  heard,  like  accents  thaw'd  m  Nofthera  air. 
Unwonted  words  of  freedom  burrt  (brtb  there ! 

Wlio  did  not  hope,  in  that  triumphant  time. 
When  monarchs,  after  years  of  spoil  and  criioe. 
Met  round  the  shrine  of  Peace,  and  Heav*n  feok'd 

on,— 
Who  did  not  hope  the  lost  of  spoil  was  gone ; 
That  that  rapacious  spirit,  which  had  play*d 
The  game  of  Pdnitz  o'er  so  oft,  was  laid  ; 
And  Europe's  Rulerss,  conscious  of  the  post. 
Would  blush,  and  deviate  into  right  at  last? 
But  no— the  hearts,  that  nursed  a  hope  so  fkir, 
Had  yet  to  learn  what  men  on  thrones  can  dan ; 
Had  yet  to  know,  of  all  earth's  rav*ning  thmgs, 
The  only  quite  imtameable  are  Kings ! 
Scarce  had  they  met,  when,  to  its  nature  tme, 
The  instinct  of  their  race  broke  out  anew  ; 
Promises,  treaties,  charters,  all  were  vain. 
And  "  Rapine !  rapine !"  was  the  cry  agam. 
How  quick  they  carved  their  victims,  and  how  well, 
Let  Saxony,  let  injured  Genoa  tell ; — 
Let  all  the  human  stock  that,  day  by  day. 
Was,  at  that  Royal  slave-mart,  trucked  away^ — 
The  miilioQ  souls  that,  in  the  f^ce  of  heaven. 
Were  split  to  fractions,'  buiter'd,  sold,  or  given 
To  swell  some  despot  Power,  too  huge  before. 
And  weigh  down  Europe  with  one  Mammoth  mora 
How  safe  the  faith  of  Kings  let  Fhince  decide  ^ 
Her  charter  broken,  ere  its  ink  had  dried ; — 
He(  Press  enthrall'd — her  Reason  mock'd  again 
With  all  the  monkery  it  hod  spuniM  in  vain  ; 
Her  crown  disgraced  by  one,  who  dared  to  own 
He  thank'd  not  France  but  England  fbr  his  throne ; 
Her  triumphs  cast  into  the  shade  by  thosot 
Who  had  grown  old  among  her  bitterest  foes, 
And  now  retum*d,  beueath  her  couqu'ron*  shields, 
Unblushing  slaves  1  to  claim  her  heroes*  fields ; 
To  tread  down  every  trophy  of  her  fame. 
And  curse  that  glory  which  to  tiiein  was  shame  !— 
Let  these— let  all  the  damning  deeds,  that  then 
Were  dared  through  Europe,  cry  aloud  to  men. 
With  voice  like  Uiat  of  crashing  ice  that  rings 
Round  Alpine  huts,  the  perfidy  of  Kings ; 


aecordinK  to  a  acale  of  the  direct  duties  or  taxes  whkh  ( 
be  leried  by  the  acquiring  state,"  Ate —Sireic*  ^  tk»  MM- 
iary  and  Politiemt  Ptwtr  •/  Rusn*.  The  werds  oa  tbs  IB** 
tocui  are  dmes^  demi-dwutj  fcc. 
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And  toll  Um  world,  when  hawks  shall  harmless  bear 
The  shrinking  dove,  when  wolves  shall  learn  to  spare 
The  helpless  vktim  for  whose  blood  they  lusted, 
Then,  and  then  only,  monarchs  may  be  trusted. 


I    It  eonld  not  last — these  horrors  could  not  last — 
J    FraniM  would  herself  have  ris*n,  in  might,  to  cast 
IV  iii9alt<«i  oiT— and  oh  !  that  then,  as  now, 
Chained  to  some  distant  islet's  rocky  brow, 
N^FOLfON  ne*er  had  come  to  force,  to  blight. 
Ere  half  matured,  a  cause  so  proudly  brigh  |<— 
To  palsy  patriot  hearts  with  doubt  and  shame. 
And  write  on  Freedom's  flag  a  despot's  name  ; — 
To  rush  into  the  lists,  unask'd,  alone, 
And  make  the  stake  of  all  the  game  of  one  ! 
Then  would  the  world  have  seen  again  what  pow'r 
A  people  can  put  forth  in  Freedom's  liour ; 
'Then  would    the   fire  of  France  once  more  have 

blaied;— 
For  every  single  sword,  reluctant  raised 
In  the  stale  eause  of  an  oppressive  throne. 
Millions  would  then  have  leap'd  forth  in  her  own  ; 
And  never,  never  had  th'  unholy  stain 
Of  Bourbon  feet  disgraced  her  shores  again. 


But  fate  decreed  not  so — ^th'  Imperial  Bird, 
That,  in  his  neighboring  cage,  unfear'd,  nnstirr'd. 
Had  seem'd  to  sleep  with  head  beneath  his  wing. 
Vet  watch'd  the  moment  for  a  daring  spring ; — 
Well  might  he  watch,  when  deeds  were  done,  that 

made 
His  own  transgressions  whiten  in  their  shade  ; 
Well  might  he  hope  a  woHd,  thus  trxunpled  o'er 
By  clumsy  tyrants,  would  be  his  once  more : — 
Forth  from  his  cage  the  eagle  bunt  to  light. 
From  steeple  on  to  steeple'  wiug'd  his  flight, 
With  calm  and  easy  grandeur,  to  that  throne 
From  whkh  a  Royal  cmven  just  had  flown  ; 
And  resting  there,  as  in  his  eyry,  furi'd 
Those  wings,  whose  very  rustling  shook  the  world ! 

What  was  your  fury  then,  ye  crown'd  array. 
Whose  feast  of  spoil,  whose  plund'ring  holiday 
Was  thus  broke  up,  in  all  its  greedy  mirth, 
By  one  bold  chieftain's  stamp  on  Gallic  earth  ! 
Fierce  was  the  cry,  and  fulminant  the  ban,— > 
**  Assassinate,  who  will — enchain,  who  can, 
"  The  vile,  the  faithless,  outlaw'd,  low-bom  man  !" 
**  Faithless !" — and  this  from  you — from  you,  for- 
sooth, 
Ye  pioos  Kings,  pure  paragons  of  truth, 

>  '*  I/aigle  voters  de  clocber  so  clocher.  Jiuqn*aoz  loars 
is  Nvtrt-Usms.'*— rfapotooo*s  ProcUtmaUoa  on  iandUif  fixun 
<    £iba 

I       s  Sinirolis  aanU  In  qaodani  AtUeae  fuote  lota  viiftnitatesi 
I    jtCi'psrlMS  flngitar. 
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Whose  honesty  all  knew,  for  all  had  tried ; 

Whose  true  Swiss  zeal  had  served  on  every  side ; 

Whose  fame  for  breaking  faith  so  lung  was  knowUt 

Well  might  ye  claim  the  craft  as  all  your  own, 

And  lash  your  lordly  tails,  and  fume  to  see 

Such  low  •bom  apes  uf  Royal  perfidy  ! 

Yes — yes — to  you  alone  did  it  belong 

To  sin  forever,  and  yet  ne'er  do  wrong.— 

The  frauds,  the  lies  of  Lords  legitimate 

Are  but  fine  policy,  deep  strokes  of  state ; 

But  let  some  upstart  dare  to  soar  so  high 

In  Kingly  craft,  and  **  outlaw"  is  the  cry ! 

What,  though  k>ng  years  of  mutual  treachery 

Had  peopled  full  your  diplomatic  shelves 

With    ghosts   of  treaties,   ;nurder*d   'mong   your* 

selves ; 
Though  each  by  turns  was  knave  and  dupe — what 

then? 
A  Holy  League  would  set  all  straight  again ; 
like  Juno's  virtue,  which  a  dip  or  *wo 
In  some  blcss'd  fountain  made  as  ge  "  as  new  !" 
Most  faithful  Russia — faithful  to  whix'er 
Could  plunder  best,  and  give  him  amplest  share ; 
Who,  e'en  when  vanquish'd,  sure  to  gain  his  endiy 
For  want  of  foes  to  rob,  made  free  with  friends,* 
And,  deepening  still  by  amiable  gradations. 
When  foes  were  stripp'd  of  all,  then  fleeced  relations  i* 
Most  mild  aud  saintly  Prussia — steep'd  to  th'  ears 
In  persecuted  Poland's  blood  and  teais. 
And  now,  with  all  her  harpy  wings  outspread 
0*er  sevrr'd  Saxony's  devoted  head  ! 
Pure  Austria  too— whose  hist'ry  naught  repeats 
But  broken  leagues  and  subsidized  defeats ; 
Whose  faith,  as  Prince,  extiuguish'd  Venice  shows. 
Whose  faith,  as  man,  a  widow'd  daughter  knows ! 
And    thou,   oh    England — who,   though    once  at 

shy 
As  ck>ister*d  maids,  of  shame  or  perfidy, 
Art  now  Inroke  in,  and,  thanks  to  C  on. 

In  all  that's  worst  aud  falsest  lead  st  the  way ! 

Such  was  the  pure  divan,  whose  pens  and  wits 

Th'  escape  from  Elba  frighten'd  into  fits  ; — 

Such   were  the    saints,   who  doom'd   NAroLCOif't 

life. 
In  virtuous  phrensy  to  th'  assassin's  knife. 
Disgusting  crew  !— wAo  would  not  gladly  fly 
To  open,  downright,  bold-faced  tyranny, 
To  honest  guilt,  that  dares  do  all  but  lie. 
From  the  false,  juggling  craft  of  men  like  these, 
Their  canting  crimes  and  varaisli'd  villanies ; 

•  At  the  pence  of  TiMt,  wht^  lis  alwndnQed  his  ally 
ProMla,  to  Fraoce,  and  received  a  purtuNi  of  her  territory 

*  The  selzuie  of  Finland  frum  hU  relative  of  Sweden. 
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These  iloly  Leaguen,  who  then  loadest  boast 

Of  faith  aiid   honor,  when  they've  itain'd  them 

most ; 
From  whoee  afiection  men  should  shrink  as  loath 
As  from  their  hate,  for  they'll  be  fleeced  by  both  ; 
Who,  ev'n  while  plundering,  forge  Religion's  name 
To  frank  their  spoil,  and,  without  fear  or  shame 
Call  down  the  Holy  Trinity'  to  bless 
Partition  leagues,  and  deeds  of  devUishness ! 
But  hold — enough—- soon  would  this  swell  of  rage 
Overflow  the  boundaries  of  my  scanty  page  ;— 
So,  here  1  pause — farewell — another  day. 
Return  we  to  those  Lords  of  pray V  and  prey. 
Whose  loathsome  cant,  whose  frauds  by  right  divine. 
Deserve  a  lash^-oh !  weightier  far  than  mine ! 


LETTER  VIIL 


FROM  MR.  BOB  FUDGE  TO  RICHARD 


-,  ESQ. 


Dear  Dick,  while  old  DonaldsonV  mending  my 
stays, —  (days. 

Which  I  knew  would  go  smash  with  me  one  of  these 
And,  at  yesterday's  dinner,  when,  full  to  the  tluottle, 
We  lads  had  begun  our  desert  with  a  bottle 
or  neat  old  Constantia,  on  my  leaning  back 
Just  to  order  another,  by  Jove,  I  went  crack  ! — 
Or,  as  honest  Tom  said,  in  his  nautical  plirase, 
**  D — n  my  eyes,  Bos,  in  doubling  the  Cape  you've 

mi99'd  stayt"* 
So,  of  course,  as  no  gentleman's  seen  out  without 

them, 
They're  now  at  the  Schneider's* — and,  while  he's 

about  them, 
Here  goes  for  a  letter,  post-haste,  neck  and  crop. 
Let  us  see — in  my  last  I  was— where  did  1  stop? 
Oh,  I  know — al  the  Boulevards,  as  motley  a  road  as 

Mau  ever  would  wish  a  day's  lounging  upon  ; 
With  its  cafds  and  gardens,  hotels  and  pagodus. 

Its  founts,  and  old  Counts  sipping  beer  in  the  sun : 
With  its  houses  oi  «il'  architectures  you  please, 
From  the  Grecian  and  Gothic,  Dick,  dowu  by  de- 
grees 
To  the  pure  Hottentot,  or  the  Brighton  Chinese  ; 

1  The  nsiiHl  prcnmltlc  of  these  flagitious  comp;<cts.  In  the 
same  .spirit,  Catherine,  ufter  ihe  dreadHil  maswicre  of  War- 
saw, ordered  a  solemn  "thanksgiving  to  God  In  rII  the 
churches!,  for  the  blessings  conferred  upon  the  Poles  ;**  and 
commanded  that  each  of  them  shoatd  "swear  lldeiity  and 
loyalty  to  her.  and  to  Khed  in  her  defence  the  last  dn>p  of 
their  blood,  as  they  ^honld  answer  for  it  toGod,Rnd  his  terrible 
Jiidciiient,  kissing  the  holy  word  and  cross  of  their  Bavloar  V* 

*  An  Enclish  tailor  at  Paris. 

*  A  ship  Is  said  to  miss  slays,  when  she  does  not  oliey  the 
ho  m  in  tacking. 


Where  in  temples  antique  you  may  bveak&ii  m 

dinner  it. 
Lunch  at  a  mosque,  and  see  Punch  from  a  mmiRt 
Then,  Dick,  the  mixture  of  bonnets  and  bow'n^ 
Of  foliage  and  fripp'ry,  ^orres  and  flow'n. 
Green-grocers,  green  gardens— one   hardly  kaws 

whether 
'Tis  country  or  town,  they're  so  mess'd  op  togt*Jiai 
And  there,  if  one  loves  the  romantic,  one  seei 
Jew   clothes-men,  like   shephenfa,    r^elined 


Or   Qiudnunos,   on   Sunday,  jos(   fivah   Cram  lbs  j 
barber's,  1 

Enjoying  their  news  and  grosetUe*  in  those  aifaon; 

Whi.e  gayly  their  wigs,  like  the  tondrib,  are  cnifiag, 

And  founts  of  red  currant-juioe*  round  them  an 
purling. 

Here,  Dick,  arm  in  arm  as  wo  chatteri]i|r  stray. 
And  receive  a  few  civil  **  God-dewtT  by  the  wayr- 
For,    'tis    odd,    these    mounseers^— though    we'fe 

wasted  our  wealth 
And  our  strength,  till  we've  thrown  ouiselves  into 

a  phthisic, 
To  cram  down  their  throats  an  eld  King  forthur 

health. 
As  we  whip  little  children  to  make  them  take 

physic ; —  j 

Yet,  spite  of  our  good-natured  money  and  abngliler, 
They  hate  us  as  Beelzebub  hates  holy  water ! 
But  who  the  detice  cares,  Dicx,  as  long  as  tbsT 

nourish  us 
Neatly  as  now,  and  good  cookery  flourishes— 
Long  as,  by  bayonets  protected,  we,  Natties,  i 

May  have  our  full  fling  at  their  salmis  and  fates? 
Aud,  truly,  I  always  declared  'twould  be  pity 
To  bum  to  the  ground  such  a  choice-feeding  city,      i 
Had  Dad  but  his  way,  he'd  have  long  ago  Uowa      I 
The  whole  batch  to  old  Nick — and  the  peopUt  I  i 

own. 
If  for  no  other  cause  than  their  cursed  monkey  looks,  > 
Well  deserve  a  blow-up— but  tlien,  damn  it,  their  | 

Cooks !  j 

As  to  Marshals,  and  Statesmen,  and  all  their  whole  j 

lineage. 
For  aught  that  /  care,  you  may  knock  them  to 

spinage ; 

*  The  dandy  term  for  a  tailor. 

*  "  Lemonade  and  eau-dt-grostittg  are  measured  oat  al 
every  corner  of  every  street,  fVnm  (kntistle  vesiiets.  ^ngUag 
with  bells,  to  thirsty  tmdetinen  tm  wenried  aiesstagtfs.**— 
See  I^y  Morgan*s  lively  description  of  the  afreets  of  Pull, 
In  her  very  nmu<«ing  work  upon  Prance,  hraik  v1 

*  These  gay.  portable  fountains,  fh»in  wbleh  the  frossOls 
frater  Is  administered,  are  aaioag  the  BHMt  cbamcttliMle  Of* 
namentt  of  the  streets  of  Paris. 
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Bat  think.  Dies,  their  Cook»— wh&t  a  lo«  to  man- 
kind! 

Wliat  a  void  in  the  worid  would  their  art  leave  be- 
hind ! 

Their  chronometer  ■pits— 4heir  intense  salaman- 
ders^ 

*]  Imir  ovens — ^their  pots,  that  can  soften  old  ganders, 

All  vanish*d  forever — ^their  miracles  o*er, 

And  the  Marmite  PerpetuelU*  bubbling  no  more  I 

Forbid  it,  forbid  it,  ye  Holy  Allie*  * 

Take   whatever  ye   fancy — take   stataes,  take 
rooney— 

Bat  leave  them,  oh  leave  them,  their  Perigaenx  pies. 
Their    glorious   goose-livers,  and    high    pickled 
tunny  !* 

Though  many,  I  own,  are  the  evils  they've  broL,{ht 
us, 

*    Though  Royalty's  here  on  her  very  last  legs. 

Yet,  who  can  help  loving  the  land  that  has  taught  ls 
Six  hundred  and  eighty-five  ways  to  dress  eggs  7' 

You  see,  Dick,  m  spite  of  their  cries  of  '*  God-dam," 
'*  Coquin  Anglais,**  et  cefra — how  gen'rous  I  am ! 
And  now,  (to  return,  once  again,  to  my  **  Day,** 
Which  wijl  take  us  all  night  to  get  through  in  this 

way,) 
From  the  Boulevards  we  saunter  through  many  a 

street. 
Crack  jokes  on  the  natives — mine,  all  very  nea^— 
Leave  the  Signs  of  the  Times  to  political  fops. 
And  find  twice  as  much  fun  in  the  Signs  of  the 

Shops ; — 
Jfrret  a  Louis  Diz-huit— /A«re,  a  Martinmas  goose, 
(Much  in  vogue  since  your  eagles  are  gone  out  of 

use) — 
Henri  Quatres  in  shoals,  and  of  Gods  a  great  many, 
But  Saints  are  the  most  on  hard  duty  of  any  ^— 
St  Tony,  who  used  ail  temptations  to  spurn, 
Here  hangs  o*er  a  beer-shop,  and  tempts  in  his  tnm  ; 
While  there  St.  Venkcia*  sits  hemming  and  frilling 

her 
Holy  mouehoir  o'er  the  door  of  some  milliner  ;— 

>  **Cett«  merveillense  Iktarmite  Perp6tarlle,  snr  le  feu 
depaia  pr^s  d*aa  siecl« ;  qui «  dnnn^  le  Jiiur  A  piusde9Q0.0UU 
cbMprNw.**— ^/bms.  dt  Oo^rmands,  Uunui^iiie  Annea.  p.  I5S. 

*  Le  iboo  marine,  one  of  the  most  favorite  and  Indl* 
festible  kmr»'4'mu9re§.  This  lish  Is  taken  chiefly  In  the 
Golfs  de  Lvon.  **  La  tAie  et  lo  dess4Mis  do  ventre  sent  les 
pnrtles  les  |«lus  recherchees  des  goumiets.**— C»atr«  O€»lr0- 
■«aif««,  p.  9j9. 

*  The  exact  namber  mentioned  by  M.de  la  EeynMra— 
.*'On  ronnoit  en  Prance  6d5  nuuilires  diflbienles  d'accom- 

mind»  les  nnfk ;  sans  compter  eel  les  qce  noa  savaas  Ina- 
ftoaai  ehaque  jmir.** 

*  VeivMiica,  the  Saint  of  the  Holy  IlandkerebleC  Is  also, 
mder  the  aaoie  of  Venlsse,  or  Venecia,  the  tutelary  saint  of 
allUoers. 

*  H.  Denys  m*alked  three  miles  afler  his  head  was  eat  off. 
mat  of  a  wiiomn  of  wit  apon  this  legend  Is  well  known : 


Saint  Aostin's  the  "  outward  and  visible  sign 

<*  Of  an  inward**  cheap  dinner,  and  pint  of  nDafl 

wine; 
While  St  Drnts  hangs  out  o'er  some  hatter  of 

ton. 
And  possessing,  good  bishop,  no  head  of  his  own,* 
Takes  an  int'rest  in  Dandies,  who've  got — next  to 

none! 
Then  we  stare  into  shops— read  the  evening's  «/- 

^«Ae#— 
Or,  if  some,  who're  Lotharios  in  feeding,  should 

wish 
Just  to  flirt  with  a  luncheon,  (a  devilish  bad  trick. 
As  it  takes  off  the  bloom  of  one's  appetite,  Dick,) 
To  the  Passage  <2e«— what  d'ye  call't— <^f  Pano^ 

ranuu^ 
We  quicken  our  pace,  and  there  heartily  cram  as 
Seducing  young  pates,  as  ever  could  cozen 
One  out  of  one's  appetite,  down  by  the  dozen. 
We  vary,  of  couise    petitspatis  do  sue  day. 
The  next  we've  our  lunch  with  the  Gaufrter  Hdl- 

landais,^ 
That  popular  artist,  who  brings  oot,  like  So— rr. 
His  delightful  productions  so  quick,  hot  and  hot ; 
Not  the  worse  for  the  exquisite  comment  that  fol- 
lows,— 
Divine  maresgutno,  which — Lord,  how  one  swal- 
lows! 

Once  moro,  then,  we  saunter  forth  after  our  snack,  or 
Subscribe  a  few  francs  for  the  price  of  ^fiacre, 
And  drive  far  away  to  the  old  Montagues  Russes, 
Where  we  find  a  few  twirls  in  the  car  of  much  use 
To  regeu'rate  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  uh  sinners, 
Who*ve  lapsed  into  snacks — the  perdition  of  dinners. 
And  here,  Dick — in  answer  to  one  of  your  queries. 
About  which  wc,  Gourmands,  have   had   nmch 
discussion — 
IVe  tried  all  these  mountains,  Swiss,  French,  and 
Ruggieri's, 
And  think,  for  digestion,*  there's  none  like  the 
Russian ; 

— "  Je  le  crols  blen ;  en  parail  cas,  11  n*y  a  que  le  premier 
pas  qui  coHte.** 

•  Off  the  Boalevards  Italiens. 

•  In  the  pHlais  Royal ;  successor,  I  bolievo,  to  the  Flauiand, 
so  long  celebrated  for  the  wuiUm  of  hb  GaufVes. 

•  Doeu»r  Cotterel  lecomiuends,  for  this  purpinte.  the  Beaa- 
Jon  or  French  Mountains,  and  call»  them  *  one  mSilscins 
aSrisnne,  ciralear  de  rose  ;**  but  1  own  I  iireier  the  authority 
of  Mr.  Bob,  who  seems,  from  the  following  note  fiiand  in  his 
CWB  handwriting,  to  have  studied  all  these  loounuiins  very 
tareAilly  :— 

ArnMroada— The  Swiss  little  notice  de^rves. 
While  the  fiiil  at  Ruggieri's  Is  death  lo  weak  nerves ; 
And  (whate*er  Doctor  Cott'rel  amy  write  on  the  quMtloo) 
The  tnm  at  the  Beaa)on*s  too  sharp  for  difestlon. 

I  doabt  whether  Mr.  Bob  Is  quite  correct  la  aeeeatiaf  tin 
•seond  syllable  of  Rag|lert. 
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So  equal  the  motion— to  gentle,  though  fleet — 

It,  in  short,  such  a  light  and  salubrious  scamper  is, 
Tliat  take  whom  you  please — ta&e  old  L— «  D — ^z- 


II 


And  stuff  him — ay,  up  to  the  neck — with  stew'd 

lampreys,' 
So  wholesome  these  Mounts,  such  a  solvent  Fve 

found  them. 
That,  let  me  but  rattle  the  Monarch  well  down  them. 
The  fiend,  Indigestion,  would  fly  far  away. 
And  the  regicide  lampreys*  be  foiKd  of  their  prey ! 

Such,  Dick,  are  the  classical  sports  that  content  us. 
Till  five  o*clock  brings  on  that  hour  so  moment- 

ous.* 
That  epoch but  woa  ! — my  lad — ^hero  comes  the 

Schneider, 
And,  curse  him,  has  made  the  stays  three  inches 

wider— 
Too  wide  by  an  inch  and  a  half-^wbat  a  Guy ! 
But,  no  matter— 'twill  all  be  set  right  by-and-by. 
As  we've  MassinotV  eloquent  carte  to  eat  still  up, 
\i\  iuch  and  a  half's  but  a  trifle  to  fill  up. 
So— not  to  lose  time,  Dick, — ^here  goes  for  the  task  ; 
Au  revoir,  my  old  boy<— of  the  Gods  I  but  ask, 
That  my  life,  like  "the  Leap  of  the  German,*'* 

may  be, 
*'  Du  lit  a  la  tabic,  de  la  table  an  lit  T* 

R.F. 


LETTER  IX. 

mOM     rillL.    FUDGE,    ESQ.,   TO     THE     LORD    VISCOUNT 

C — ST— GH. 

Mv  Lord,  th*  Instructions,  brought  to-day, 
**  I  shall  in  all  my  beet  obey.** 
Your  Lordship  talks  and  writes  so  sensibly ! 
And — whatsoe'er  some  wags  may  say — 
Oh  !  not  at  all  incomprehensibly. 

>  A  dish  so  tndijrestible,  that  a  late  novelist,  at  the  end  of 
bis  book,  could  tinngtne  no  more  summary  mode  of  feMlng 
rid  of  all  hU  heroes  and  heroines  than  by  a  hearty  sapper 
of  steweil  lampreys 

*  They  killed  Henry  1.  of  England  i—**  a  food  (says 
Hunie,  gravely)  wiiich  always  agreed  better  with  his  palate 
than  his  constUnlion.** 

lampreys,  lndee<l,  yeem  to  have  been  always  a  fiivnrlte 
dish  with  kings— whether  fW>m  some  congenlnlity  between 
them  and  that  tish,  I  know  not ;  bnt  Dit  Catting  tells  us 
thttt  Pollio  fittened  bis  lampreys  with  human  blond.  8l 
Lnals  of  Pranre  was  pnrticalarly  fond  of  them. — See  the 
anecdote  of  Th'imns  Aqninax  eating  up  hl«  mnjesty^s  la:ii- 
prey,  In  a  note  upon  RnMait^  llv.  ill.,  cbiip.  3. 

'  IlMd  Mr.  Bob's  Dinner  Epistle  been  lnsert*»d.  I  was  pre- 
fArod  with  an  abunfbince  of  learned  matter  to  IIIUNirate  It,  for 
which,  as,  Indeed,  for  all  my  **scientla  ptpinc,**"  I  aw  In- 


I  feel  th*  inquiries  in  your  letter 

About  my  health  and  French  most  flaitenng; 
Thank  ye,  my  French,  though  sooiewhia  beCt«^ 

Is,  on  the  whole,  but  weak  and  smattering  "— 
Nothing,  of  course,  that  can  compare 
With  his  who  made  tlie  Congress  stare* 
(A  certain  Lord  we  need  not  name,) 

Who  ev'n  in  French,  woukl  have  bis  trope^ 
And  talk  of  **  bdtir  un  systtoie 

"  Sur  Vetpiilihre  de  TEuiope  r 
Sweet  metaphor ! — and  then  th'  EptstlAi 
Which  bid  the  Saxon  King  go  whistle^" 
That  tender  letter  to  *«  Mon  Prince,"* 
Which  show*d  alike  thy  French  and  sense  ;— 
Oh  no,  my  Lord — there*s  none  can  do 
Or  say  un-Englisk  things  like  you ; 
And,  if  the  schemes  that  fill  tliy  breast 

Could  but  a  vent  congenial  seek* 
And  use  the  tongue  that  suits  them  best. 

What  charming  Ttirkish  wouldat  thou 
But  as  for  me,  a  Frcnchless  grub. 

At  Congress  never  bom  to  stammer, 
Nor  learn  like  thee,  my  Lord,  to  snub 

Fall'n  Monarchs,  out  of  CnAMSAc  Sb 
Bless  you,  you  do  not,  cannot  know         . 
I  low  far  a  little  French  will  go ; 
For  all  oneV  stock,  one  need  but  draw 

On  some  half  dozen  words  like  these    ' 
Comme  fa — par-ld-^»ba9--^  ka  ! 

They'll  take  you  all  through  Fhmee  with 

Your  Lordship's  praises  of  the  scraps 

I  sent  you  from  my  Journal  lately, 
(Enveloping  a  few  lacod  caps 

For  Lady  C.)  delight  me  greatly. 
Her  flatt'ring  speech — ^"  what  pretty  things 

**  One  finds  in  Mr.  Fudge's  pages !" 
Is  praise  which  (as  some  poet  sings) 

Would  pay  one  for  the  toils  of  i^es. 

Thus  flatter'd,  I  presume  to  send 
A  few  more  extracts  by  a  fiieud ; 

debted  to  a  friend  In  the  Dublin  University. — whose  leadlni 
formerly  lay  In  the  viigic  line ;  but.  In  ecvnteqsence  of  ths 
PruvoMfs  enlightened  niarm  at  smh  stsdies,  he  has  taken  to 
the  authors,  **d»  re  cibarii"  Instead ;  and  has  left  BvUm. 
RemifiuB,  ^fpriffa  and  his  little  dog  FUmhts,  for  Jtfidmt^ 
Jfoniua^  and  that  most  learned  and  tavury  Jeaull,  BmUm- 
gem». 

*  A  famous  Restaurateur — now  Dapont. 

*  An  old  French  saying  ^—>*  Falre  le  aavt  de  rAlleswad, 
du  lit  A  la  table  et  de  la  table  ao  lit.** 

«  The  celebrated  letter  to  Prince  Hardenkwf h,  (wriOea. 
however.  I  believe,  originally  In  Engtbh,^  la  whleh  Up 
Lordship,  profiesaing  to  see  **  no  moral  or  political  objectloa" 
to  the  diffmembemient  of  Saxony,  dennonced  the  anftsaa- 
nate  King  as  *'  not  only  the  moat  devoted,  bai  the  bmh  ii- 
vored  of  Bonaparte*«  vassals.'* 


i    And  I  should  hope  they'll  be  no  U 
I    Approved  of  than  my  last  MSv— 
The  former  ones,  1  fear,  were  created, 

Ab  Biddy  round  the  caps  wovld  pin  them  I 
Cut  these  will  come  to  hand,  at  least 
Unn*npled,  for  there's  nothing  in  them. 

Exirav'^  from  Mr.  Fudge'$  Journal,  addressed  to 

Lord  C, 

Aug.  10. 
Went  to  the  Mad-house — saw  the  man,' 

Who  thinks,  poor  wretch,  that,  while  the  Fiend 
Of  Discord  here  full  riot  ran, 

He,  like  the  rest,  was  guillotined  ; — 
But  that  when,  under  Bo.vey's  reign, 

(A  more  discreet,  though  quite  as  strong  one,) 
The  heads  were  all  restored  again, 

He,  in  the  scramble,  got  a  wrong  one. 
Accordingly,  he  still  cries  out 

This  strange  head  fits  him  most  unpleasantly ; 
And  always  ruus,  poor  devil,  about 

Inquiring  for  his  own  inceasunlly ! 

While  to  his  case  a  tear  I  dropp'd, 

And  sauuter'd  home,  thought  I — ye  Gods ! 
How  many  heads  might  thus  be  swopp'd. 

And,  after  all,  not  make  much  odds ! 
For  instance,  there's  V — s — tt — t's  head — 
(*•  Tam  earum*'*  it  may  well  be  said) 
If  by  some  curious  chance  it  came 

To  settle  on  Bilx.  SoamesV  shoulders, 
Th*  efiect  would  turn  out  moch  the  same 

On  all  renpectable  cash-holders : 
Except  that  while,  in  its  new  socket. 

The  head  was  planning  schemes  to  win 
A  xig'zag  way  into  one's  pocket. 

The  hands  would  plunge  directly  in. 

Good  Viscount  S— dm — ii,  too,  instead 
Of  his  own  grave,  respected  head. 
Might  wear  (for  aught  I  see  that  bars) 

Old  lady  Wilhelmina  Frump's — 
So  while  the  hand  sign'd  Circulars, 

The  head  might  lisp  out,  **  Whwt  is  trumps?" — 
The  R— <; — t's  brains  could  we  transfer 
To  some  robust  man -milliner, 

1  This  exU«onllnnry  madman  U,  I  believe.  In  the  BlcAtre. 
He  iiiin(:ine*,  exactly  as  Mr.  Fuiljte  states  it,  that,  when  the 
beads  of  iho^  wh<t  had  lieen  guillotined  were  re:(Utred,  he  by 
BiisCakv  gnt  some  other  per8f>n*s  instead  of  bU  own. 

•  Tim  earl  capitis,— Hosat. 

*  A  celehfHted  pickpocket. 
«  The  only  change,  if  I  recollect  right,  is  the  subatltatton 

i.€  liliei  for  bees.  Tliis  war  upon  the  bees  is,  of  course,  anl- 
%fffiuil ;  "exitium  mis^re  apibu^,**  like  the  angry  nymphs  la 
V  rfil :—  bnt  may  not  nno  twarms  arise  out  of  the  vicfiau 
of  t«eitlmacy  yet  1 


The  shop,  the  shears,  the  lace,  and  riband 
Would  go,  I  doubt  not,  quite  as  glib  on ; 
And,  vice  verti,  take  the  pains 
To  give  the  P— cb  the  sitopman's  brains. 
One  only  change  from  thence  would  flowi 
Ribands  would  not  be  wasted  so. 

'Twas  thus  I  ponder'd  on,  my  Lord  ; 

And,  ev'n  at  night,  when  laid  in  bed» 
I  found  myself,  before  I  snored, 

Thus  chopping,  swopping  head  for  head. 
At  length  I  thought,  fantastic  elf ! 
How  such  a  change  would  suit  myself, 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  one  by  one. 

With  various  pericranitmis  saddled, 
At  last  I  tried  your  Lordship's  on, 

And  then  I  grew  completely  addled*- 
Forgot  all  other  heads,  od  rot  'em  ! 
And  slept,  and  dreamt  that  1  was— Bottom. 


Aug.  91. 
Walk'd  out  with  daughter  Bid— was  shown 
The  house  of  Commons,  and  the  Throne, 
Whose  velvet  cushion's  just  the  same^ 
Napoleon  sat  on — what  a  sliome  ! 
Oh,  can  we  wonder,  best  of  spcechen. 

When  Louis  seated  thus  we  see, 
That  France's  **  fundamental  features" 

Are  much  the  same  they  used  to  bo  7 
However, — God  preserve  the  Throne, 

And  cushion  too-— and  keep  them  free 
From  accidents,  which  have  been  known 

To  happen  ev'n  to  Royalty  !* 

Anf.  ML 
Read,  at  a  stall  (for  oft  one  pops 
On  something  at  these  stalls  and  shops. 
That  does  to  quote,  and  gives  one's  Book 
A  classical  and  knowing  look. — 
Indeed  I've  found,  in  Latin,  lately, 
A  courue  of  stalls  improves  me  greatly)— 
'Twas  thus  I  read,  that,  in  the  East, 

A  monarch's /al's  a  serious  matter ; 
And  once  in  ev*ry  year,  at  least. 

He's  weigh'd — to  see  if  he  gets  fatter :' 
Then,  if  a  pound  or  two  he  be 
Increased,  there's  quite  a  jubilee  !* 

•  I  am  afraid  that  BIr.  Fuilge  alludes  hero  to  a  very  awk- 
ward accident,  which  is  well  known  to  h%ve  happened  to  poor 
L — s  le  D — s — 6,  some  years  since,  at  one  of  the  R — g — t't 
F^tes.  He  was  silling  next  our  gracious  Qoeen  at  the 
time. 

•  '*  The  third  day  of  the  Feast  the  King  eausrth  himaetf 
to  be  weighed  with  great  care.**— /^  B*rmier*§  Fofog*  %» 
BwrcU  but, 

'  **  I  remember,**  says  Bemler,  ^  that  all  the  Ororahs  ex- 
pressed great  J«>y  that  the  King  weighed  two  p^antls  sujie 
now  than  the  year  preceding.**— Another autbortelhios that 


-^  •»  . 


Suppose,  my  Lord — and  fai  from  me 
To  treat  such  tliinga  with  levity-— 
But  just  suppose  the  R— <i — t^c  weight 
Were  made  thus  an  afikir  of  state ; 
And,  jv*ry  seterions,  at  the  close*^ 

'Stead  of  a  speech,  which,  all  can  nee,  ia 
Heavy  auci  dull  enough,  Gvod  knows — 

We  were  to  try  how  heavy  he  is. 
Much  would  it  glad  all  hearts  to  hear 

That,  while  the  Nation*s  Revenae 
Loses  so  many  pounds  a  year, 
.   Tiie  P        e,  God  bleas  him !  gaina  a  few. 

With  bales  of  muslin,  chintzes,  spices, 

I  nee  the  Easterns  weigh  their  Kings  ;•— 
But,  for  the  R — a — t,  my  advice  is, 

We  should  throw  in  much  heavier  thingv 
For  instance  — — *s  quarto  volumes, 

Which,  though  not  spices,  serve  to  wn^>  tbem 
Dominie  St — dd — ^t's  Daily  columns, 

*'  Prodigious  I" — in,  of  course,  we'd  clap  them-^ 
Letiem    Jjat  C — rtw ^t's'  pen  indites. 

In  which,  with  logical  confusion. 
The  Major  like  a  Minor  writes. 

And  never  comes  to  a  Conclueion  .*— 
Lord  8 — M — Rs'  pumphlet^-or  his  head— 
(Ah,  that  were  worth  its  weight  in  lead !) 
Along  with  which  we  in  may  whip,  sly, 
Tne  iSpeeches  of  Sir  John  C — x  H — pp — sly  ; 
Tliat  Baronet  of  many  words. 
Who  loves  80,  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
To  whisper  Bishops — and  so  nigh 

Unto  their  wigs  in  whispering  goes. 
That  you  may  always  know  him  by 

A  patch  of  powder  on  his  nose  !-— 
If  this  won*t  do,  we  in  must  cram 
Tiie  **  Reasons'*  of  Lord  B— ^k^kih— M ; 
(A  Book  his  Lordship  means  to  write, 

Entilled  '*  Rf  aiMns  for  my  Ratting :") 
Or,  should  these  prove  too  small  and  light, 

H.s  r p*8  a  host — we'll  bundle  that  in ! 

And,  at  ill  should  all  these  masses  fail 
To  turn  the  R— ti — t's  ponderous  scale. 


'*  Fatness,  as  well  as  a  very  Urge  head,  is  considered,  throiifh- 
nut  Indin,  as  one  of  the  most  precWius  gUU  uf  heaven.  An 
enoriiinuA  skull  Isabsdlutely  revered,  aoil  the  happy  owner  is 
l<N>ked  up  Ui  as  a  su|iei  lur  being.  Tn  u  Rrimce  A  Joalter  head 
is  inv:iluuble."~Ori>iUii/  field  OporU, 

1  Major  CartwrtghL 

s  The  nuiiir  of  tlie  Arst  worthy  who  set  np  the  trade  of 
inforuier  at  Rome  (Ui  wIkioi  our  Olivers  and  Castleses  ought 
to  erect  a  sbttue)  was  Rouinnas  IIUpu; — *'qul  foruiam  vltc 
Iniit.  quMiM  (Misioa  cclebreni  uiiserir  teinpuram  el  audacis 
lioininuni  fecerunL" — Tacit.  JInmal.  I.  74. 

*  They  ceruiinly  posseMsed  the  siune  art  of  instigating  their 
virtlinH,  which  the  Report  of  the  Set  ret  Committee  nitributes 
Co  liord  Sidiiioulh's  agenU :— "  «mim  (says  Tacitus  of  one 


Why  then,  my  Lord,  in  Heaven's  name* 

Fitch  in,  without  reserve  or  sUnt, 
The  whole  of  R— ol— T*t  beaateoua 

If  that  won*t  raise  him,  devil's  in  it! 

Aaf.lL 
Consulted  Murpht's  TAcrrra 

About  those  famous  spies  at  Rome,* 
Whom  certain  Whigs— to  miike  a  finw 
Describe  as  much  resembling  us. 

Informing  gentlemen,  at  home. 
But,  bless  the  fools,  they  can^t  be  aencNW, 
To  say  Lord  S— dm — rii't  like  TiBsaiUi! 
What !  he,  the  Peer,  that  injures  no  iDaii« 
Like  that  severe,  blood-thinty  Roman !— 
'Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  lent  an  ear  to 
All  sorts  of  spies — so  doth  the  Peer,  too 
'Tis  true  my  Lonl'a  Elect  tell  fibs. 
And  deal  in  perjury — ditto  TiB*a. 
'Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  screenM  and  hid 
His  rogues  from  justice* — ditto  Si£k 
'TIS  true  the  Peer  »  grave  and  glib 
At  moral  speeches— <f it  to  Tib.* 
'Tis  true,  the  feats  the  Tyrant  did 
Were  in  his  dotage— <2t7to  SiA. 

So  far,  I  own,  the  parallel 
'Twixt  Tib  and  Sid  goes  vastly  weU ; 
But  there  are  points  m  Tib  that  strike 
My  humble  mind  as  much  more  like 
Yourself,  my  dearest  Lord,  or  him. 
Of  th'  India  Board — that  soul  of  whim ! 
Like  him,  Tioerius  loved  his  joke,* 

On  matters,  too,  where  few  can  bear  one ; 
E.  g,  a  man,  cut  up,  or  broke 

Upon  the  wheel — a  devilish  fair  one ! 
Your  common  fracttures,  wounds,  and  6S»t 
Are  nothing  to  such  wholesale  wits ; 
But,  let  the  stiff'rer  gasp  for  life, 

The  joke  is  then  worth  any  money ; 
And,  if  he  writhe  beneath  a  knife, — ^ 

Oh  dear,  that's  something  quite  too  fonay. 
In  this  respect,  my  Lord,  you  see 
The  Roman  wag  and  ours  agree : 


of  them)  llbidinum  et  necetsltatnm,  fu»pluriim0  ti 
garetr 

4  '*  Neqoe  tamen  Id  Sereno  noxc  fUlt,  f««B  •tfrns  pmi- 
lieum  tMtiorem  faeiehct.  Nam  ri  qalt  dUlrlet'or  accosamr 
veiut  taertanetut  erat.**— Jnnmt.  lib.  Iv.  38.— Or,  as  It  Is 
translated  by  Mr.  Pudge's  friend,  Marphy  >-**  This  darhif 
accuser  had  the  enrsu  of  thefesf/c,  and  theprNectaM  oTtte 
Emperor.  Informerty  in  pruportloB  as  they  rase  la  gailt, 
becanu  satrtd  ckaraeUr§,** 

*  Murphy  even  cnnftrs  upon  one  of  his  speeches  iteepitlMl 
**  constitutional.**  Mr.  PudgiD  might  have  added  ttt  his  panllol, 
ihatTiherlus  was  a  g»nd  frintt  chancier:  -J^sgngtJB 
viii  faniAque  fuoad  ^'vafss.** 

*  ^LudibriM,  §«rii§  penulaeeie  foUtas.** 
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Now  M  it  your  tesemblance-'roam^ 

This  pnmllel  we  need  not  foHow  : ' 
l^oug;!!  *tii,  in  -Ireland,  said  by  some 

Yoor  Locdship  beats  TiasRiut  hollow ; 
Whips,  chains — but  these  are  things  too  serioos 

For  me  to  mention  or  discoss ; 
Whene'er  your  Lordship  acts  Tiberius, 

Phil.  Fudge's  part  is  Tacitu9  ! 

Bept& 
Was  thinkin]^,  had  Lord  S — dm — th  got 
Any  good  decent  sort  of  Plot 
Against  the  winter-time  «if  not, 
Alas,  alas,  our  ruin's  fated  ; 
All  done  up»  and  ppijlieated  ! 
Ministere  and  all  their  vassals, 

IX>wn  from  C — tl gh  to  Castles,— 

Unless  we  can  kick  up  a  riot. 

Ne'er  can  hope  for  peace  or  quiet ! 

What's  to  be  done  7 — Spa-Fields  was  clerer ; 

But  even  that  brought  gibes  and  muckings 
Upon  ou'  h^ads— so,  mem, — must  never 

Kt*.  9  &.   munition  in  old  stockings ; 
For  fear  some  wag  should  in  his  cursed  head 
Take  it  to  say  our  force  was  worsted, 
Mem.  too— when  Sid  an  army  raises. 
It  must  not  be  '*  incog."  like  Bayet^s : 
Nor  must  the  General  be  a  hobbling 
ProfesBor  of  the  art  of  cobbling ; 
liest  men,  who  perpetrate  such  puns. 

Should  say,  with  Jacobinic  grin. 
He  felt,  from  soleing  Wellingtons,^ 

A  Wtllington'a  great  eoul  within  ! 
Nor  must  an  old  apothecary 

Go  take  the  Tower,  for  lack  of  pence, 
With  (what  these  wags  would  call,  so  merry) 

Physical  force  and  oia/-ence  ! 
No— no— our  Plot,  my  Lord,  must  be 
Next  time  contrived  more  skilfully. 
John  Bull,  I  grieve  to  say,  is  growing 
So  troublosomely  sharp  and  knowing. 
So  wise     m  short,  so  Jacobin — 
Tis  monstrous  hard  to  take  him  in. 

BepLtt. 
Heard  of  the  fate  of  our  Ambassador 

In  China,  and  was  sorely  nettled ; 
Bnt  think,  my  Lord,  we  should  not  pass  it  o*er 

Till  all  this  matter's  fairly  settled ; 


1  There  It  one  pcrint  of  reseinbUnee  betweea  Tlbertns 
aai  Lnrd  C.  which  Mr.  Pudite  mtgJu  have  mealtonsd— 
**  rvjpcMM  temper  H  th^cnr*  verba.** 
^ibart  boots,  to  called. 

•  The  epeu  teuMUnemee,  rteoaunended  fay  Lord  Chester- 
Mi 

•  Mr.  Pndfe  is  a  Utile  Bibtakea  here.    It  was  nei  Gri- 


And  here's  tho  mode  occurs  to  me  .*— 

As  none  of  our  Nobility, 

Though  for  their  own  most  gracions  King, 

(They  would  kiss  hands,  or — any  thing,) 

Can  be  persuaded  to  go  through 

This  farce-like  trick  of  the  Jto-tou  ; 

And  as  these  Mandarins  won^t  bend, 

Without  some  mumming  exhibition, 
Suppose,  my  Lord,  you  were  to  send 

Grimau>i  to  them  on  a  missinn : 
As  Legnte,  Job  could  play  bis  part, 
And  ii,  in  diplomatic  art. 
The  <*  volto  sdolto"*  's  meritorious. 
Let  Joe  but  grin,  he  has  it,  glorious ! 
A  title  for  him's  easily  made ; 

And,  by-the-by,  one  ChrisLius  time, 
If  I  remember  right,  he  play'd 

Lord  MoRLET  in  some  pantomime  ^— 
As  Earl  of  M— rl — t  then  gazette  him, 
If  f  other  Eari  of  M— rl— t*!!  let  him. 
(And  why  should  not  the  worid  be  blest 
With  two  sncH  stars,  for  East  and  West?) 
Then,  when  before  the  Yellow  Screen 

He's  brought — and,  sure,  the  very  essence 
Of  etHjuette  would  be  that  scene 

Of  Joe  in  the  Celestial  Presence ! — 
He  thus  should  say :— **  Duke  Ho  and  Soo, 
«  I*H  play  what  tricks  yon  please  for  yon, 
"  If  you'll,  in  turn,  but  do  for  me 
"  A  few  small  tricks  yon  now  shall  see. 
**  If  I  consult  your  Emperor's  liking 
**  At  least  you'll  do  the  same  for  my  King.** 
He  then  should  give  them  nine  such  grins. 
As  would  astound  ev'n  Mandarins ; 
And  throw  such  somersets  before 

The  picture  of  King  George  (God  bless  him !) 
As,  should  Duke  Ho  but  try  them  o'er, 

Would,  by  Co!«ruciu9,  much  distress  him ! 


I  start  this  merely  as  a  hint. 

But  think  youll  find  some  wisdom  In't ; 

And,  sliould  you  follow  np  the  job. 

My  son,  my  Lord,  (you  ibioie  poor  Bos,) 

Would  in  the  suite  be  glad  to  go 

And  help  his  Excellency,  Job  ; — 

At  least,  like  noble  Ann — Rvr's  son, 

The  lad  will  do  to  practiu  on  * 


■laldl,  bat  some  very  Inferior  perfcrmer,  who  played  thU 
part  of  **  Liinl  Morley**  In  the  pantniniiiia,— m  rnoch  lo  IIm 
horror  of  the  dIsUnf  ulshed  EmtI  of  thai  aame.  7*he  ezpoe- 
tvtiiry  leiien  of  the  N<ible  Bnri  to  Mr.  H~n^-«,  apoa  lUs 
valfar  pnifemitlan  of  his  tptck-aml-tpan  new  title,  it!  I,  I 
Iraflt,  tome  time  or  other,  be  given  to  the  world. 
^^90  Mr.  Ellis**  aceoant  of  the  Embassy. 


•« 


LETTER  X. 

nU>II  Mm  BIDDT  FUDGB  TO  MM  DOROTHY  b 

Well,  it  ignU  the  King,  after  all,  my  dear  crea- 
ture! 
But  don't  you  go  *|^agh,  now — there's  nothing  to 
'  qnir  iu*l — 

For  grandeur  of  air  and  or  grimneai  of  feature, 
He  might  be  a  King,  Doll,  though  hang  him» 
he  i8u*t 
At  fu^,  I  felt  hurt,  for  I  wishM  it,  1  own. 
If  for  uo  other  cause  but  to  vex  Miss  Malonb,— 
I    (The   great   heirew,   you  know,  of  Shandangan, 
I  who*8  here, 

Showing  off  with  §uek  ain,  and  a  real  Cashmere,* 
Wiiile  mine's  but  a  paltry  old  rabbit-akin,  dear !) 
But  Pa  says,  on  deeply  cousid*ring  the  thing, 
1  am  jutft  as  well  pleased  it  should  not  be  the 
King; 
"  As  I  think  for  my  Biddt,  so  gentille  andjolie, 
"  W  hose  charms  may  their  price  in  an  honeH 
way  fetch, 
"  That  a  Braudenburgh  ** — (what  m  a  Branden- 
burgh,  Dolly  1) — 
"  Would  be,  after  all,  no  such  very  great  catch. 
"  If   the   R— o — T    indeed," — added    he,    looking 
sly- 

i    (You  remember  that  comical  squint  of  his  eye,) — 
But  I  8topp*d  him  with  **  La,  Pa,  how  can  you  say  so, 
"  When  the  R — a — r  loves  none  but  old  women, 

you  know  !** 
Which  is  fact,  my  dear  Doxxt — we,  girls  of  eigh- 
teen. 
And  so  slim — Lord,   he*d  think  us  not  fit  to  be 

seen; 
And  would  like  us  much  better  as  old — ay,  as  old 
As  that  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  IVe  been 

told 
That  she  lived  to  much  more  than  a  hundred  and 

ten, 
And  was  killM  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree  then  ! 


1  Sc«  Lndy  Mnnnin*s  **  Fmnce**  for  the  anecdote,  told  her 
by  M:i(l  ttiie  de  Cenlis,  of  the  young  gcntleiiiao  whose  love 
was  cured  by  finding  that  his  inistrcas  wore  a  sJkawl  "  peau 
dv  la  pin." 

*The  cars,  on  the  return,  are  dragged  np  slowly  by  a 
chain. 

*  Mr.  Bob  need  not  be  ashamed  of  his  cookery  jokes,  when 
he  is  kept  In  rountenance  by  such  men  as  Otccrv,  SUJIngua- 
Itatf,  and  that  jtiviHl  bishop.  VtuAntius  Fhrtumatiu.  The  pun 
of  ihu  irreat  orafir  upon  the  ''Jus  Verrinum.**  which  he  calls 
baU  kttg-krvtk,  Umu  a  play  upon  both  the  words,  is  well 
known :  and  the  Saint's  punv  upon  the  conversion  of  Li»t*s 
f^iie  iiu)  salt,  are  equ.tlly  ingenious  :— '*  In  salem  conversa 
hoir  in!bu«  titielibUH  qn«Kidaui  pnustitit  emndimeniuim,  quo  ««- 
ptanl  aliquld,  unde  lUud  caveatur  exeniplnm."^  Dt  Civitat. 


What  a  frisky  old  girl !  but — to  come  to  my  kivii^ 
Who,  though  not  a  King,  b  a  kern  1*11  swetf/— 
You  shall  hear  all  that's  happen'd,  just  briefly  rm 
over. 
Since  that  happy  night,  when  we  whiik*d  thnagh 
the  air ! 

Let    me    see— 'twas    on    Satnrday-^M^   Doui* 

ye^— 
From  that  evening  I  date  the  first  dawn  of  my  Uas. 
When  we  both  rattled  off  in  thai  dear  little  car* 

riage, 
Whose  journey,  Bon  says,  is  so  like  Love  and  Har- 

riage, 
^  Beginning  gay,  desperate,  dashing,  down-hiDy, 
**  And  ending  as  dull  as  a  nx-inside  Dilly  r^ 
Well,    scarcely   a    wink    did   I    sleep   the  .'iffat 

through ; 
And,  next  day,  having  scribbled  my  letter  to  you, 
With  a  heart  full  of  hope   this  sweet  fellow  to 

meet, 
I  set  out  with  Papa,  to  see  Louis  Dix*Hurr 
Make  his  bow  to  some  half  doxen  women  and  faoyi, 
Who  get  up  a  small  concert  of  shrill  Ftoe  U  Rm»  ■ 
And  how  vastly  genteeler,  my  dear,  even  this  is. 
Than  vulgar  Pall-Mall's  oratorio  of  hines ! 
The  gardens  seemM  full— so,  of  course,  we  walked 

o'er  *em, 
'Mong  orange-trees,  clipped   into  town  liced  deoo> 

rum, 
And  daphnes,  and  vases,  and  many  a  statue, 
There  staring,  with  not  ev*n  a  stitch  on  them,  at 

you! 
The  ponds,  too,  wo  view'd    stood   awliile  on  the 

brink 
To  contemplate  the  play  of  those  pretty  goM 

fisheo— 
"Live  bullion,**  says  merciless  Bos,  **  which,  1  th'uik, 
*<  Would,  if  eoin*d,  with  a  Uttle  minf*  sauce,  be 

delicious !"' 

But  what,  DoixT,  what,  is  the  gay  orange-grove. 
Or  gold  fislies,  to  her  that's  in  search  of  her  love  ? 

Dfii,  HI).  zvK,  cap.  30.— The  jokes  of  the  plons  famrite  nf 
Queen  RndHgunda,  the  convlviiil  Bishop  FnHi«<tM%  may  to 
found  among  hi^  poems,  in  some  lines  against  a  couk  who  bad 
robbed  him.    The  following  Is  similar  to  Ote«rw*«  pan  >- 

Plus  jMtc«//a  Cocl  qoaro  mea  jitre  vatent. 

See  his  poem.%  Corpu§  Poetar.  tALtin,  tom.  lU  p.  ITSS." 
Of  the  same  kind  was  Montmanr'*  joke,  when  a  dish  wsa 
spilt  over  him—**  somumm  ja^,  samma  Injuria  ;**  and  the 
»nme  celebrated  parasite,  in  ordering  a  sole  to  be  plaoed  be- 
fore him,  said, — 

Ellgi  cni  dlcas,  to  mlhl  «o/«  places 

7*be  render  may  tikowke  ace,  among  a  good  deal  of  ttlclfli 
erudition,  the  learned  Lipaius**  jokes  on  catting  up  a  car 
pon  In  his  Satumai,  Ssrmaii.  lib.  U.,  cap.  S. 
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J  I  f»il«]]y  explore  every  chair 

hing  like  a  man  waa — no  lover  sat  there ! 

y  fond  eyM  dui  X  eageriy  cast 

lisken,  mustaotiios,  and  wigs  that  went 

t, 

if  I  could,  but  a  glatioe  at  that  curl, — 
of  those  whiskem,  as  nacred,  my  girl, 
k  that,  Pa  says,*  is  to  Muasulmen  giv*n, 
vel  to  hold  by  that "  lugs  them  to  heav'n  !*' 
)  went  by  me  full  many  a  quiz, 
ichios  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his ! 
ed,  1  found  myself  sighing  out  **  well-a- 


»> 


of   the  words  of   T — M   M — re's  Irish 
lody, 

about  the  "  green  spot  of  delight,'** 

you  kuuw,  Captain  Mackixtosh  sung 
js  one  day :) 
,  my  **  spot"  was  that  Saturday  night, 

verdure,  how  fleeting,  had  withered  by 
iday ! 

at  a  tavern — La,  what  do  I  say  7 
vas  to  know  ! — a  Restaurateur* §t  dear ; 
ir  properrat  ladies  go  dine  every  day, 
nk  Burgundy  out  of  large  tumblers,  like 
r. 

Tor  he's  really  grown  mper-Rne) 
ended,  for  once,  to  make  one  of  the  party ; 
though  but  three,  we  had  dinner  for  nine, 
«pite  of  my  grief,  love,  I  own  I  ate  hearty. 
>LL,  I  know  not  how  'tis,  but,  in  grief, 
ays  found  eating  a  wondrous  relief; 

who's  in  love,  said  he  felt  the  same, 
re— 

rhs,"  said  he,  "  ceased  with  the  first  glass 
rank  you  ; 

b  made  mo  tranquil,  the  puffs  made  me 
t, 

how  that    all's  o'er — why    I'm — ^pretty 
1,  thank  you !" 

at  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late ; 
and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 


scrap  of  knowlHpe  "Pa"  was,  I  snnpcct,  In- 
)oie  upon  VoIney*<  ruins  ;  a  bo«)k  which  usually 
f  a  Jac4il)ln*f<  libniry,  and  with  which  Mr.  Fudge 
lecn  well  acqaainled  at  the  time  when  he  wrote 
wiJh  Kinps."  &.C.  Tlie  ni»to  In  Vnlney  is  as  f(»l- 
*  hy  this  tufl  of  hair,  (on  the  crow  n  of  the  head.) 
iiiMjority  nf  MusMilnmns,  that  the  An{rct  of  the 
ike  the  elect  and  rnrry  them  to  PHmdise.** 
nng  iHdy,  whtrm  memory  Is  not  very  correct, 
,  1  think,  to  the  ftdlowing  lines: — 

h  that  fairy  form  is  no*er  forgot, . 
Which  First  lyivc  tniced  ; 
lilt  It  lingVIng  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  Memory**  waste ! 


About  singing  and  cookery — Bobit,  of  conne. 
Standing  up  for  the  latter  Fme  Art  in  full  force  ;* 
And  Pa  saying,  "  God  only  knows  which  is  worRt, 

"The  French  Singers  or  Cool|s,  but  I  wish  vm 
well  over  it — 
**  What  with  old  LaIs  and  Vert,  I'm  cursed 

"  If  my  head  or  my  stomach  will  ever  recover  it !" 

'Twas  dark,  when  we  got  to  the  Boulevards  to  stroll, 

And  in  vain  did  I  look  'moog  the  street  Macaronis, 

When,  sudden  it  struck  me — last  hope  of  my  soul— 

That  some  angel   might  take  the  dear  man  to 

Tortom's  I* 
We  enter'd — and,  scarcely  had  Bod,  with  an  air. 

For  a  grappe  a  la  jardiniere  call'd  to  the  waiters. 
When,  oh  Doll  !  I  saw  him — my  beio  was  there, 
(For  I  knew  his  white  small-clothes  and  brown 

leather  gaitera,) 
A  group  of  fair  statues  from  Greece  smiling  o'ei 

him,* 
And  lots  of  red  currant-juice  sparkling  before  him ! 
Oh  DoLLV,  these  heroes — what  creattu«4  they  are ; 
In  tl)e  boudoir  the  some  ae  in  fields  full  of 

slaughter ! 
As  cool  in  the  Beaujon's  precipitous  car, 
As  when  safe  at  Tortoni's,  o'er  iced  currant 

water! 
He  join'd  us — imagine,  dear  creature,  my  ecstasy— 
Join'd  by  the  man  Fd  have  broken  ten  necks  to  see  ! 
Bob  wish'd  to  treat  him  with  Punch  d  la  glace, 
But  the  sweet  fellow  swore  that  my  beauU,  my 

grace. 
And    my  je-ne'Sais-qxtoi   (then   hb   whiskers  he 

twirPd) 
Were,   to  him,  "  on  de  top  of  all  Ponch  in  de 

vorid." — 
How  pretty ! — though  od  (as  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  English  are  Greek,  Doll, 

to  mo. 
But,  in  short,  I  felt  happy  as  ever  fond  heart  did  ; 
And  happier  still,  when  'twas  fix'd«  ere  we  parted. 
That,  if  the  next  day  should  be  pastoral  weather. 
We  all  would  set  off,  in  French  bugles,  together. 


s  Cookery  has  been  dignified  by  the  rcsearcbes  of  a  Ba- 
con, (see  his  JV.itiira/  Histarf,  Receipts.  Scc^)  and  takes  Its 
sbttlon  as  one  of  the  Fine  Arts  in  the  following  passage  of 
Mr.  Dngald  Stewurt : — "  .\greeably  U*  this  view  uf  the  sub- 
ject, twett  may  be  said  to  be  rntrinticaUjf  pleastog.  and  kUttr 
to  be  relatively  pleasing;  while  b<ith  are,  In  many  cases, 
equally  essential  to  those  efTecis,  which.  In  the  art  of  cook- 
Gr>',  correspond  to  that  esaipMilc  hsmmtf,  which  It  Is  Ibe  ob- 
ject of  the  painter  and  of  the  poet  to  create.**— P4t/M«pA«M/ 
Eatajft. 

«  A  fashionable  safi  glacier  on  the  Italian  Boalevards. 

•  **  Yoa  eat  yoar  lee  at  Tortoni't,**  says  Mr.  Scott,  **np<leff 
a  Grecian  groap.*' 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


To  see  Montmorency — tliat  place  which,  yoa  know. 
Is   80    famoiin    for    cherrios    and    Jean    Jacques 

RoiTBeEALT. 

Hia   card   then   he    gave    u»— the    namet    rather 

creuired— 
But  'twas    Caucot  —  something  —  a    Colonel    at 

least! 
After  which — sure  there  never  was  hero  so  civil — 

ho 
Saw  Q8  safo  home  to  our  door  in  Rue  Rivoli, 
Where  his  Intt  words,  as,  at  parting,  he  threw 
A  BoH,  look  o'er  hid  shculdcrs,  were — '*  How  do  you 

do  •"> 

But,  Lord, — there's  Papa  for  the  post — rrosovez'd — 
Montmorency  must  now,  love,  be  kept  for  my  next 
That  dear  Sunday  night ! — I  was  chan  tingly  dreas'd, 
And — so  providential ! — was  looking  my  best ; 
Such  a  sweet  muslin  gown,  with  a  flounce — and  my 

frills, 
You've  no  notion  how  rich — (though  Pu  has  by  the 

bills) 
And  you'd  smile  had  you  seen,  whcro  we  sat  ratlier 

near. 
Colonel  Caucot  eyeing  the  cambric,  my  dear. 
Then  the  flow'rs  in   my  bonnet — but,  la,  it's  in 

vuin — 
So,  good-by,  my  sweet  DoLXr—I  sliall  soon  write 

again.  B.  F. 

Nota  bene^-ouT  love  to  all  neighbors  about — 
Your  Pupa  in  particular — how  is  his  gout  7 

P.S. — I've  just  open'd  my  letter  to  say, 

In  your  next  you  must  tell  me,  (uow  do,  Dollt, 

pray. 
For  I  hate  to  ask  Bob,  he's  so  ready  to  quiz,) 
What  sort  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  Brandtmburgh  is. 


LETTER  XI. 

FROU  rilELIM  CONNOR  TO  b 

Yeb,  'twas  a  caivse,  as  noble  and  as  great 
As  ever  hero  died  to  vindicate — 
A  Nation's  right  to  speak  a  Nation's  voice, 
And  own  no  power  but  of  tlie  Nation's  choice ! 


1  Nat  an  unnsanl  mistake  with  fnreig;nGrt. 
t  See  iElian,  lib.  v.,  cap.  90,— who  tolls  as  that  these 
goeve,  fhim  n  conHciou^neKs  of  their  own  loqiiarity,  always 
cross  Mount  Taurus  with  stones  In  their  bills,  to  prevent 
I  any  unlucky  cackle  from  betraying  them  to  the  esgles— 
I  SmvCTovrat  ottoirun^rtf. 
I       3  {4|)inebody  (Funtenelle,  I  believe)  has  said,  that  If  he 


Such  was  the  grand,  the  gloriooB  cause  thstmr 
Hung  trembling  on  Napoleon'i  single  brov; 
Such  the  sublime  arbitrament,  that  pourd. 
In  patriot  eyes,  a  light  aroand  his  sword, 
A  hallowing  light,  which  never,  since  the  day 
Of  his  young  victories,  had  illumed  its  way ! 

Oh,  'twos  not  then  the  time  for  tome  debalei, 
Ye  men  of  Gaul,  wlien  chains  were  at  year  pta; 
When  he,  who  late  had  fled  your  Chieftaia*8flj% 
As  geese  from  eagles  on  Mouut  Tatinv  fly,* 
Denounced  against  the  land,  that  spum'd  his  dw 
Myriads  of  swords  to  bind  it  fast  again— 
Myriads  of  fierce  invading  swords,  to  tredt 
Through  your  best  blood  his  path  of  vengcaieebid 
When  Europe's  Kings,  that  never  yet  oonluei 
But  (like  those  upper  Stan,  that,  wbca  coajaa'i 
Sh««d  war  and  pestilence)  to  acouige  mankia<l| 
Gather'd  around,  with  hosts  from  every  sfasn, 
Hating  NAroLBtM  much,  but  Freedom  moie. 
And,  in  that  coming  strife,  appalfd  to  see 
The  worid  yet  left  one  chance  for  liberty  !— 
No,  'twas  not  then  the  time  to  weave  a  net 
Of  bondage  around  your  Chief ;  to  cnrb  and  Inl 
Your  veteran  war-horse,  pawing  for  the  fight, 
>Vhen  every  hope  was  in  his  speed  and  migbl' 
To  waste  the  hour  of  actkin  in  dispate. 
And  coolly  plan  how  freedom**  borngMs  slioiildM 
When  your  Invader's  axe  was  at  the  raoi! 
No,  sacred  Liberty  !  that  God,  who  throm 
Thy  light  around,  like  hts  own  suiisliine,  koosi 
How  well  I  love  thee,  and  how  deeply  hats 
All  tyrants,  upstart  and  Liegitimute — 
Yot,  in  that  hour,  were  France  my  native  bad, 
I  would  have  follow'd,  with  quick  heart  and  baai 
Napoleon,  Nero, — u;%  no  matter  whom-* 
To  snatch  my  country  from  that  damning  dosoii 
Tliat  deadliest  curse  that  on  the  conquer'd  wain* 
A  Conqueror's  satrap,  throned  within  her  gsia! 

Tnie,  he  was  false — despotic — all  yon  pleaie— 
Had  trampled  down  man's  holiest  liberties- 
Hud,  by  a  genius,  form'd  for  nobler  thing* 
Than  lie  within  the  grasp  of  vulgar  Kings, 
But  raised  the  hopes  of  men — as  eaglets  fly 
With  tortoises  aloft  into  the  sky — 
To  dash  them  down  again  more  shatt'ringly  1 
All  tliis  I  own— but  still*  •  • 


bad  bis  hand  taW  of  traths,  be  would  open  bat  < 
It  Uiiie ;  and  the  aanie  Mirt  of  reserve  I  And  tn  ha  i 
with  re!>pect  tu  Mr.  C^mmir't  very  plaln-apokea  teiMfr  V 
remainder  of  this  EpUtle  Is  m»  Hall  of  unsafe  nwncNfM 
thia  It  niuit,  for  the  present  at  least  be  wIchbM  Ikmt 
public 
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LETTER  XII. 

MJM  BIDDT  FUDGK  TO  MIM  DOBOTHT n 

,  Dolly, — thanks  to  a  potent  emetic, 

BoBBT  and  Pa,  with  grimace  lympathetic, 

«rallow*d  this  morning  to  balance  the  bUa, 

>el  matelote  and  a  bitque  d^eerevis9e9 — 

norning  at  home  to  myself,  and  sit  down 

:ribe  you  our  heavenly  trip  out  of  town. 

^  you  must  be  for  this  letter,  my  dear ! 

ANE,  in  the  novel,  less  languished  to  hear 

elegant  comet  she  met  at  Lord  Nkvillk*s 

:tually  dying  with  love  or — blue  devils. 

ve,  Dolly,  Love  is  the  theme  /  punue  ; 

Uue  Devils,  thank  heav'u,  I  have  nothing  to 

dc^— 

,  indeed,  dear  Colonel  Calicoi  spies 

ips  of  that  color  in  certain  blue  eyes, 

he  sUres  at  till  /,  Doll,  at  his  do  the  same ; 

he  simpers— 1  blush — and  would  often   ex- 

ci^m, 

lew  but  thfe  French  fur  it*  **  Lord,  Sir,  for 

shame !" 

the  morning  was  lovely — the  trees  in  full 
dress 

)  happy  occasion — the  sunshine  expreas-— 
e  onler*d  it,  dear,  of  the  beet  poet  going, 
:e  could  be  furnish'd  more  golden  and  glow- 
ing. 

1  late  when  we  started,  the  scent  of  the  air 
ke  Gattie's  rose-water, — and,  bright,  here 
and  there, 

grass  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet, 
ly  aunt's  diamond  pin  on  her  green  tabbinet ! 
the  birds  seem'd  to  warble  as  bless'd  on  the 
boughs, 

2ch  a  plumed  Culicot  had  for  her  spouse ; 
le  grapes  were  all  blushing  and  kissing  in 
rows, 

in  short,  need  I  tell  you,  wherever  one  goes 
he  creature  one  loves,  *tis  all  couleur  tie  roae  ; 
h,  I  shall  ne'er,  lived  I  ever  su  long,  see 
such  as  that  at  divine  Montmorency ! 

was  but  one  drawback — at  first  when  we 

started, 

Lionel  and  I  were  inhumanly  parted ; 


enlomn  In  the  Plaee  VendAme. 

ipliiyanl  pnur  celn  le  plus  hen'j  piipler  Anr^,  t^ehant 

a  svee  de  la  poudre  d*nzur  el  d'arsent.  et  eonMiit 

ien  svee  de  la  nomparsllle  bteoe.**— Z,c«  Cafnfe»ai9n$, 

lv.9. 

Is  ii*ord.  "eiqalsite,**  is  evidently  a  (kvorits  of  Miss 


How  cmel— yoang  hearts  of  such  moments  to  rob ! 
He  went  in  Pa's  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bob  ; 
And,  I  own,  I  felt  spitefully  happy  to  know 
That  Papa  and  his  comrade  agreed  but  so-so. 
For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Bonet**— 
Served  with  him  of  course — nay,  Fm  sure  they  were 

cronies. 
So  martial  his  features !  dear  Doll,  you  can  trace 
Ulm,  Austerlitz,  Lodi,  as  plain  in  his  face 
As  you  do  on  that  pillar  of  glory  and  brais,' 
Which  the  poor  Duo  de  B — ri  must  hate  so  to 

pass! 
It  appears,  too,  he  made— as  most  foreigners  do- 
About  English  affairs  an  odd  blunder  or  two. 
For  examplor-misled  by  the  names,  I  dare  say- 
He  confounded  Jack  Castleb  with  Lord  C — —oh  ; 
And— sura    Buch  a  blunder    no  mortal    hit  ever 

on- 
Fancied  the /»resenl  Lord  C — xd — n  the  elever  one ! 

But  politics  ne'er  were  the  sweet  fellow's  trade ; 
'Twas  for  war  and  the  ladies  my  Colonel  was  made. 
And,  oh,  had  you  heard,  as  together  we  walk'd 
Through   that   beautiful    forest,  how    sweetly   he 

Ulk'd ; 
And  how  perfectly  well  he  appear'd,  Doli^  to  know 
All    the    life    and    adventures  of  Jeaih  Jac<iucb 

Rousseau  ! — 
*<  'Twas  there,'*  said  he — ^not  that  his  vstrdo  I  can 

state; — 

'Twas  a  gibb'rish   that  Cupid   alone  could  trans- 
late;— 

But  "there,"  said  he,  (pointing  where,  small  and 

remote. 
The  dear   Hermitage  rose,)  **  there  his  Juue  he 

wrote, — 
'*  Upon  paper  gilt-edged,*  without  blot  or  erasure ; 
**  Then  sanded  it  over  with  silver  and  azure, 
"  And— oh,  what  will  genius  and  faucy  not  do  7 — 
"  Tied  the  leaves  up  together  with  nompareille  blue !" 
What  a  trait  of  RousKau !  what  a  crowd  of  emo- 
tions 
From  sand  and  blue  ribands  are  conjured  up  here ! 
Alas,  that  a  roan  of  such  exquisite'  notions 

Should  send  his  poor  brats  to  the  Foundling,  my 
dear! 

'^'Twas    here,    too,    perhaps,"    Colonel    Caucot 

said— • 
As  down  the  small  garden  he  pensively  led— 


radfe*s ;  sod  T  nndentand  she  was  not  a  little  ttngry  whea 
her  bniiber  Bob  cnmuiltted  a  pun  oo  the  Ust  two  syllabias 
of  it  la  the  fuUuwlog  cuoplet  >- 

**  rd  (kin  pralie  ynnr  Pnem~>bQl  tell  me,  how  Is  It 
When  /  cry  oat  **  Exquisite,'*  Etks  cries  **  f  nit  it  V 
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(Though  once  I  dould  aee  his  ■ufaUme  forehead 

wrinkle 
With  rage  not  to  find  thsre  the  loved  periwinkle*) 
'*  *Twa8  here  he  received  from  the  fair  D^Epinay, 
"  (Who  caird  him  to  sweetly  her  Bear,*  every 

day,) 
"  That  dear  flannel  petticoat,  pulKd  off  to  form 
*'  A  waistcoat  to  keep  the  enthusiast  warm !"' 

Such,  DoLXv  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  pon- 

dcr'd. 
As,  full  of  romance,  through  that  valley  wo  wan- 

derU 
The  flannel  (one's  train  of  ideas,  bow  odd  it  is !) 
Led  us  to  talk  about  other  commodities. 
Cambric,  and  silk,  and — I  ne*er  shall  forget, 
For  the  sun  was  then  hast*ning  in  pomp  to  its  set, 
And   full   on  the   Colonel's  dark    whiskers  shone 

down. 
When  he  ask'd  me,  with  eagerness, — who  made 

my  gown  7 
The  question  confused  me — for»  Doll,  you  must 

know, 
And  I  ought  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  ago, 
That,  by  Pa*8  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ* 
That  enchanting  couturiire,  Madame  lb  Roi  ; 
But  am   forced  now   to  have  Victorins,  who— 

deuce  take  her ! — 
It  seems  is,  at  present,  the  King*s  mantua-maker — 
I  mean  of  his  party — and,  though  much  the  smartest, 
Lk  Roi  is  condemn'd  as  a  rank  Bonapartist.* 
Think,  Doll,  how   confounded   I   look'd — so  well 

knowing 
The    ColonePs    opinion — my    cheeks    were    quite 

glowing ; 
I  stammcr'd  out  something — nay,  even  half  named 
The  legitimate  sempstress,  when,  loud,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Yes,  yes,  by  the  stitching  *tis  plain  to  be  seen 
**  It  was  made  bv  that  Bourbouite  b  h,  Vic> 

TORINB  !" 

What  a  word  for  a  hero  ! — ^but  heroes  toill  err. 

And  I  thought,  dear,  Td  tcU  you  things  just  as 
they  were. 

Besides,  though  the  word  on  good  manners  in- 
trench, 

I  assure  you  'tis  not  half  so  shocking  in  French. 

1  The  flower  which  Raiissean  brought  into  socb  fashion 
nmnnK  the  PnrUiiins,  by  exclaiming  one  day,  •*  Ah,  vuila  do 
\:\  {lervenche  !** 

*  **  JUon  ourt,  voilA  votre  asyle— «l  Toas,  mom  purs^  ne 
Vlen(ln*z  vou  <  pas  aussi  T'— >ifec.  tec 

s  **  Un  >iur.  qiiMl  geloit  tr»i8-fort,  en  ouvrant  an  paqnel 
qu'eile  ni'envoyoii,  je  truuval  an  petit  jupnn  de  Onneite  d*An- 
gleiem:,  qu'eile  me  niarqaoli  avoir  purtS,  et  dont  elle  TuoWilt 
qae  je  nie  A^i^e  fulre  un  glleL  O  soin.  plus  qa*ainicHl,  me 
pamt  xl  tendre.  cninine  si  elle  se  flitd  pimlliee  poor  me  vki\r, 
qoe,  dnn*  UK»a  eumUua,  js  Utlsat  vloft  fiiU  ea  pleurunt  le 
bllJet  el  le  Jupoo.** 


But  this  cloud,  though  embarrassing,  ■ooo  ptWI 

away, 
And  the  bliss  altogether,  the  dreams  of  that  day, 
The  thoughts  tliat  arise,  when  such  dear  Mlcvi 

woo  us — 
The  nothings  that  then,  lore,  are  etery  tkimgwj»— 
That  quick  correspondence  of  glances  And  sigfcs^ 
And  what  Bos  calls  the  *<  Twopenny-post  of  ths 

Eyes"— 
Ah,  Doll  !  though  I  ibiote  yoa've  a  heart,  'tis  m  viio 
To  a  heart  so  unpractised  these  things  to  ezplaia. 
They  can  only  be  felt,  in  their  fuJnesa  diviiie. 
By  her  who  has  wandei'd,  at  evening's  decline. 
Through  a  valley  like  that,  with  a  Colonei  Eke 

mine! 

But  here  I  must  finish— for  Bos,  my  deai  Tollt, 
Whom  physic,  I  find,  always  makes  melancholy. 
Is  seized  with  a  fancy  for  churchyard  reflectaoas; 
And,  full  of  all  yesterday's  rich  reeotleetioas. 
Is  just  setting  oflTfor  Mouimartre— **  for  there  is," 
Said  he,  looking  solemn,  "The  tomb  of  the  Vsant 
"  Long,  long  have  I  wisli'd,  as  a  votary  tme, 

^  O'er  the  grave  of  such  talents  to  atter  my  moans; 
**  And,  to>day — as  my  stomacii  is  not  in  good  cue 

"  For  the  flesh  of  the   Vkrvs— Fll  visit  their 
bones!** 
He  insists  upon  my  going  with  him — how  teasing' 

This  letter,  however,  dear  Dollt,  shall  lie 
Unseal'd  in  my  draw'r,  that,  if  any  thing  pleamj 

Occurs  while  Fm  out,  I  may  tell  yoti— good-by. 

Rf.    ; 

I 

FVior  o*clodL 
Oh,  Dolly,  dear  Dollt,  Fm  ruin'd  forever^ 
I  ne'er  shall  be  happy  again,  Dollt,  never ! 
To  think  of  the  wretch — what  a  victim  was  I ! 
'Tis  too  much  to  eudure^I  shall  die,  I  shall  die— 
My  brain*s  in  a  fever — my  pulses  beat  quick — 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  least,  be  exceedingly  sick ! 
Oh,  what  do  you  think  7  after  all  my  romaDcixi$i     . 
My  v'isions  of  glory,  ray  sighing,  my  glancing,         < 
This  Colonel — I  scarce  can  commit  it  to  paper— 
This  CoionePs  no  more  than  a  vile  (inen -draper . ! 
Tis  true  as  I  live — I  had  coax'd  brother  Bos  m>, 
(Yc  t'U  hardly  make  out  what  I'm  writing,  I  sob  la^ 

*  Ml»«  Diddy*s  noil4His  of  French  pronaaclatiun  nwir  b< 
perceived  in  the  rhymes  which  she  always  •eUcts  for  "^  U 

*  Lb  Roi,  who  was  the  Ctutmriir*  of  the  Enpms  3Urii 
Lnnisa,  Is  at  present,  of  course,  out  nf  fashkm,  and  is  sa^ 
ceeded   in    her   stati<io  by   the  Rujralist  msHins  mmtft, 

VlCTOaiKB. 

*  It  Is  the  hrviker  of  the  pveseat  exeellettt  Reslawattar 
who  lies  enimabed  su  iMasniaceaily  la  the  CisMtlMe  Umfr 
mnrtre.  The  loscnplMHi  oa  the  colama  at  ttie  head  of  thi 
loBib  onoelndss  with  the  f«illiiwlBg  wsMs  *— ^Toals  aa  vk 
Alt  eonsacKo  ans  mru  mtittt,** 
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le  little  gift  on  my  birth -day — September 
rtieth,  do:ir,  Tm  eighteen,  you  remember—- 
uB  to  a  shop  kindly  onler*d  the  coaoh, 

little  I   thought  who  the  shopman  would 
prove,) 

leak  me  a  few  of  those  mouehoira  de  poche, 
;h,  in  happier  hours,  I  have  ngh'd  for,  my 
lore^ 

nost  beautiful  things — two  Napoleons  the 
price — 

[ie*8  name  in  the  comer  embroider'd  so 
oice!) 

ith  heart  full  of  pleasure,  I  entered  the  shop, 
e  Gods,   what  a  phantom!— I  thought  I 
ihould  drop- 
he  stood,  my  dear  Dolly — no  room  for  a 
ioubt — 

e,  behind  the  Tile  counter,  these  eyes  saw 
turn  stand, 

piece  of  French  cambric,  before  him  roU'd 
»ut, 

that   horrid  yard-measure  upraised  in  his 
iiand! 

ipa,  all  along,  knew  the  secret,  'tis  clenr— 
I  ihopman  he  meant  by  a  **  Braiide^burgh," 
lear! 

in,  whom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 
when  that  too  delightful  delusion  was  past, 
ro  had  workhii»p*d — vile,  treacherous  thing — 
urn  9ul  but  a  low  liueu-draper  at  last ! 


My  head  swam  around — the  wretch  nniled,  I  be- 
lieve, 

But  his  smiling,  alas,  conld  no  longer  deceive— 

I  fell  back  on  Boo — ^my  whole   heart  seem'd  to 
wither— 

And,  pale  as  a  ghost,  T  was  carried  back  hither ! 

I  only  remember  that  Bos,  as  I  caught  him. 
With  eruel  faeetioasness  said,  <*  Curse  the  Kkldy ! 

**  A  stanch  Revolnttonist  always  IVe  thougrht  him, 
<*  But  now  I  find  out  he's  a  Counter  one,  Binor  V 

Only  think,   my  dear  creature,   if  this  should  be 

known 
To  that  saucy,  satirical  thing.  Miss  Maloni 
What  a  story  'twill  be  at  Shandangan  forevei. 
What  laughs  and  what  quizzing  she'll  have  with 
the  men! 
It  will  spread  through  the  country — and  never,  oh, 
never 
Can  Biddy  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again! 
Farewell — I  shall  do  something  desp'rate,  I  fear— 
And,  ah !  if  my  fate  ever  reaches  your  ear. 
One  tear  of  compassion  my  Dou.  will  not  grudge 
To  her  poor— broken-hearted — young  friend, 

BlDOT  FUDGK. 

Nota  bens^~l  am  sure  yon  will  hear,  with  delight, 
That  we're  going,  all  three,  to  see  Brunbt  to-night, 
A  laugh  will  revive  m«^— and  kind  Mr.  Cox 
.'Do  you  know  him?)  has  got  us  the  Govemor'i  box. 
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Erlpa. 


Ta  Regibus  alas 


-Clip  the  wlags 


Of  these  high-flylBg,  arbltnry  Klafk 


VimaiL,  Omrg,  Uk.  hr. 


TO 
LORD  BYRON. 

Dbar  Lord  Btron, 

Though  this  Vdume  ehoald  poflwas  no  othor 
merit  in  your  oyee,  than  that  of  reminding  yon  of 
the  ehort  time  we  passed  together  at  Venice,  when 
some  of  the  trifles  which  it  contains  were  written, 
you  will,  I  am  sure,  receive  the  dedication  of  it  with 
pleasure,  and  believe  that  I  am, 

My  dear  Lord, 

Ever  faithfuUy  yoon, 

T.R 


PREFACE. 


Though  it  was  the  wish  of  the  members  of  the 
Poco-curante  Society  (who  have  lately  done  me  the 
honor  of  electing  me  their  Secretary)  that  I  sliould 
prefii  my  name  to  the  following  Miscellany,  it  is 
but  fair  to  than  and  to  myself  to  state,  that,  ex- 
cept in  the  **  painful  pre-eminence"  of  being  em- 
ployed to  transcribe  their  lucubrations,  my  claim  to 
such  a  distinction  in  the  title-page  is  not  greater 
than  that  of  any  other  gentleman,  who  has  contrib- 
uted his  share  to  the  contents  of  the  volume. 

I  had  originally  intended  to  take  this  opportu- 
nity of  giving  some  account  of  the  origin  and  ob- 
jects of  our  Institution,  the  names  and  characters 
of  the  different  memhere,  &c  &c. — but,  as  I  am  at 
present  preparing  for  the  press  the  First  Volume 
of  the  ••  Transactions  of  the  Poco-curante  Society," 
I  shall  reserve  for  that  occasion  all  further  de- 
tails upon  the  subject ;  and  content  myself  here 
with  referring,  for  a  general  insight  into  our  tenets^ 
to  a  Song  which  will  be  found  at  the  end  of  this 
work,  and  which  w  sung  to  us  on  the  flrst  day  of 
every  month,  by  onn  of  our  oldest  mombers,  to  the 
tune  of  (as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  being  no  musi- 
cian,) either  "  Nancy  Dawson"  or  "  He  stole  away 
the  Bacon." 

It  may  be  well  also  to  state,  for  the  informa- 
tiru  jf  those  critics  who  attack  with  the  hope  of 
being  tJiswered,  and  of  being,  Uiereby,  brought  into 


notice,  that  it  is  the  role  of  this  Society  to 
no  other  uiswer  to  such  assailants,  than  is 
tained  m  the  three  words,  **  Non  earat  Hip|wdidM,* 
(meaning,  in  English,  *<  Hippoclides  does  not  earB  • 
fig,")  which  were  spoken  two  thoaaand  yeais  sfs 
by  the  first  founder  of  Pooo-curantiani,  and  have 
ever  since  been  adopted  as  the  leading  dlictasi  flf 
the  sect 

THOBfAS  BROWN. 


FABLES  FOR  THE  HOLY  ALLIANCE. 


FABLE  L 


TUB  DisBourrioN  or  thk  bolt 
A  DREAM. 

FvB  had  a  dream  that  bodes  no  good 
Unto  the  Holy  Brotherhood. 
I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  oonfeos 

As  far  as  it  is  right  or  lawful 
For  one,  no  conjurer,  to  guess 

It  seems  to  me  extremely  awfuL 

Mothought,  upon  the  Neva's  flood 

A  beautiful  Ice  Palace  stood, 

A  dome  of  frost-work,  on  the  plan 

Of  that  ODce  built  by  Empress  Anne,' 

Which  shone  by  moonlight — as  the  tale  is— 

Like  an  Aurora  Borealis. 

In  th»  said  Palace,  fumish*d  all 

And  lighted  as  the  best  on  land  are, 
I  dreamt  there  was  a  splendid  Ball, 

Given  by  the  Elmperor  Alexander, 
To  entertain  with  all  due  zeal 

Those  holy  gentlemen,  whoVe  shown  a 
Regard  so  kind  for  Enrope*s  weal, 

At  Tn^ipau,  Laybaoh,  and  Verona 

1  '*  It  Is  well  known  that  the  Emprees  Ann*  Mlt  a  |is1ms 
oflce  on  th«  Neva,  la  1740.  which  was  flfty -two  feet  la  leaf  ik. 
ainl  when  iUamiaalsd  had  a  siir|NrUiaf  eflbct.**— Pwksbi 
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thought  was  happy — and  design'd 
lint  how  thua  the  human  Mind 
,  hke  the  atream  unpriM>n*d  there, 
heckM  and  ohUI'd,  tUI  it  can  bear 
heaviest  Kinga,  that  ode  or  sonnet 
yet  be-praised,  to  dance  upon  it 

all  were  pleased,  and  cold,  and  stately, 
livering  in  frrand  illumination^- 
ired  the  supentmctnre  greatly, 
>r  gave  one  thought  to  the  foundation 
fi  too  the  Czar  himself  exulted, 
t  all  plebeian  feari  a  stranger, 
Madame  Krudener,  when  consulted, 
&d  pledged  her  word  there  was  no  danger 
n  he  caper'd,  fearless  quite, 
unking  himself  extremely  clever, 
wa]U*d  away  with  all  his  might, 
I  if  the  Frost  would  last  forever. 

fancy  how  a  bard  like  me, 
ho  reverence  monarchs,  must  have  trembled 
:e  that  goodly  company, 
such  a  ticklish  sport  assembled. 


tirere  the  feari,  that  thus  astounded 
0}  al  soul,  at  all  unfounded — 
io !  ere  long,  those  walls  so  massy 
ere  seized  with  an  ill-omen*d  dripping, 
o*er  the  floors,  now  growing  glassy, 
leir  Ilolinesses  took  to  slipping. 
Czar,  half  through  a  Polonaise, 
old  scarce  get  on  for  downright  stuiKjIing ; 
Prussia,  though  to  slippery  ways 
?il  used,  was  cursedly  near  tumbling. 

till  'twas,  who  could  stamp  the  floor  most, 

a  and  Austria  *mong  the  foremost—- 

now,  to  an  Italian  air, 

is  precious  brace  would,  hand  in  hand,  go ; 

—while  old  Louis,  from  his  chair, 

'atod  tlicm  his  toes  to  spare^ 

ird  loudly  out  for  a  Fandango. 

a  Fandango,  'faith,  they  had, 
hich  they  all  set  to,  like  mad ! 
r  were  Kings  (though  small  th'  expense  ii 
it  among  their  Excellencies) 
it  of  all  their  princely  senses, 
ah,  that  dance— that  Spanish  dance- 
in  e  was  the  luckless  strain  begun, 
1,  glaring  red,  as  *twere  a  glance 
ot  from  an  angry  Southern  sun, 
ht  through  all  the  chambers  flamed, 
louishing  old  Father  Frost, 
,  bursting  into  tears,  exclaimed, 
L  thaw,  by  Jove— we*re  lost,  we're  lost ; 


**  Run,  France-Hi  second  Watetrioo 

**  Is  come  to  drown  you — mum  qui  pent  !^ 

Why,  why  will  monarchs  caper  so 

In  palaces  without  foundations  7— 
Instantly  all  was  in  a  flow. 

Crowns,  fiddles,  sceptres,  deoormtions— 
Those  Royal  Arms,  that  look'd  so  mce, 
Cut  out  in  the  req>lendent  ice^ 
Those  ESagles,  handsomely  provided 

With  double  heads  for  double  dealings- 
How  fast  the  .globes  and  sceptres  glided 

Out  of  their  claws  on  all  the  ceilings  \ 
Pkoud  Prussia's  double  bird  ;'  nrey, 
Tame  as  a  spatch  cock,  slunc  i  way ; 
While— just  like  France  herself,  when  she 

Proclaims  how  great  her  naval  dull  m-^ 
Poor  Lottk'  drowning  fleur-de-lya 

Imagined  themselves  tooier-lilies 

And  not  alone  rooms,  ceilings,  shelves, 
Bui — still  more  fatal  execution — 

The  Great  Legitimates  themselves 
Seem'd  in  a  state  of  dissolution. 

Th'  indignant  Czar— when  just  about 
To  issue  a  sublime  Ukase, 

«  Whereas  all  light  must  be  kept  oof- 
Dissolved  to  nothing  in  its  blaze 

Next  Prussia  took  its  turn  to  melt. 

And,  while  his  lips  illustrious  felt 

The  influence  of  this  southern  air. 
Some  word,  like  **  Constitution"— long 

Congeal'd  in  frosty  silence  there — 
Came  slowly  thawing  from  his  tongue 

While  Louis,  lapsing  by  degrees. 
And  sighing  on*  a  faint  adieu 

To  truffles,  salmis,  toasted  cheese. 
And  smoking /onJttS,  quickly  grew. 
Himself,  into  a/nnc/u  too ; — 

Or  like  that  goodly  King  they  make 

Of  sugar  for  a  TwelfUi-night  cake. 

When,  in  some  urohin's  mouth,  alas. 

It  melts  into  a  shapeless  mass ! 

In  short,  I  scarce  could  count  a  minute, 
Ere  the  bright  dome,  and  all  within  it. 
Kings,  Fiddlers,  Emperors,  all  were 

And  nothing  now  was  seen  or  heard 
But  the  bright  river,  rushing  on, 

Happy  as  an  enfranchised  bird. 
And  prouder  of  that  natural  ray. 
Shining  along  its  chainless  way — 
More  proudly  happy  thus  to  glide 

In  simple  grandeur  to  the  sea. 
Than  when,  in  sparkling  fetters  tied, 
'Twas  deck'd  with  all  that  kingly  piide 

Could  bring  to  light  its  slavery ! 
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Such  is  my  dream — and,  I  eonf<Mi, 

I  tremble  at  its  awfuluoss. 

That  Spanish  Dance— that  southern  bearo^ 

But  I  say  nothings— there's  my  dream — 

And  Madame  Krudener,  the  she-prophet» 

May  make  just  what  she  pleases  of  it 


FABLE  IL 


THE   LOOKINO-OLAIBEl. 


PROEM. 


WmE&s  Kings  have  been  .:  y  iBob-electiom 

Raised  to  the  Throne,  'Us  strange  to  see 
What  different  and  what  odd  perfectionn 

Men  have  required  in  Royalty. 
Some,  liking  monarchs  large  and  plumpy. 

Have  chos'n  their  Sovereigns  by  the  weight  ;-^ 
Some  wish'd  them  tall,  some  thought  your  dumpy, 

Dutch'built,  the  true  Legitimate.* 
The  Easterns  in  a  Prince,  'tis  said, 
Ptafer  what*s  call'd  a  jolter-head  f 
Th'  Egyptians  wer'n't  at  all  particulai^ 

So  that  their  Kings  had  not  red  hair- 
This  fault  not  even  the  greatest  stickler 

For  the  blood  royal  well  could  bear. 
A  thousand  more  such  illustrations 
Might  he  adduced  from  various  nations. 
But,  *raong  the  many  tales  they  tell  us, 

Touciiin^  th'  a^Hiuired  or  natural  right 
Which  some  men  have  to  rule  their  fellows, 

There's  one,  which  I  shall  here  recite  ^— 

FADLE. 

Tliore  was  a  land — to  name  the  place 
Is  neither  now  my  wish  nor  duty— 

Where  reign 'd  a  certain  Royal  race, 
By  right  of  Uieir  superior  beauty. 

What  was  the  cut  legitimate 

Of  these  great  persons'  chins  and  noses, 
By  right  of  which  they  ruled  the  state, 

No  history  I  have  seen  discloses. 

Bui  RO  it  was — a  settled  case— 

borne  Act  of  Parliuraent,  passed  snugly, 

Had  voted  them  a  beauteous  race. 
And  all  tlieir  faitliful  subjects  ugly. 

As  rank,  indeed,  stood  high  or  low. 
Some  change  it  made  m  visual  organs ; 


1  The  Cothn  bad  s  law  to  choose  always  a  short,  thick 
for  theii  KlDK.— McNSTBR,  Cotmog.  lib.  Ui.  p.  164. 


Four  Peers  were  decent — ^Knigfiti,  to  »— 
But  all  your  common  people,  goigont! 

Of  coiuBe,  if  any  knave  bad  hinted 
That  the  King's  nose  was  tum'd  awry. 

Or  tliat  the  Queen  (God  bless  her!)  squinted— 
The  judges  doom'd  that  knave  to  die. 

But  rarely  things  like  this  occurred. 
The  people  to  tlieir  King  wejne  duteous, 

And  took  it,  on  his  Royal  word. 
That  they  were  liights,  and  He  was 

The  cause  whereof,  among  all  classes. 
Was  simply  Uiis — ^these  island  elves 

Had  never  yet  seen  looking-glasses. 

And,  therefore,  did  not  knoto  themMelvea. 

Sometimes,  uideed,  their  neighbon*  faees 
Might  strike  them  as  more  \di  ef 

More  fresh  than  those  in  certain  pit 
But,  Lord,  tlie  very  thought  was  treason. 

Besides,  howe'er  we  love  cor  neighbor. 
And  take  his  face's  part,  'tis  known 

We  ne'er  so  much  in  earnest  labor. 
As  when  the  face  attack'd*s  our  own. 

So,  on  they  went — the  crowd  believing— 
(As  crowds  well  govein'd  always  do) 

Their  rulers,  too,  themselves  deceivinjp^ 
So  old  the  joke,  tliey  thought  'twas  tnie. 

But  jokes,  we  know,  if  they  too  far  go. 
Must  have  an  end — and  so,  one  day. 

Upon  that  coast  there  was  a  cargo 
Of  looking-glasses  cast  away. 

'Twas  said,  some  Radicals,  somewhere. 
Had  laid  their  wicked  heads  together, 

And  forced  that  ship  to  fotwder  there,— 
While  some  believe  it  was  tlie  weather 

However  this  might  be,  the  freight 
Was  landed  without  fees  or  duties ; 

And  from  that  hour  historians  date 
The  downfall  of  the  Race  of  Beauties. 

The  looking-glasses  got  about. 

And  grew  so  common  through  the  land. 
That  scarce  a  tinker  cotdd  walk  out. 

Without  a  mirror  in  his  hand. 

Comparing  faces,  mommg,  noon. 

And  night,  their  constant  occupation — 

By  dint  of  looking-glasses,  soon. 
They  grew  a  most  reflecting  nation. 


s  "  Id  a  Princo  a  Jolter-head  Is  lavaliiahle.** 
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In  Toin  the  Court,  aware  of  enon 
In  all  the  old,  ectabliah*d  mazards. 

Prohibited  the  use  of  mirrors, 
And  tried  to  break  them  at  all  hazards  :— 

la  vain — their  laws  might  just  as  well 
Have  been  waste  fiaper  on  the  shelves; 

That  fatal  freight  had  broke  the  speS: ; 
People  had  look'd—- and  knew  themselves. 

If  chance  a  Duke,  of  birth  sublime. 

Presumed  upon  his  ancient  face, 
(Some  calf-head,  ugly  from  all  time,) 

They  popp'd  a  mirror  to  his  Grace  ^— 

Just  hinting,  by  that  gentle  sign. 

How  little  Nature  holds  it  true, 
That  what  is  calKd  an  ancient  line. 

Must  be  the  line  of  Beauty  too. 

From  Dukes'  they  pass'd  to  regal  phizzes. 
Compared  them  proudly  with  their  own. 

And  cried,  **  How  could  such  monstrous  quizzes 
**  In  Beaiuty*s  name  usurp  the  throne !"— - 

They  then  wrote  essays,  pamphlets,  books, 

Upon  (>»metical  CEconomy, 
Which  made  the  King  try  various  looks. 

But  none  improved  his  physiognomy. 

And  satires  at  the  Court  were  levelPd, 
And  small  lampoons,  so  full  of  slynesKS, 

That  soon,  in  short,  they  quite  be-devilPd 
Their  Majesties  and  Royal  Highnesses. 

At  length — but  here  I  drop  the  veil. 
To  spare  some  loyal  folks'  sensations ; 

Besideo.  what  followed  is  the  tale 
Of  all  such  late  enlighten'd  nations ; 

Of  all  to  whom  old  Time  disclo^*^ 

A  truth  they  should  have  sooner  known— 

That  Kings  have  neither  rights  nor  noses 
A  whit  diviner  than  their  own 


FABLE  IIL 


TIIB  TORCH  or  UBKRTT. 


I  SAW  it  all  in  Fancy's  gl 

Uenielf,  the  fair,  the  wild  magiciant 
Who  bids  this  splendid  day-dream  pasii 

And  named  each  gliding  apparition. 

'Twas  like  a  toroh-raoe— such  as  they 
Of  Greece  performed,  in  ages  gone, 


When  the  fleet  youths,  in  long  array, 
Fass'd  the  bright  torch  triumphant  on. 

I  saw  th'  expectant  nations  stand,    ' 
To  catch  the  coming  flame  in  turn  ;-— 

I  saw,  from  ready  hand  to  hand, 
The  clear,  thobgh  stnggling,  glory  bum. 

And,  oh,  their  joy,  as  it  came  near, 
'Twas,  in  itself,  a  joy  to  see  ;  — 

While  Fancy  whisper'd  m  my  ear, 
**  That  torch  they  pass  is  Liberty !" 

And,  each»  as  she  received  the  flame, 

Lighted  her  altar  with  its  ray ; 
Then,  smiling,  to  the  next  who  came, 

Sneeded  it  on  its  i^arkling  way. 

From  \LBioN  first,  whose  ancient  shrine 
Was  fumish'd  with  the  fire  already, 

CoLUMBU  caught  the  boon  divine, 
And  lit  a  flame,  like  Albion's,  steady. 

The  splendid  gift  then  Gallia  took. 
And,  like  a  wild  Bacchante,  raising 

The  brand  aloft,  its  sparkles  shook. 
As  she  would  set  the  world  a-blazing! 

Thus  kindling  wild,  so  fierce  and  high 

Her  altar  blazed  into  the  air. 
That  Albion,  to  that  fire  too  nigh, 

Shnuik  back,  and  shudder'd  at  its  glare .' 

Next,  Spain,  so  new  was  light  to  her, 
Leap'd  at  the  toroh — but,  ere  the  spark 

That  fell  upon  her  shrine  could  stir, 

'Twas  quench'd — and  all  again  was  dc  k. 

Yet,  no— ^ot  quench'd— «  treasure,  worth 
So  much  to  mortals,  rarely  dies : 

Again  her  living  light  look'd  forth. 
And  shone,  a  beacon,  in  all  eyes. 

Who  next  received  the  flame  7  alas. 
Unworthy  Naples — shame  of  shames. 

That  ever  through  such  hands  should  pass 
That  brightest  of  all  earthly  flames ! 

Scarce  had  her  fingers  touch'd  the  torch, 
When,  (righted  by  the  sparks  it  shed. 

Nor  waiting  even  to  feel  the  scorch. 
She  dropp'd  it  to  the  earth — and  fled. 

And  fall'n  it  might  have  long  remain'd ; 

But  GaBBCB,  who  saw  her  moment  now. 
Caught  up  the  prize,  though  prostrate,  stain'd, 

And  waved  it  round  her  beauteous  brow. 
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And  Fancy  bade  me  mark  where,  o*er 
Ilor  altar,  as  its  flame  aaoended, 

Fair,  laureird  spirita  8eem*d  to  soar, 
Who  thus  in  eong  their  voices  blended  ^— 

"  Shine,  shine  forever,  glorious  Flame, 
'*  Divinest  gift  of  Gods  to  men ! 

«  From  Grebcb  thy  earliest  splendor  came, 
**  Tt  Greece  thy  ray  returns  again. 

*'  Take,  Freedom,  take  thy  radiant  round, 
**  When  dimm*d,  revive,  when  jost,  return, 

**  Till  not  a  shrine  through  earth  be  found, 
<*  On  which  thy  glories  shall  not  bum !" 


FABLE  IV. 


THE  FLY  AND  THE  BULLOCK. 


PROEM. 


Or  all  that,  to  the  sage*8  survey, 

This  world  presents  of  topsy-turvy, 

There*B  naught  so  much  ditdurbs  one's  patience 

As  little  minds  in  lofty  stations 

*TiB  like  that  sort  of  painful  wonder. 

Which  slender  columns,  laboring  under 

Enormous  arches,  give  beholders ; 
Or  those  poor  Caryatides, 
Condemn*d  to  smile  and  stand  at  ease. 

With  a  whole  house  upon  their  shoulders. 

If,  as  in  some  few  royal  cases. 

Some  minds  are  6orii  into  such  places — 

If  they  are  there,  by  Right  Divine, 

Or  any  such  sufficient  reason. 
Why — lleav*n  forbid  we  should  repine  !— 

To  wish  it  otherwise  were  treason  ; 
Nay,  ev*n  to  see  it  in  a  vision. 
Would  be  what  lawyers  call  misprinoru 

Sir  Robert  Filmer  saith — and  he. 

Of  course,  knew  all  about  the  matter— 
*<  Both  men  and  beasts  love  Monarchy ;" 

Which  proves  how  rational — the  latter, 
Sidney,  we  know,  or  wrong  or  right, 
Entirely  differed  from  the  Knight ! 
Nay,  hints  a  King  may  lose  his  head, 

Dy  slipping  awkwardly  his  bridle  >^ 
Dut  this  is  treatiouous,  ill  •bred, 
And  (now-a-dajni,  when  Kings  are  led 

In  patent  snafHes)  downright  idle. 


No,  no— it  isn't  right-lme  KingB, 
(Those  sovereign  lords  in  leading-slrmgi 
Who,  from  their  birth,  are  Faith-DefendeiB,) 
That  move  my  wrath— 'tk  ymar  pretanden^ 
Your  mushroom  rulers,  sons  of  earth. 
Who— not,  like  t'others,  bores  by  birth, 
Establish'd  gratia  Dei  blockheads. 
Bom  with  three  kingdoms  in  their  poeket»— 
Yet,  with  a  brass  that  nothing  stops. 

Push  up  into  the  loftiest  stations. 
And,  though  too  dull  to  manage  shops. 

Presume,  the  dolts,  to  manage  natkms! 

This  class  it  is,  that  moves  my  gall. 
And  s'irs  up  bile,  and  spleen,  and  alL 
While  ticher  ^useless  things  appear 
To  kno>%  tlie  limits  of  their  sphere- 
While  not  a  cow  on  earth  romances 
So  much  as  to  conceit  she  dancer- 
While  the  most  jumping  frog  we  know  of, 
Would  scarce  at  Astley's  hope  to  show  off— 
Your  •  •  's,  your  •  •  •s  dare, 

UntrainM  as  are  theu'  minds,  to  set  them 
To  any  business,  any  where. 

At  any  time  that  fools  will  let  them. 

But  leave  we  here  these  upstart  thmgs— 
My  business  is,  just  now,  with  Kings ; 
To  whom,  and  to  their  right-line  glory, 
I  dedicate  the  foUowmg  story. 

FABLE. 

The  wise  men  of  Egypt  were  secret  as  dummies; 

And,  ev*n  when  they  most  condescended  to  teach, 
Thoy  pack*d  up  their  meaning,  as  they  did  their 
mummies, 

In  so  many  wrappers,  'twas  out  of  one's  reach. 

They  were  also,  good  people,  much  given  to  Kings- 
Fond  of  craft  and  of  crocodiles,  monke}*8  and 
mystery ; 

But  blue-bottle  flies  were  their  best  beloved  things— 
As  will  partly  appear  m  this  very  short  history. 

A  Sc)'thian  philosopher  (nephew,  they  say. 
To  that  other  great  traveller,  young  Anacharsit) 

Stcpp'd  into  a  temple  at  Memphis  one  day. 
To  have  a  short  peep  at  their  mystical  faroea 

He  saw'  a  brisk  blue-bottle  Fly  on  an  altar. 

Made   much   of,  and  wonhipp'd,  as  aometbing 
divine; 

>  According  to  iCIian,  It  wu  ia  the  UUad  of  LPDCsdla 
they  pmcttced  this  eeremooy— ^miv  /?0vr  raif  fwtmtt-^-D* 
jffBMM/.  lib.  il.  cap.  8. 
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l¥bUe  a  large,  handaome  Bullock,  l«d  there  in  a 
halter. 
Before  it  lay  stabb'd  at  the  foot  of  the  ehrine. 

SnrpriBed  at  such  doings,  he  whisper'd  his  teachex^^ 
**  If  Hisn^t  impertinent,  may  I  ask  why 

"Shoold    a    Bollock,   that    useful    and    powerful 
creature, 
"  Be  thus  offered  up  to  a  blue-bottle  Fly  T 

**  Xo   wonder*'— said  t'other-— '<  you    stare   at  the 
sight, 
"  But  tctf  as  a  Symbol  of  Monarcliy  view  it — 
"That  Fly  on  the  shrine  is  Legitimate  Right, 
*•  And  that  Bullock,  the  People,  that's  sacrificed 
to  it" 


FABLE 


CHURCH  AND   STATB. 

PROEAL 

■*Tti«  mmnent  any  reliflon  becomes  national,  or  establlsh- 
fe^.  lu  parity  ninut  certnlniy  be  lost,  hecniue  It  is  then  Impos- 
Kftble  tu  keep  it  anconnected  with  n>en*s  interests ;  and,  if 
bonnected,  Itmnsl  ioevltubiy  be  perverted  by  them.'*— Soami 
Vvmriis. 

Thus  did  Soame  Jentns — though  a  Tory, 
A  Lord  of  Trade  and  the  Plantations, 

Feel  how  Religion's  simple  glory 
Is  stain'd  by  State  associations 

When  Catherine,  ere  she  crush'd  the  Polesi 

Appeal'd  to  the  benign  Divinity  j 
Then  cut  them  up  in  protocols. 
Made  fractious  of  their  very  souls* — 

All  in  the  name  of  the  bless'd  Trinity  ; 
Or  when  her  grandson,  Alexander, 
That  mighty  Northern  salamander,' 
Whose  icy  touch,  felt  all  about, 
Puts  every  fire  of  Freedom  out— 
When  he,  too,  winds  up  his  Ukases 
With  God  and  the  Panagia's  praises — 
When  he,  of  royal  Saints  the  type. 

In  holy  water  dips  the  sponge, 
With  which,  at  one  imperial  wipe, 

He  would  all  human  rights  expimge ; 
When  Louis  (whom  as  King,  and  eater. 
Some  name  DiX'huit  and  some  Dea'kuxtrtM) 

>  Awtta,  dewu'imes.  ttc 

*Tlie«atainander  Is  sappoxed  to  have  the  power  of  extln> 
libhiaf  lire  by  lU  aatnrui  culdneM  and  nioistarei 


Calls  down  "  St  Louis'  God"  to  vritneas 

The  right,  humanity,  and  fitness 

Of  sending  eighty  thousand  Solons, 
Sages,  with  muskets  and  laced  coats. 

To  cram  instruction,  nolens  volens, 

Down  the  poor  struggling  Spaniards'  throat*-* 

I  can't  help  thinking,  (thoiigh  to  Kings 
I  must,  of  couxse,  like  other  men,  bow,)   ' 

That  when  a  Christian  monarch  brings 

Religion!s  name  to  gloss  these  things- 
Such  blasphemy  out-Benbows  Benbow !' 

Or — not  so  far  for  facts  to  roam. 
Having  a  few  much  nearer  home- 
When  we  see  Cburehmen,  who,  if  ask'd, 
*<  Must  Ireland's  slaves  be  tithed,  and  task'd, 
<*  And  driv'n  like  Negroes  or  Croftts, 

"  That  you  may  roll  in  wealth  and  l  i«7" 
Look  from  beneath  their  shovel  hats 

With  all  due  pomp,  and  answer  **  Yea  /* 
But  then,  if  question'd,  «  Shall  the  brand 
**  Intolerance  flings  throughout  that  land, — 

*'  Shall  the  fierce  strife  now  taught  to  grow 
*<  Betwixt  her  palaces  and  hovels, 
**  Be  ever  quench'd  ?"— from  the  same  shovels 

Look  grandly  forth,  and  answer  *'  No."— 
Alas,  alas !  have  these  a  claim 
To  merciful  Religion*s  name  7 
If  more  you  seek,  go  see  a  bevy 
Of  bowing  parsons  at  a  levee-— 
(Choosing  your  time,  when  straw's  before 
Some  apoplectic  bishop's  door,) 
Then,  if  thou  canst,  with  life,  escape 
That  rush  of  lawn,  that  press  of  crepe. 
Just  watch  their  rev'rences  and  graces. 

As  on  each  smirking  suitor  frisks. 
And  say,  if  those  round  shining  faces 
.  To  heav'n  or  earth  most  tium  their  disks  7 

This,  this  it  is — Religion,  made, 

'Twixt  Church  and  State,  a  truck,  a  trade— 

This  most  ill-match'd,  unholy  Co., 

From  whence  the  ills  we  witness  flow ; 

The  war  of  many  creeds  with  one — 

Th'  extremes  of  too  much  faith,  and  none— 

Till,  betwixt  ancient  trash  and  new, 

Twixt  Cant  and  Blasphemy — the  two 

Rank  ills  with  which  this  age  is  cursed — 

We  can  no  more  tell  which  is  worst. 

Than  erst  could  Egypt,  when  so  rich 

In  various  plagues,  determine  which 

She  thought  most  pestilent  and  vile, 

Her  frogs,  like  Benbow  and  Carlisle, 

t  A  well-known  pablisber  of  Irrellflous  books. 
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Croaking  their  native  mud-notes  li:ad, 
Or  her  fat  locusts,  like  a  cloud 
Of  pluralists,  obesely  low^ringf, 
At  once  benighting  and  devouring  I 

This — this  it  is — and  here  I  pray 

Those  sapient  wits  of  the  Reviews, 
Who  make  us  poor,  dull  authors  say, 

Not  what  we  mean,  but  what  they  choose ; 
Who  to  our  most  abundant  shares 
Of  nouHense  add  utill  more  of  theirs, 
And  are  to  poets  just  such  evils 

As  caterpillars  find  those  fiies,' 
Which,  not  content  to  sting  like  devils. 

Lay  eggs  upon  tlioir  backs  likewiso-^ 
To  guard  against  such  foul  deposites 

Of  others'  meaning  in  my  rhymes, 
(A  thing  more  needful  here,  because  it's 

A  subject,  ticklish  iu  these  times)— 
I,  here,  to  all  such  wits  make  known. 

Monthly  and  Weekly,  Whig  and  Tory, 
'Tis  ihia  Religion — this  alone 

I  aim  at  in  the  following  story  :— 


FABLE. 

When  Royalty  was  young  and  bold, 
Ere,  touch'd  by  Time,  he  had  become, 

If  'tisn't  civil  to  say  old, 
At  least,  a  ei-devantjeune  hommc; 

One  evening,  on  some  wild  pursuit 

Driving  along,  he  chanced  to  see 
Religion,  passing  by  on  foot, 

And  took  him  iu  Im  vis>&-vis. 

This  said  Rcligu>n  was  a  Friar, 
The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men, 

Who  ne'er  had  notion  or  desire 
Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 

"  I  8ay,*'^-quoth  Royalty,  who  rather 

Enjoy*d  a  masquerading  joke-— 
**  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  father, 

"  You  Icud  me,  for  a  while,  your  cloak." 

» 

The  Friar  consented — little  knew 

What  tricks  the  youth  had  in  his  head  ; 

Besides,  was  rather  tempted  too 
By  a  laced  coat  he  got  in  stead. 

Away  I  an  Royalty,  slnp-dash, 
Scainp'ring  like  mad  about  the  town  ; 

>  '•  The  qrcatest  numlie'  of  the  ichnenmon  trlbo  are  seen 
■cttlUg  aiNin  Ihe  tmck  of  the  eaicrplliar,  and  ditrung  at 


Broke  windows,  shiver'd  lamps  to  smash. 
And  knock*d  whole  scores  of  watchmeu  dowa. 

! 

While  naught  could  they,  whose  heads  wers  brake   I 
Learn  of  the  "  why"  or  the  "  wherefore," 

Except  that  'twas  Religion's  cloak, 
The  gentleman,  who  crack'd  them,  wore. 

Meanwhile,  the  Friar,  whose  head  was  tuni'd 

By  the  laced  coat,  grew  frisky  too ; 
Txx>k'd  big — his  former  habits  spum'd— 

And  storm'd  about,  as  great  men  do : 


Dealt  much  iu  pompous  :  iths  and 
Said  "  d — mn  you"  oflm,  or  as  bad^ 

Laid  claim  to  other  people's  pL  %x  s — 
In  short,  grew  either  knave,  or  mad. 

As  work  like  this  was  unbefitting, 
And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it, 

Tlie  Court  of  Common  Sense,  then  sitting, 
Summon'd  the  culprits  both  before  it 

Where,  after  hours  in  wrangling  spent, 
(As  Courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  well,) 

Religion  to  St  Lidse's  was  sent. 
And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  BrideweO. 


With  this  proviso — shonld  they  be 
Restored,  in  due  time,  to  their 

They  both  must  give  security. 
In  future,  against  such  vfienc 


Religion  ne'er  to  lend  ?Ua  eloakt 

Seeing  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to  ; 

And  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke, — 

But  not  to  crack  poor  people's  heads  toa 


FABLE  VL 

TUB  XJTTLB  GRAND   LAMA. 
PROEM. 

Novella,  a  young  Bolognese, 
The  daughter  of  a  leam'd  Law  Doctor,* 

Who  had  with  all  the  subtleties 
Of  old  and  modem  jurists  stock'd  her. 

Was  so  exceeding  fair,  'tis  said. 
And  over  hearts  held  such  dominion, 

different  Interrnis  their  stings  Into  its  body— At  every  dart  thtf 
depuse  an  egg.**— <;oLi>sMiTa.   •  *  Andreas. 
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That  when  her  father,  sick  in  bed. 
Or  busy,  sent  her,  in  his  stead, 

To  lecture  on  the  Code  Justinian, 
She  had  a  curtain  drawn  before  her, 

Lest,  if  her  charms  were  seen,  the  students 
Should  let  their  young  eyes  wander  o*er  her, 

And  quita  forget  their  jurisprudence.* 
Just  so  it  is  with  truth,  when  seen. 

Too  dazzling  far, — *tis  from  behind 
A  light,  thin  allegoric  screen. 

She  thus  can  safest  teach  mankind. 


FABLE. 

In  Thibet  once  there  reign*d,  we're  told, 
A  little  Lama,  one  year  old- 
Raised  to  the  throne,  that  realm  to  bless, 
Just  when  his  little  Holiness 
Had  cut — as  near  as  can  be  reckon*d*- 
Some  say  his  firwl  tooth,  some  his  second, 
Chronologera  and  Nuraes  ^ary. 
Which  proves  historians  should  be  wary. 
We  only  know  th'  important  truth, 
Ills  Majesty  had  cut  a  tooth.' 
And  much  his  subjects  were  enchantedjr— 

As  well  all  Lamas'  subjects  may  be. 
And  would  have  giv'n  their  heads,  if  wanted, 

To  make  te»-totums  for  the  baby. 
Throned  as  he  was  by  Right  Divine— 

(What  Lawyers  call  Jure  Divino, 
Aleaning  a  right  to  yours,  and  mine. 

And  everybody's  goods  and  rhino,) 
Of  course,  his  faithful  subjects'  purses 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  auecors ; 
Nothing  was  seen  but  pension'd  Nurses, 

And  the  land  groan'd  with  bibs  and  tuckmSi 

Oh  !  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennet, 
Then  sitting  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 
Ye  Gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 
Upon  tho  Nursery  Estimates ! 
What  cutting  down  of  swaddling-clothes 

•And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles ! 
What  calls  for  papers  to  expose 

The  waste  of  sugar-plums  and  rattles ! 
But  no— if  Thibet  had  M.  P.*s, 
They  were  far  better  bred  than  these ; 
Nor  gave  tho  slightest  opposition, 
During  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition. 


1  Qasnd  11  Molt  occap^  d*sacnne  essmlne,  11  envnynit  No- 
^rlle.  M  filki.  eo  sofl  Ilea  lira  nnx  eschole*  en  ehnifie,  el, 
nfin  qMe  la  blafite  d*elle  D*enip^chai  la  penst'e  des  o>iiDto, 
ellr  fiTolt  one  petite  courtlne  devani  elle.— Gkrut.  d«  Pitt^ 
Ciu  de»  DAwtm,  p.  11,  cap.  30. 


But  riiort  this  calm }— for,  jiat  when  he 
Had  reaoh'd  th'  alarming  age  of  three. 
When  Royal  natures,  and,  no  doubt. 
Those  of  mil  noble  beasts  break  out — 
The  Lama,  w1m>  till  then  was  quiet, 
Show'd  symptoms  of  a  taste  for  riot ; 
And,  ripe  for  mischief,  early,  late. 
Without  regard  for  Church  or  State, 
Made  free  witli  whosoe'er  came  nigh  ; 

Tweak'd  the  Lord  Chancellor  by  the  nose, 
Tum'd  all  the  Judges^  wigs  awry. 

And  trod  on  the  old  Generals'  toes : 

« 

Pelted  the  Bishops  with  hot  buns. 

Rode  cockhorse  on  the  City  maees^ 
And  shot  from  little  devilish  guns. 

Hard  peas  into  bis  subjects'  face& 
In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd. 

And  grew  so  mischievous,  God  bless  him ! 
That  his  Chief  Nurs»— with  ev'a  the  akl 
Of  an  Archbishop— 'Was  afraid. 

When  in  these  moods,  to  oomb  or  dress  him. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  persons  most  inclined 

Through  thick  and  thin,  for  Kings  to  stickle. 
Thought  him  (if  they'd  but  speak  their  mind. 

Which  they  did  not)  an  odious  pickls. 

At  length  some  patriot  lords — a  breed 

Of  anhnah  they've  got  in  Thibet, 
Extremely  rare,  and  fit,  mdeed, 

For  folks  like  Pidcock,  to  exhibit — 
Some  patriot  lords,  who  saw  the  length 
To  which  thmgs  went,  combined  their  strength. 
And  penn'd  a  manly,  plain,  and  free 
Rcmoustrance  to  the  Nursery; 
Protesting  warmly  that  they  yielded 

To  none,  that  ever  went  before  'em. 
In  loyalty  to  him  who  wielded 

Th'  hereditary  pap-spoon  o'er  'em  ; 
That,  as  for  treason,  'twas  a  thing 

That  made  them  almost  sick  to  think  of— 
That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Throughout  his  measles  and  his  chin-congh, 
When  others,  thinking  him  consumptive, 
Had  ratted  to  the  Heir  Presumptive ! — 
But.  still — ^though  much  admiring  Kings, 
(And  chiefly  those  in  leading-strings,) 
They  saw,  with  shame  and  grief  of  soul. 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 
And  constitutional  control 

Of  birch  before  their  rater's  eyes ; 


*  See  Tnmei^  Embassy  to  Thibet  for  an  seeonnt  of  hit 
Interview  with  the  LaoMu— **  Tnhoo  Lnrns  (he  nys)  was 
at  this  time  eighteen  amathi  old.  Tbooffh  be  was  aaable 
to  speak  a  word,  he  made  the  most  expressive  signs,  and 
cond acted  himself  with  astonishing  iignitf  and  dccorom.** 
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But  that,  of  late,  soch  pranks,  and  trickit 

And  freaks  occurred  the  whole  day  long, 
As  all,  but  men  with  bishopricks, 

Allow'd,  in  ev'n  a  King,  wore  wrong. 
Wheref  >re  it  was  they  humbly  pray*d 

Thai  Honorable  Nursery, 
Thai  such  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

As  all  good  men  desired  to  see  ^ 
In  other  words,  (lest  they  might  seem 
Too  tedious,)  as  the  gentlest  scheme 
For  putting  all  such  pranks  to  rest. 

And  in  its  bud  the  mischie/  nipping— 
They  "ventured  humbly  to  suggest 

His  Majesty  should  have  a  whipping ! 

When  this  was  read,  no  Congreve  rocket, 

Discharged  into  the  Gallks  trenches, 
E*er  equalled  the  tremendous  shock  it 

Produced  upon  the  Nursery  benches. 
The  Bishops,  who  of  course  had  votes. 
By  right  of  age  and  petticoatB, 
Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fuss— 

"  What,  whip  a  Lama !  sufier  birch 
**  To  touch  his  sacred  —  infamous ! 
**  Deistical ! — assailing  thus 

"  The  fundameuUls  of  the  Church  ! — 
**  No— no— such  patriot  plans  as  these, 
**  (So  help  them  Heaven — and  their  Sees !; 
*<  They  held  to  be  rank  blasphemies." 

Th*  alarm  thus  given,  by  these  and  other 

Grave  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side. 
Spread  through  the  laud,  till,  such  a  pother 

Such  party  squabbles,  far  and  wide, 
Never  in  history*B  page  had  been 
Recorded,  as  were  then  between 
I'he  Whippent  and  Nou>whippers  seen. 
Till,  things  arriving  at  a  state. 

Which  gave  some  fears  of  revolution. 
The  patriot  lords*  advice,  though  late, 

Was  put  at  last  in  execution. 
The  Parliament  of  Thibet  met— 

The  little  Lama,  call'd  before  it, 
Did,  then  and  there,  his  whipping  get. 
And  (as  the  Nursery  Gazette 

Assures  us)  like  a  hero  bore  it 

And  though,  *mong  Thibet  Tories  iome 
Lament  that  Royal  Martyri/om, 
(Please  lo  observe,  the  letter  D 
In  thifl  lu«t  word's  pronounced  like  B,) 
Yet  to  til'  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  IS  Thibet's  land  a  debtor, 
lliat  her  long  line  of  Lamas,  since, 

llavo  all  bt'liaved  tliemselves  much  better 


FABLE  VIL 

THB   KXTIKGI7ISinB& 
PROEM. 

Though  soldiers  are  the  true  suppoitet 
The  natural  allies  of  Courts, 
Wo  to  the  Monarch,  who  depends 
Too  much  on  his  red-coated  friends ; 
For  even  soldiers  sometimes  tkink^' 

Nay,  Colonels  have  been  known  to  r* 
And  reasoners,  whether  clad  in  pink. 
Or  red,  or  blue,  are  on  the  brink 

(Nine  cases  out  of  ten)  of  treason. 


Not  many  soldiers,  I  believe,  ere 

As  fond  of  liberty  as  Mina ; 
Else— wo  to  kings,  when  Freedom**  fovsc 

Once  turns  into  a  SearUtinu  I 
For  then— but  hold,  'tis  best  to  veil 
My  moaning  in  the  foUowing  tale  »— 

FABLE. 

A  Lord  of  Persia,  rich  and  great. 

Just  come  into  a  large  estate, 

Was  shock'd  to  find  he  had,  for  neighbon^ 

Close  to  hb  gate,  some  rascal  Gheben, 

Whose  fires,  beneath  his  very  nose, 

In  heretic  combubtion  rose. 

But  Lords  of  Persia  can,  no  doubt. 

Do  what  they  will— so,  one  fine  morning. 
He  tum'd  the  rascal  Ghebers  out. 

First  giving  a  few  kicks  for  warning. 
Then,  thanking  Heaven  most  piously, 

He  knock'd  their  Temple  to  the  ground, 
Blessing  himself  for  joy  to  seo 

Such  Pagan  ruins  strew'd  .^-ound. 
But  much  it  vex'd  my  Lord  to  find. 

That,  while  all  else  obey'd  his  will, 
The  Fire  these  Ghebers  left  behind, 

Do  what  he  would,  kept  burning  still 
Fiercely  he  storm'd,  as  if  his  frown 
Could  scare  the  bright  insurgent  down  ; 
But,  no— such  fires  are  headstrong  things 
And  care  not  much  for  Lords  or  Kings. 
Scarce  cuuld  his  Lordship  well  contrive 

The  flashes  ui  one  place  to  smother, 
Before — hey  presto  I — all  alive. 

They  sprung  up  freshly  in  another. 

At  length,  when,  spite  of  prayers  and  damnsb 
*Twas  found  the  sturdy  flame  defied  hin^ 

His  Ktewords  came,  with  l^^w  ealaHU, 
OlTring,  by  contract,  to  provide  bim 
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SoiiM  large  ExtinguiBhen*  (a  plan, 
Much  used,  they  said,  at  lapahaiii 
Vienui,  Petemburgh — in  ahort. 
Wherever  Light's  forbid  at  court,) 
Machines  no  Lord  should  be  without, 
Which  would,  at  once,  put  promptly  out 
All  kinds  of  fires, — from  staring,  stark 
Volcanoes  to  the  tiniest  spark  ; 
Till  all  things  slept  as  dull  and  dark. 
Am  in  a  great  Lord's  neighborhood, 
"Twas  right  and  fitting  all  things  should 

Ac»rdingly,  some  large  supplies 
Of  these  Extinguishers  were  fumish'd, 

(All  of  the  true  imperial  size,) 
And  there,  in  rows,  stood  black  and  bumish'df 

R<>ady,  where'er  a  gleam  but  shone 

Oi  light  or  fire,  to  be  clapp'd  on. 

But,  ah,  how  lordly  wisdom  em, 

In  trusting  to  extinguishers ! 

./■e  day,  when  he  had  left  all  sure, 

(At  least,  so  thought  he,)  dark,  secure— 

The  flame,  at  all  its  exits,  entries. 

Obstructed  to  his  heart's  content, 
And  black  extinguishers,  like  sentries. 

Placed  over  every  dangerous  vent — 
Ye  Gods,  imagine  his  amaze. 

His  wrath,  his  rage,  when,  on  returning, 
He  found  not  only  the  old  blaze. 

Brisk  as  before,  cackling  and  burning, 
Not  only  new,  young  conflagrations. 
Popping  up  round  iu  various  stations— 
But,  still  more  awful,  strange,  and  dire, 
Til'  Extinguishers  themselves  on  fire  !  !* 
Tliey,  they — those  truety,  blind  machines 

His  Lordship  had  so  long  been  praising. 
As,  under  Providence,  the  means 

Of  keepiu;T  down  all  lawless  blazing. 
Were  now,  themselves— alas,  too  Irue 
The  shameful  fact — tuni'd  blazers  too. 
And,  by  a  change  as  odd  as  cruel. 
Instead  of  dampers,  served  for  fuel ! 

Thus,  of  his  only  hope  bereft, 

**  What,"  said  the  great  man,  **  must  be  done  i" 
All  that,  iu  scrapes  like  this,  is  left 

To  great  men  is — ^to  cut  and  run. 
So  run  he  did  ;  while  to  their  grounds. 

The  ban«h'd  Ghebers  blew'd  return'd  $ 


>  1*he  Idea  ol  this  Fable  was  CHUvht  fmro  one  of  tbnas 
ttriliUini  mtats  which  ahuand  In  the  convefMitlon  of  my  friend, 
the  auihiir  of  ihe  '*  Letters  in  Julin,**— h  pnidur.tlon  which 
soniutss  vonie  uf  Ihe  happieAl  specimens  of  playfU  poetry 
tiMt  have  sppeared  in  this  or  any  age. 


And,  thongh  their  Fire  had  broke  its  botuMli 

And  all  abroad  now  wildly  bum'd. 
Yet  well  ooidd  they,  w^o  loved  the  flame. 
Its  wand'ring,  its  excess  reclaim ; 
And  soon  another,  fairer  Dome 
Arose  to  be  its  sacred  home. 
Where,  cherish'd,  guarded,  not  confined 
The  living  glory  dwelt  inshrined. 
And,  shedding  lustre  strong,  but  even, 
Though  bom  of  earth,  grew  worthy  heav'iL 

MORA  I. 

The  moral  hence  my  Muse  infers 
Is,  that  such  Lords  are  simple  elves. 

In  trust'ug  to  Extinguishers, 
That  aie  combustible  themaelTea. 


FABLE  Via 

m 

LOUIS  rOiniTBENTil's  WM 

Till  money  raised— the  army  ready- 
Drums  beating,  and  the  Royal  Neddy 
Valiantly  braying  in  the  van. 
To  the  old  tune,  *•  Eh,  eh.  Sire  Ane  /' 
Naught  wanting,  but  some  coup  dramatio 

To  make  French  eentiment  explode, 
Bring  in,  at  once,  the  godt  fanatic, 

And  make  the  war  '*  la  demitre  mode**- 
Instantly,  at  the  Pavilion  Mursan, 

Is  held  an  Ultra  consultation — 
What's  to  be  done,  to  help  the  farce  oa  T 

What  stago-efTect,  what  decoration. 
To  make  this  beauteous  France  forget. 
In  one  grand,  glorious  /nrouette. 
All  she  had  sworn  to  but  last  week, 
And,  witli  a  cry  of  "  Magnifique  /** 
Rush  forth  to  this,  or  any  war. 
Without  inquiring  once—"  What  for  V* 

After  some  plans  proposed  by  each. 
Lord  Chateaubriand  made  a  speech, 
(Quoting,  to  show  what  men's  rights  are. 

Or  rather  what  men's  rights  ahouid  be. 
From  Hobbes,  Lord  Castlereagh,  tlie  Czar, 

And  other  frieudi  to  Liberty,) 


*  They  eelebfsled  In  the  dark  afes,  at  nnany  churches,  par 
Uenlarly  at  Rifsen,  whni  was  called  the  Feast  of  the  An%.  Os 
this  occa»l4>a  the  ass,  Anely  diess«d,was  hrunshi  brndm  the 
aliar,  and  they  sanf  before  him  this  elegant  nnthoiii,  **  Eh, 
ah,  eh,  81re  Ane,  eh,  eh,  eh.  Sire  Ane.**~>WaaTUR*s  Jbsejp 
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Wherein  he— having  fint  protested 

'Gainst  humoring  the  mob— «uggeete4 

(As  the  most  high-bred j>ian  be  nw 

For  giving  the  new  War  Sclat) 

A  grand,  Baptismal  Melo-drame, 

I'o  bo  got  up  at  N6tre-Darae, 

in  which  the  Duke  (who,  bleei  his  Highness ! 

Had  by  his  hilt  acquired  such  fame, 
'Twas  hoped  that  he  as  little  shyness 

Would  show,  when  to  the  point  he  came) 
Should,  for  his  deeds  so  lion-heartod, 
Bo  christen*d  Hrro,  ere  he  started  ; 
With  power,  by  Royal  Ordounance, 
To  bear  that  name — at  least  in  France. 
Himself — the  Viscount  Ch^kteaubriaud— 
(To  help  th*  aflUir  with  more  esprit  on) 
OfTnu^;,  for  this  baptismal  rite, 

Some  of  his  owu  famed  Jordan  wateH— 
(Marie  Louise  not  having  quite 

Used  all  that,  for  young  Nap,  he  brought  her,) 
'^he  baptism,  in  Mis  case,  to  be 
Applied  to  that  extremity, 
Which  Bourbon  heroes  most  expose  ; 
Aud  whic!i  (as  well  all  Europe  knows) 
Happens  to  be,  in  this  Defender 
Of  the  true  Faith,  extremely  tender.* 

Or  if  (the  Viscount  said)  this  scheme 
Too  rash  and  premature  should  seen>~ 
If  thus  discounting  heroes,  on  tick— 

This  glory,  by  anticipation, 
Was  too  much  in  tlie  genre  romantique 

For  such  a  highly  classic  nation. 
He  begg*d  to  say,  the  Abyssinians 
A  practice  had  in  their  dominions, 
Which,  if  at  Paris  got  up  well. 
In  full  costume,  was  sure  to  teU. 
At  all  great  epochs,  good  or  ill, 
They  have,  says  Bruce,  (and  Brucs  ne*er  budges 
From  tiie  strict  truth,)  a  grand  Quadrille 
In  public  danced  by  the  Twelve  Judges* — 
Aud,  he  asttures  us,  the  grimaces. 
The  entrc'Chats,  the  aire  and  graces 
Of  dancers,  so  profound  aud  stately, 
Divert  the  Abyssinians  greatly. 


1  Dniiigbt  frnfn  ihe  river  Jordan  by  M.Chiteanbrland,  and 
prcsenii'd  Ui  the  French  Eoipreu  for  the  christening  ufyonng 
Ntipuieun. 

*  See  the  Duke*!  eelebrated  letter  to  madame,  written 
during  his  c>im|Miign  In  IRIS,  in  which  he  •ay8,**J*ai  lepoa- 
t^rlear  leg^renieni  endmiiiiitifse.** 

>  "  On  certain  great  MccaiMtMia.  the  twelve  Judge*  (who  are 
fencmlly  between  sixty  and  seventy  years  of  age)  sing  Che 
•or.g  and  dance  Ihe  Agure'4»nee/*  4be.— B«ink  v. 

«  "  Uiuls  XIV.  fit  pre.<Msnt  i  la  Vlerge  de  Mm  cordon  bleo, 
',|iM  Ton  consert"*  «oigfiendement,  et  lai  envo^ia  easaite,  mb 


*<  Now,  (said  the  Visconnt,)  theie*s  but  few 
"  Great  Empires,  where  this  plan  would  do : 
'*  For  instance,  England ;— let  iham  tako 

"  What  pains  they  woukl — 'twere  vaaa 
<<  The  twelve  stiff  Judges  there  would 

"  The  worst  QuadriUe-oet  now  olive. 
"  One  must  have  seen  them,  efo  one  could 
**  Imagine  properly  Judge  Wood, 
"  Performing,  in  his  wig,  so  gayly* 
**  A  queue-de^hat  with  Jubtigk  Bailbv  ! 
*'  French  Judges,  though,  are,  hy  no  iiieoaB» 
"  This  sort  of  stiff,  be-wigg*d  machines ! 
<*  And  we,  who've  seen  them  at  SammutTt 
**  And  Poitiers  lately,  may  be  siuo 
**  They'd  dance  quadrilles,  or  ony  thing'. 

That  would  be  pleasing  to  the  Kiug^— 
*'  Nay,  stand  upon  their  heads,  and  more  ds^ 
«  To  please  the  little  Duke  de  Bonk^ox  l" 

After  these  several  schemes  there  eamo 
Some  others — needless  now  to  name. 
Since  that,  which  Monsieur  plaun*d  himself, 
Soon  doom*d  all  othen  to  the  shelf. 
And  was  received  par  acclamation, 
As  tj-uly  worthy  the  Orande  Nation, 

It  seems  (as  Monsieur  toM  the  stsiy) 
That  Louis  the  Fourteenthr-that  glory, 
That  Coryphee  of  all  crown'd  pateo,^- 
That  pink  of  the  Legitimates— 
Had,  when,  with  many  a  pious  pmy'r,  ba 
Bequeath'd  unto  the  Virgin  Mary 
His  marriage  deeds,  aud  cordon  bleu,* 
Bequeath'd  to  her  his  State  Wig  toO'— 
(An  ofTring  which,  at  Court,  *tis  tbongfat. 
The  Virgin  values  as  she  oiight)^- 
Tbat  Wig,  the  wonder  of  all  eyes. 
The  Cynosure  of  Gallia's  skies. 
To  watch  and  tend  whose  curis  adored, 

Rebuild  its  tow'ring  roof,  when  flat. 
And  round  its  rumpled  base,  a  Board 

Of  sixty  Barbers  daily  sat,* 
With  Subs,  on  State- Days,  to 
Well  pension'd  from  the  Civil  List : 


Contmtde  Mnriage  el  le  7\Aitides  Pfreuiett  owfalfiqneoeat 
reiiti.**— J/^flimrM,  JimeedaUs  p^ur  servtr^  kxu 

*  The  learned  aoihor  of  Reckertku  Hiettriftm  ««r  Ut 
Perruques  lays  that  the  Board  eowisiad  bat  of  Forty— the 
•nme  number  as  the  Academy.  **  Le  plus  bena  tems  des 
perraqnes  fhl  celui  oik  Loais  XIV.  eommenfa  &  pnrier.  Int- 

aiAme,  pemiqae; On  ifrsoie  T^poqae  o«  ise  fit 

eetie  revotutkm;  mats  oe  salt  q«*elle  enpmea  Loob  le 
Grand  A  y  doiraer  ses  snlm  patemels,  ea  ereaiit.  ea  1858. 
quaranle  eharfea  de  permqaieri^  eatvaat  la  coar ;  et  •«  IC«3, 
it  foniia  an  corps  do  deax  ceats  perraqaleis  poor  ta  VlUe  4t 
Parts."— P.m. 
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That  ivoiidroua  Wig,  trray'd  in  which, 
And  forin'd  alike  to  awe  or  witch, 
lie  beat  all  other  heirs  of  crowns, 
lu  taking  rnktreoMa  and  towns, 
Requiring  but  a  shot  at  one, 
A  smile  at  Votker,  and  *twas  done !— - 

**  That  Wig*'  (said  Monsieur,  while  his  brow 
Rose  proudly)  "  is  existing  now  ; — 
'*  That  Graud  Perruque,  amid  the  fall 

••  Of  ev'ry  other  Royal  glory, 
"  With  curls  erect  survives  them  all, 

'*  And  tells  in  ev*ry  hair  their  story. 
<*  Think,  think,  how  welcome  at  this  time 
"  A  relic,  so  beloved,  sublime ! 
**  What  worthier  standard  of  the  Cause 

**  Of  Kingly  Right  can  Franco  demand  7 
*'  Or  who  among  our  ranks  can  pause 

**  To  guard  it,  while  a  curl  shall  stand  1 
"  Behold,  my  friends'*— (while  thus  he  cried, 
A  curtain,  which  conoeal*d  this  pride 
Of  Princely  Wigs  was  drawn  aside) 
"  Behold  that  grand  Perruque— >how  big 

**  With  recollections  for  the  world — 
*'  For  France— for  us— ^reat  Louis'  Wig, 

"  By  HippoLTTK*  new  friz7*d  ard  curi*d— 
"  New  frtzz*d  !  alas,  'tis  but  too  true, 


Well  may  yon  start  at  that  word  imio— 
But  such  the  sacrifice,  my  friends, 
Th'  Imperial  Cossack  recommends ; 
Thinking  such  small  concessions  sage. 
To  meet  the  spirit  of  the  age. 
And  do  what  best  that  spirit  flatters. 
In  Wigs— if  not  in  wei^tier  matters. 
Wherefore,  to  please  the  Czar,  and  show 
That  we  too,  much>wrong'd  Bourbons,  know 
What  liberalism  in  Monarchs  is. 
We  have  conceded  the  New  Friz ! 
Thus  arm*d,  ye  gallant  Ultras,  say, 
Can  men,  can  Frenchmen,  fear  the  fra} 
With  this  proud  relic  in  onr  van, 
**  And  D*ANGouLeif K  our  worthy  leader. 
Let  rebel  Spain  do  all  she  can, 
"  Let  recreant  Cnglaud  arm  and  feed  hei|— 
Urged  by  that  pupil  of  Hunt's  school. 
That  Radical  Lord  LivbrpooLt— 
France  can  have  naught  to  fear— far  Irani  it — 
**  Wheu  once  astounded  Burone  sees 
The  wig  of  Louis,  like  a  Comet, 
<*  Streaming  above  the  Pyrenees, 
All's  o'er  with  Spain— 4hen  on,  my  sons, 
**  On,  my  incomparable  Duke, 
And  shouting  for  the  Holy  Ones, 
"  Cry  Vive  la  Guerre—-et  la  Ferru^w  /" 
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BmiACTEO  FROM  TUB  JOURNAL  OP  A  TRAVBLUNO  MBMBER  OP 

THE  POCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY,  1819. 


Thb  greater  part  of  the  following  Rhymes  were 
written  or  composed  in  an  old  ealiche,  for  the  pur 
poee  of  beguiling  the  enHUi  of  solitary  travelling ; 
and  as  verses,  made  by  a  gentleman  in  his  sleep, 
have  been  lately  called  **  a  psychological  curiosity," 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  verses,  compoeed  by  a  gentle- 
man to  keep  himself  awake,  may  be  honored  with 
appellation  equally  Greek. 


I 


»  A  eelebtated  C3r(f<ncr  of  the  present  day. 
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INTRODUCTORY  RHYMES. 

Different  Attitudes  in  ttkiek  JIutkore  eampoee. — Bayet.  Ifeurf 
SUpkent,  HeTodat»§,  Stx.^  Writing  in  Bed^in  lAe  t\cUt 
'-Plato  and  Sir  Richard  Btaekmare  —Fiddling  mitk  Giavee 
end  Twigs  --Madams  da  StaeL—Rkprning  on  Uu  Road,  im 
•n  old  Cateeike, 

What  various  attitudes,  and  ways. 

And  tricks,  we  authors  have  in  writing ! 

While  some  write  sitting,  some^  like  Batbs, 
Usually  stand,  while  they're  inditing. 
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Poeto  there  are,  who  wear  the  floor  oat« 

*Twa8  in  his  carriage  the  sublime 

Measuring  a  line  at  every  stride  ; 

Sir  Richard  Blackmorc  used  to  rhyme ; 

While  some,  like  Henry  Stbphbnb,  pour  out 

And  (if  the  wits  don't  do  him  wron^ 

Rhymes  by  the  dozen,  while  they  ride.* 

'Twixt  death^  and  epics  paas'd  his  time. 

Herodotus  wrote  most  in  bed ; 

Scribbling  and  killing  all  day  lon^— 

And  Rich  BRAND,  a  French  physician. 

Like  Phtebus  in  his  car,  at  ease. 

Declares  the  clock-work  of  the  head 

Now  warbling  forth  a  loAy  song. 

Goes  best  in  that  reclmed  position. 

Now  murd'riug  the  young  Niobes. 

If  you  consult  Montajone'  and  Pliny  on 

The  subject,  'tis  their  joint  opinion 

There  was  a  hero  *mong  the  Danes, 

That  Thought  its  richest  harvest  yields 

Who  wrote,  we*re  told,  'mid  all  the  pains 

Abroad,  among  the  woods  and  fields ; 

And  horrors  of  exenteration. 

Thut  bards,  who  deal  in  small  retail. 

Nine  charming  odes,  which,  if  youll  look. 

At  home  may,  at  their  counters,  stop ; 

You'll  And  preserved,  with  a  traniJation» 

But  that  the  grove,  the  hill,  the  vale, 

By  Bartholin  us  in  his  book.* 

Are  Poesy's  true  wholesale  shop. 

In  short,  'twere  endless  to  recite 

And,  verily,  I  think  they're  right — 

The  various  modes  in  which  men  write. 

For,  many  a  time,  on  summer  eves, 

Some  wits  are  only  in  the  mind. 

Just  at  that  closing  hour  of  light. 

When  boaus  and  belles  are  round  them  pcating; 

When,  like  an  Eastern  Prince,  who  leaves 

Some,  when  they  dress  for  dinner,  find 

1*  or  distant  war  his  Haram  bow'rs, 

Their  muse  and  valet  both  in  waiting ; 

The  Sun  bids  farewell  to  the  flow'rs, 

And  manage,  at  the  self-same  time. 

Whose  heads  are  sunk,  whose  tears  are  flowing 

T*  adjust  a  neckcloth  and  a  rhyme. 

M;^  all  the  glory  of  his  froiug ! — 

Even  /  have  felt,  beneath  those  l>eams, 

Some  bards  there  are  who  cannot  scribble 

When  wand'ring  through  the  Holds  alone, 

Without  a  glove,  to  tear  or  nibble ; 

Thoughts,  fancies,  intellectual  gleams, 

Or  a  small  twig  to  whisk  about — 

Which  far  too  bright  to  be  my  own. 

As  if  the  hidden  founts  of  Fancy, 

Seem'd  lent  me  by  the  Sunny  Power, 

Like  wells  of  old,  were  thus  found  out 

That  was  abroad  at  that  still  hour. 

By  mystic  tricks  of  rhabdomancy. 

Such  was  the  little  feathery  wand,* 

If  thus  I've  felt,  how  must  they  feel. 

That,  held  forever  in  the  hand 

The  few,  whom  genuine  Genius  warms ; 

Of  her,'  who  won  and  wore  the  crown 

Upon  whose  souls  he  stamps  his  seal, 

Of  female  genius  in  this  age. 

Graven  with  Beauty's  countless  fonns  ;— 

Seem'd  the  conductor,  that  drew  down 

The  few  upon  this  earth,  who  seem 

Those  words  of  lightning  to  her  pago. 

Born  to  give  truth  to  Plato's  dream, 

As  for  myself — to  come,  at  last. 

Since  in  their  thoughts,  as  in  a  glass. 

To  the.  odd  way  in  which  /  write — 

Shadows  of  heavenly  things  appear. 

Having  employ'd  these  few  months  past 

Reflections  of  bright  shapes  that  pass 

Chiefly  in  travelling,  day  and  niglit, 

Through  other  worlds,  above  our  sphere  ! 

I've  got  into  the  easy  mode, 

Of  rhyming  thus  along  the  road— > 

But  this  reminds  mo  I  digress  ; — 

Making  a  way-bill  of  my  pages. 

For  Plato,  too,  produced,  'tis  said. 

Counting  my  stanzas  by  my  stages    ■ 

(As  one,  indeed,  might  alniost  guess,) 

'Twixt  lays  and  re-lays  no  time  lost— 

His  glorious  visions  all  in  oed.' 

« 

In  short,  in  two  words,  writing  po§U 

1  Pleraque  saa  carmlna  equitaiu  coiuposuiL^PARAVtcix. 

*  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  was  a  physician^  as  welt  as  a 

Singuiar. 

bad  poet. 

*  "  Mes  pens^es  dnrment,  si  Je  \e%  assis.** — Montaionb. 

*  £&dem  curft  nee  minores  Inter  cruciatiw  aaiouim  lafctt- 

Animus  eoruiii  qui  in  apcrto  aero  ambulant,  attolUtur.— 

C'^magentl  Aiit  Asblorno  Pruds  Danico  herol,  cora  BroM 

Pliht. 

(  4um,  intestina  extnihens,  immaniter  u>rqueret.  tunc  coin 

*  The  only  authority  I  know  for  Impniinf  this  practice  to 

1  iveni  oirmina  ceclnit,  frc— Bartbolhi.  d*  Ccmmu  Cbn- 

Plato  and  HenwiotUit,  Is  a  Latin  Poem  by  M.  de  Valois  ofi 

4  %pt.  Mart. 

bis  Bed,  In  which  he  says  :— 

•  Made  of  paper,  twisted  up  like  a  faa  or  foatber. 

Lucifer  lleriMloiuni  vidit  Vesperque  cnbantem. 

"*  Madame  de  Stafll. 

Jtesedit  lotos  heic  Plato  sepe  dios. 
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EXTRACT  I. 

Geneva. 

•  IaA*  •f  Otnevm  from  tk»  JuraJ^-^nxitms  to 

efore  the  Sun  w*nt  dtum. — Obliged  U  proceed  on 
pe.—JUont  Blnnc.-~Effeet  of  the  Scene. 

late — the  sua  had  almott  shone 
.  and  best,  when  I  ran  on, 
B  to  reach  that  splendid  view, 
the  day-beams  quite  withdrew  ; 
?hng  as  all  feel,  on  first 
xmching  scenes,  where,  they  are  told, 
lories  on  their  eyes  will  burst, 
outhful  bards  in  dreams  behold. 

distant  yet,  and,  as  I  ran, 

often  was  my  wistful  gaze 

to  the  sun,  who  now  began 

all  in  all  his  outpost  rays, 

rm  a  denser  march  of  light, 

s  beseems  a  hero's  flight. 

w  1  wishM  for  Josiiua*s  pow'r, 

f  ihe  brightness  of  that  hour  ! 

— the  sun  still  less  became, 

inish*d  to  a  speck,  as  bplendid 

nail  as  were  those  ton&rues  of  flame. 

I  on  th*  Apostles*  heads  descended ! 

at  this  instant — while  there  glow'd 

last,  intensest  gleam  of  light — 
ity,  through  the  opeuiug  road, 
valley  burst  upou  my  sight ! 
lorious  valley,  with  its  Lake, 

Alps  on  Alps  in  clusters  swelling, 
%  and  pure,  and  fit  to  make 

ramparts  of  a  Godhead's  dwelling. 

entranced — as  Rabbins  say 
I  whole  assembled,  gazing  world 
and,  upon  that  awful  day, 
m  the  Ark's  Light,  aloft  unfurfd, 
r  the  opening  clouds  shall  shine, 
y's  own  radiant  sign  ! 

r  Mont  Blanc,  thou  wert  to  me, 

t  miuute,  with  thy  brow  in  heaven, 

9  a  sign  of  Deity 

i*er  to  mortal  gaze  was  given. 

er,  were  I  destined  yet 

ive  my  life  twice  o'er  again. 


•a  V:\ttay  and  Cex. 

yenr  I7H2,  when  the  forces  of  Berne.  Sardinia,  and 
I  siege  lo  Geneva,  nnd  when,  after  a  denionslin 
oUni  and  Helf-devntidn,  which  proinlMd  to  rival 
their  ancestors  in  lUOS,  against  Savuy,  theGene- 


C*n  I  the  deep-feU  awe  fofgel. 
The  dream,  the  trance  that  rapt  me  then ! 

'Twas  all  that  oonsciousoefls  of  pow*r 

And  life,  beyond  this  mortal  hour ;— * 

Those. mountmgi  of  the  soul  within 

At  thoughts  of  Heav'n — aa  birds  begin 

By  instinct  in  the  cage  to  rise. 

When  near  their  time  for  change  of  skiei  }— 

That  proud  aasurance  of  our  claim 

To  rank  among  the  Sons  of  Light, 
Mingled  with  shame— oh  bitter  shame  !— 

At  having  risk'd  that  splendid  right. 
For  aught  that  earth  through  all  its  range 
Of  glories,  offers  in  exchange ! 
'Twas  all  this,  at  that  instant  brought. 
Like  breaking  sunshine,  o'er  my  thought— 
'Twas  all  this,  kindled  to  a  glow 

Of  sacred  seal,  which,  could  it  shine 
Thus  purely  ever,  man  might  grow, 

£v*n  upon  earth  a  thmg  divine. 
And  be,  once  more,  the  creature  made 
To  walk  unstain'd  th*  Elysian  shade  I 

No,  never  shall  I  lose  the  trace 

Of  what  I've  felt  in  this  bright  place. 

And,  should  my  spirit's  hope  grow  weak. 

Should  1,  oh  God,  e'er  doubt  thy  pow'r. 
This  mighty  scene  again  I'll  seek. 

At  the  same  calm  and  glowing  hour. 
And  here,  at  the  sublimest  shrine 

That  Nature  ever  rear'd  to  Thee, 
Rekindle  all  that  hope  divine, 

And  feel  my  immortahty  ! 


EXTRACT  II. 

Geaevs 
FATE  OP  GENEVA  IN  THE  YEAR  17M. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

Yes — if  there  yet  live  some  of  those. 
Who,  when  this  small  Republic  rose, 
Quick  as  a  startled  hive  of  bees, 
Agaiust  her  leaguering  enemies — * 
When,  as  the  Royal  Satrap  shook 
Ilis  well-known  fetters  at  her  gates, 

vans,  cither  panlc-strack  or  betrayed,  to  the  tirprtta  of 
ali  Euroiie.  opened  their  gates  tu  the  beniesert.  and  sab- 
mittefl  without  a  stnifrgle  to  the  extinction  of  their  liber- 
ties.—See  an  acoonnt  of  this  Revolatlon  In  Coze*s  Bwltssf 
land. 
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Rv'n  wives  and  mothen  ann*d,  and  took 

Their  atations  by  their  aona  and  mates ; 
And  on  these  walls  there  stood — yet,  no, 

feJhame  to  the  traitois — would  have  stood 
As  firm  a  band  as  e'er  let  flow 

At  Freedom's  base  their  sacred  blood ; 
If  those  yet  live,  who,  on  that  nigfht. 
When  ail  were  watching,  girt  for  fight, 
Stole,  like  the  creeping  of  a  pest. 
From  rank  to  rank,  from  breast  to  breast, 
Filling  the  weak,  the  old  with  fears. 
Turning  the  heroine's  zeal  to  tears, — 
Betraying  Honor  to  that  brink, 
Where,  one  step  more,  and  he  must  sink— 
And  quenching  hopes,  which,  though  the  last, 
Like  meteors  on  a  drowning  mast, 
Would  yet  have  led  to  death  more  bright. 
Than  life  e'er  look'd,  in  all  its  light ! 
Till  soon,  too  soon,  distrust,  alarms 

Throughout  th'  embattled  thousands  ran, 
And  the  high  spirit,  late  in  arms, 
The  zeal,  that  might  have  work'd  such  charms, 

Fell,  like  a  broken  talisman — 
Their  gates,  that  they  had  sworn  should  be 

The  gates  of  Death,  that  very  dawn, 
Gave  puMiage  widely,  bloodltvsly, 

To  the  proud  foe— uor  sword  was  drawn, 
Nor  ev*n  one  martyr'd  body  cast 
To  stain  their  footsteps,  as  they  pass'd ; 
But,  of  the  many  sworn  at  night 
To  do  or  die,  some  fled  the  sight, 
Some  stood  to  look,  with  sullen  frown, 

Wliile  some,  in  impotent  despair, 
Brokn  their  bright  armor  and  lay  down, 

W*iteping,  upon  the  fragments  there  ! — 
I.'  'h  ise,  1  say,  who  brought  that  shame, 
Thai  blast  upon  Geneva's  name, 
Bo  living  still — ^though  crime  m  dark 

Shall  haug  up,  fix*d  and  uuforgiv'n, 
In  Hi8tor>''B  page,  th'  eternal  mark 

For  Scorn  to  pierce — so  help  me,  Ilcav'n, 
I  wish  tiio  traitorous  slaves  no  worse, 

No  deeper,  deaidlier  disaster. 
From  all  earth's  ills  no  fouler  curse 

Thau  to  have  »•••»•»•»•»  their  master  I 


niddlqae  eapldine  poml 


DecUuHt  cur»as,  auruiuqiM  vulaiiUe  tollit. 

Ovn. 
1 1  h  often  very  difficult  to  disUnRalsh  between  cloads 
sad  Alps ;  and  on  the  eveninf  when  1  first  saw  this 


EXTRACT  IIL 


Alley  and  Truths— Hifp0m€me»  sad  AUtlmmU,"  Mwmt 


Even  here,  m  this  region  of  wonders,  I  find 
That  light-footed  Fancy  leaves  Tmth  iar  behiiid ; 
Or,  at  least,  like  Hippomenes,  turns  her  aatny 
By  the  golden  illusions  he  flings  hi  her  way.' 

What  a  glory  it  seem'd  the  first  eY'Ding  I  gazed 
Mont  Buinc,  like  a  vision,  then  suddenly  nised 
On  the  wreck  of  the  sunset    and  all  his  anay 

Of  high-towering  Alps,  touch'd  still  with  a  ligfat 
Far  holier,  purer  than  that  of  the  Day, 

As  if  nearness  to  Heaven  had  made  them  m 
bright  \ 
Then  the  dying,  at  last,  of  theso  splendofli  away 
From  peak  after  peak,  till  they  left  but  s  imy, 
One  roseate  ray,  that,  too  precious  to  fly, 

0*er  the  Mighty  of  Mountains  stiU  gloviaglj 
hung. 
Like  the  last  sunny  step  of  Astejka,  when  high 

From  the  summit  of  earth  to  ESysioiD  she  sprvog! 
And  those  infinite  Alps,  stretching  out  fiom  thi 

sight 
Till  they  mingled  with  Heaven,  now  shorn  of  their 

light. 
Stood  lofty,  and  lifeless,  and  pale  in  the  sky, 
Like  the  ghosts  of  a  Giant  Creation  gone  by ! 

That  scene — I  have  view'd  It  this  evening  again. 
By  the  same  brilliant  light  that  hung  over  it  then— 
The  valley,  the  lake  in  their  tenderest  charms — 
Mont  Blanc  in  his  awfullest  pomp— and  the 
whole 
A  bright  picture  of  Beauty,  reclined  in  the  aims 

Of  Sublimity,  bridegroom  elect  of  her  soul ! 
But  where  are   the   mountains,  that  round  me  at 

first. 
One  dazzling  horizon  of  miracles,  burst? 
Those  Alps  beyond  Alps,  without  end  swelling  ea 
Like  the  waves  of  eternity — where  are  ikey  gone! 
Clouds— clouds — they  were  nothing  but  clouds,  s^ 
ter  all  I» 
That  cham  of  Mont  Blancs,  which  my  faacj 
flew  o'er. 
With  a  wonder  that  naught  on  this  earth  can  recall, 
Were  but  clouds  of  tlie  evening,  and  now  are  nt 
more. 

nificent  scene,  the  cloads  were  so  dispneed  aloof  the  wbcii 
horimn  as  to  deceive  aie  Into  an  kkw.  of  the  sApeadosi 
extent  of  these  mountains,  which  niy  sabseqoeal  obserfs* 
lion  was  very  (ar,  of  coarse,  ftooi  coofiraiiBf. 
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picture  of   Life*8  younj^  illusions !     Oh, 
igrht, 

r  curtaio,  at  onco,  and  hide  all  from  my 
{ht. 


EXTRACT  IV. 

Milan. 

re  OalUrp  '^JiUm»»*t  Rtif€  9f  Pvstrphu.'^Rf 
—  Universal  ^dlvmtion.-^jShrakam  tending  tueag 
I  Ouerein^.—Oenius. 

the  ^rfra— saw  a  Dance  of  Loves 
ooth  Alba.no  ;*  him,  whose  pencil  teems 
pids,  numerous  as  in  summer  groves 
aflets  are,  or  motes  in  summer  beams. 

iie  thefl  of  Enna*s  flowV  from  earth, 
chins  celebrate  their  dance  of  mirth 
e  green  tree,  like  fays  upon  a  heath — 
that  are  nearest,  link'd  in  order  bright, 
ter  cheek,  like  rose-buds  in  a  wreath  ; 
e,  more  distant,  showing  from  beneath 
ihers*  wings  their  little  eyes  of  light 
B,  amxng  thj  c*ouU,  the'r  eldest  brother, 
Bt  flown  up,  tells  with  a  smile  of  bliss 
ik  of  Pluto  to  his  charmed  mother, 
urns  to  greet  the  tidings  with  a  kiss ! 

;ht  the  Loves  rejoice — and  well  did  they, 
irove  these  fubtes,  picture,  in  their  weaving, 
»ed  truth,  (which,  in  a  darker  day, 
*f  lost  his  saintship  for  believing,)* — 
;e,  eternal  Love,  whose  fadeless  ray 
lie,  nor  death,  nor  sin  can  overcast 
he  depths  of  hell  will  find  his  way, 
Mth,  and  heal,  and  triumph  there  at  last ! 

9*s  Agar — where  the  bondmaid  hears 
Abram*s  lips  that  he  and  she  must  part ; 
s  at  him  with  eyes  all  full  of  tears, 
eem  the  very  last  drops  from  hor  heart 
picture  ! — let  mo  not  bo  told 
faults,  of  coloring  tame  and  cold— > 
»  conjure  up  a  face  so  fair,^ 
'  sorrow ;  with  the  story  there 
It  woman  suffers,  whfin  the  stay 
ing  heart  hath  lean'd  on  falls  away— 

Ictnre.  the  Agnr  of  Gaercino,  and  the  Apostles  of 
i  two  Intterof  which  are  now  the  chief  ornaments 
»ra,)  were  formerly  In  the  Palazzo  Zampleri,  at 


that  fnlr  field 


na,  where  Pm«erpine,  gathering  flowers, 

tf  a  fairer  flower,  by  gloomy  Dis  was  gather*d* 


If  thus  to  touch  the  bosom's  tend*rest  spring. 
By  calling  into  life  such  eyes,  as  bring 
Back  to  oar  sad  remembrance  some  of  those 
We've  smiled  and  wept  with,  in  their  joys  and  woes. 
Thus  filling  them  with  tears,  like  tears  weVe  known, 
Till  all  the  pictiuvd  grief  becomes  our  own— 
If  this  be  deem'd  the  victory  of  Art — 

If  thus,  by  pen  or  pencU,  to  lay  bare 
The  deep,  firesh,  living  fountains  of  the  heart 

Before  all  eyes,  be  Genius — it  is  there  ! 


EXTRACT  V 

Padua 
Fuuff  mmd  Realitg. — Rmin-drwpt  Mmd  Laktm^^I^am  %f  s 
Siarjf.-^tirktrt  to  ptmee  tkt  Scene  ^f  it.— /a  eeme  wnkmemm 
R^fion.~~Peatwwnazar*§   Impeeture   vith   rsigMcC  to  tie 
hUrnd  ef  Fhrmoea. 

The  more  Fve  view'd  this  worid,  the  more  Fve 
found* 

That,  fiird  as  'tis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare, 
Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  hi  more  fair. 
Nor  b  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  single  charm,  that's  not  from  Nature  won, 
No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  single  hue  unborrow'd  from  the  siu— 
But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shines  through, 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hue ; 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

Cue  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings. 
Will,  entering  in  the  rounded  rain-drop,  make 

Colors  as  gay  as  those  on  Peris'  wings ! 

And  such,  I  deem,  the  diflTrence  between  real, 
Existing  Beauty  and  that  form  ideal. 
Which  she  assumes,  when  seen  by  poets'  eyes. 
Like  sunshine  in  the  drop— with  ail  those  dyes, 
Whwh  Fancy's  variegating  prism  suppUc 


I  have  a  story  of  two  lovers,  fill'd 

With  all  the  pure  romance,  the  bhasful  sadness, 
And  the  sad,  doubtful  bliss,  that  ever  thrili'd 

Two  young  and  longing  hearts  in  that  sweet 
madness. 
But  where  to  choose  the  region  of  my  vision 

In  thb  wkle,  vulgar  worid — ^what  real  spot 

•  The  extension  of  the  Divine  Lore  alUmaiely  even  tc  the 
regions  of  the  damned. 

*  It  Is  probable  that  this  fine  head  Is  a  portrait,  as  we  flnd 
It  repeated  In  a  pictore  by  Gaercino,  which  w  la  the  posses- 
sion of  Slfnor  Camocclnl,  the  brother  of  the  celebrated 
painter  at  Rome. 


Can  be  found  out  sufficiently  Elysian 

For  two  such  perfect  lovers,  I  know  not 
Oh  for  some  fair  FoaMosA,  such  as  he, 
The  young  Jew  fabled  of,  in  th*  Indian  Sea, 
By  nothing,  but  its  name  of  Beauty,  known. 
And  which  Queen  Fancy  might  make  all  her  own, 
Her  fairy  kingdom — ^take  its  people,  lands, 
And  tenements  into  her  own  bright  hands. 
And  make,  at  least,  one  earthly  comer  fit 
For  Love  to  live  in,  pure  and  exquisite ! 


EXTRACT  VI. 

Venice 

Tht  fW  •/  yeniee  net  to  ht  lamented.^ Farmer  Olorf.—Etr 
poditin  agttinat  Comstantinoplt.—Ginstinianis.—RrpMUic 
—Ckameteriaties  of  the  old  Government.-^ Ootden  Book,— 
Braien  Mouths.— Spies,— Dungeone.—Present  Desolation. 

MofTRif  not  for  Venice — ^let  her  rest 
In  ruin,  *mong  those  States  unbless'd. 
Beneath  whose  gilded  hoofs  of  pride. 
Where'er  they  trampled,  Freedom  died. 
No— let  us  keep  our  tears  for  them. 

Where'er  they  pine,  whose  fall  hath  been 
Not  fVom  a  blood-stain'd  diadem. 

Like  that  which  deck'd  this  ocean-queen. 
But  from  high  daring  in  the  cause 

Of  human  Rights — the  only  good 
And  blessed  strife,  in  which  man  draws 

His  mighty  sword  on  land  or  flood. 

Mourn  not  for  Venice  ;  though  her  fall 

Be  awful,  as  if  Ocean's  wave 
Swept  o'er  her,  she  deserves  it  all, 

And  Justice  triu?  iphs  o*er  her  grave. 

1  Under  the  Dngo  MichneU.  in  1171. 

>  "  Ln  raniille  enti^re  den  Justlnianl,  Pane  des  pins  illastres 
de  Venlse,  voulut  mnrcher  umte  entiire  dam  celte  ex- 
p6dUion ;  elle  fournll  cent  conilKittans ;  c'^tait  renouveler 
Texemple  d'une  lllustre  fiiniille  de  Rome  :  lo  inline  malheor 
les  nttcndalt." — Mistoire  de  Venitt,  par  Daru. 

>  The  celebrated  Pra  Paolo.  The  colleciion  of  Maxims 
which  this  bold  monk  drew  up  at  the  request  of  tk  VeneUan 
Government,  for  the  guidance  of  the  Secret  liiquiMtion  of 
State,  are  so  atrocious  at  to  seem  rather  nn  ovor-chnrped 
satire  upon  despotism,  than  a  system  of  policy,  seriously 
Inculcated,  and  but  ton  readily  and  constantly  pursued. 

The  spirit,  In  which  these  mnxinis  ofFutlier  Paul  are  cnn- 
ccivrd.  ni:iy  be  Judged  from  the  instructions  which  he  ^ves 
for  the  mnnngemenl  of  the  Venetian  colonies  and  provinces. 
Of  the  fonner  he  says:— "II  faut  les  tniiter  conime  des 
animaux  ftftruces,  les  ro«;ner  ies  dents,  et  les  grifTes,  les  hn- 
milior  sonvcnt,  surtout  leur  Ator  les  occasions  de  s'aguerrir. 
Du  p4\ln  rt  le  h^ton,  voilA  cc  quMI  leur  fuut ;  gurdons  Thn- 
m:init6  p»iur  une  nieilleure  iKca'«ion." 
»  For  the  treatment  of  the  pn»vlnres  he  advises  thus:— 
"Ten  Ire  A  d^pouiller  les  villes  de  leurs  privileges,  faire  que 


Thus  perish  ev*ry  King  and  Stat©, 

That  run  the  guilty  race  she  rant 
Strong  but  in  111,  and  only  great 

By  outrage  against  God  and  man ! 

Tnie,  her  high  spirit  is  at  rest. 

And  all  those  days  of  glory  gone, 
Wiicn  the  world's  waten,  east  and  west. 

Beneath  her  white-wing'd  commerce 
When,  with  her  countless  barks  she  went 

To  meet  the  Orient  Empire's  migfat,^ 
And  her  Giustinianw  sent 

Their  hundred  heroes  to  tha  %ht* 

Vanish'd  are  all  her  pomps,  'tis  t'ue. 
But  mourn  them  not — for  vanish'd,  too, 
^Thanks  to  that  Pow'r,  who,  soon  or  late, 
Ilurls  to  the  dust  the  guilty  Great,) 
Are  all  the  outrage,  falsehood,  fraud. 

The  chains,  the  rapine,  and  the  blood. 
That  filPd  each  spot,  at  home,  abnwd, 

Where. the  Republic's  standard  stood. 
Desolate  Ve.nicb  !  when  I  track 
Thy  haughty  course  through  oent'ives  back ; 
Thy  ruthless  pow'r,  obey'd  but  cursed — 

The  stem  machinery  of  thy  State, 
Which  hatred  would,  like  steam,  have  bant, 

Had  stronger  fear  not  chill'd  ev'n  hate  ;^ 
Thy  perfidy,  still  wone  than  aught 
Thy  own  uublushing  Sarpi'  taught; — 
Thy  friendship,  which,  o'er  all  beneath 
Its  shadow,  rain*d  down  dews  of  death  ^'— 
Thy  Oligarchy*s  Book  of  Gold, 

Closed  against  hiunble  Virtue's  name,* 
But  open'd  wide  for  slaves  who  sold 

Their  native  land  to  thee  and  shame  ;*— 
Thy  all-pervading  host  of  spies, 

Watching  o'er  ev'ry  glance  and  breath, 

les  habitans  s^appauvrissent  etqne  leura  bleDtaoientacbrlte 
par  les  V6nitiens.  Ceux  qui,  dans  les  ronaeib  manlelfKii, 
se  montreront  on  plus  audadeax  oa  plus  «Mv<niSs  tix 
Int^r^u  de  la  populaUon,  11  faat  les  perdre  oa  les  gsgwr* 
quelquc  priz  que  ce  lolt;  ei^s,  s*U  st  tr  mne  dans  Us  pro- 
vinces fuelques  chefs  de  parti,  U  foot  ies  exterminer  some  ta 
prHexte  quelconque^  mais  en  toitant  de  retourir  h  tmjmshet 
ordinaire.  Que  le  poieon  fosse  Ce§iee  do  homrroeoLt  eeU  ad 
meins  odieuz  et  btaucoup  plus  prwjitahle.** 

*  Conduct  of  Venice  towards  her  allies  and  depemkticiesi 
particularly  to  unfortunate  Padua. — Fate  of  FTancescu  C^ 
rara,  for  which  see  Daru,  vol.  U.  pt.  141. 

*  '*  A  Texception  des  trente  dladlna  adnis  an  grssd  cossti 
pendant  la  gaerre  dl  Chiuxxi,  11  n'est  pas  arriv6  nae  onk 
fols  que  les  talens  on  les  services  alent  paru  A  cette  sciblewt 
orgneilleose  des  tltres  sufllsaos  poor  t'aaset^  avec  elle.**'- 
Dasu. 

*  Among  those  admitted  to  the  honor  of  beiof  loscribsi 
In  the  Libro  d'oro  were  aome  families  of  Brescia,  ThrriiOk 
and  other  places,  whose  only  claim  to  thtl  dlsUaciMB  was 
the  r«al  with  which  they  prostrated  thenuelves  aai  ihH^ 
country  at  the  feet  uf  the  repnblle. 
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Tin  men  Iook*d  in  each  others*  eve«, 
To  read  their  chance  of  life  or  death  ;— 

Tliy  la\(8,  that  made  a  mart  of  blood, 
And  leiralized  th*  assaffiin's  knife  ;' — 

Thy  sunlesB  cells  heneoth  the  flood. 

And  racks,  and  Leads,"  Uiat  burnt  out  life  ;- 

When  I  review  all  this,  and  see 
The  doom  that  new  hath  falPn  on  thee  ; 
Thy  nobles,  towV.ng  once  so  proud, 
Themselves  beneath  the  yoke  now  bow*d, — 
A  yoke,  by  no  one  grace  redeemed. 
Such  as,  of  old,  around  thee  beamed. 
But  mean  and  base  as  e*cf  ypt  galPd 
Earth's  tyrants,  when,  themselves,  enthrallM,- 
I  feel  the  moral  vengeance  sweet. 
And,  smiling  o'er  the  wreck,  repeat. 
Thus  perish  ev'ry  King  and  State, 
**  That  tread  the  steps  which  Venice  trod, 
Strong  but  in  ill,  and  only  great, 
«<  By  outrage  against  man  and  God  I" 


M 


U 


EXTRACT  VIL 

Venice. 

Lard    Bfro%*M  MemoirM,    written  by  himself. — RrJUctitnu, 
whem  about  to  read  tAeai. 


Let  me,  a  moment,—- ere  with  fear  and  hope 
Of  gloomy,  glorious  things,  these  leaves  I  ope— 

1  By  the  infkmoas  tututes  of  the  Staff  Inqaisltion,^  not 
only  wn»  as»a»sinati(>a  recugn'icd  as  a  re^  alar  mode  of  pan- 
Ishmeot.  but  this  secret  pnvret  over  life  ftras  delegated  to 
their  minions  at  a  distance,  with  nearly  as  much  rncillty  as 
a  license  Is  given  under  the  fnnw  laws  of  E  *f  land.  The  only 
restricUoQ  seems  to  have  been  the  necessity  ofapplyinf  for  a 
new  certificate,  aAer  et  ery  individual  ezerc:  «  of  the  power 

*  **  Le!«  prisons  des  plinit^;  c*est-A-dlre  cf  %  fuurnalses  ar> 
dentes  qu*on  avaitdi-.ttil'U^sen  petites cellules  sons  les  tor- 
rasaesqni  couvrrnt  le  pil:tis.** 

*  PsHphon,  in  o-d'jr  t )  Attract  the  alteutio'n  of  the  world, 
taoght  multitodn  of  Mrds  to  speak  his  r  x*v>  and  then  let 
Ibem  Ay  away  In  vju  leas  directions ;  whe  ire  the  proverb, 

*  Bruce. 


>  M.  Dnra  hen  i'v*n  an  abstract  of  t*i«  v  ntatutes,  from  a 
RMnMJKript  in  the  BlUlloth^qne  dn  R<  I  and  It  Is  hardly  cred- 
ible fhat  such  a  tystem  of  treachery  and  cruelty  should  ever 
have  been  erli.b.Lil*ed  by  any  govef  nvent.  or  submitted  to, 
for  an  instant,  'jy  any  people.  Airxut  various  precautions 
r^lnst  the  Irtrif^en  of  their  own  Nobles,  we  find  the  fol- 
lowing : — **  Pour  persuader  aux  /jtiaogera  qu*il  ^talt  difficile 
et  dangereux  d'entretenir  quelquf  intrigue  secrete  avcc  les 
not>*es  Venitiens,  on  imagina  de  faire  avertir  myst^rlease- 
ment  le  Nonce  du  Pape  (afln  qde  les  antres  niinlstres  en  fbs- 
sent  informes)  que  P Inquisition  avnit  auuirlsA  les  patrlciens  A 
|<»iCBarder  quiconque  essalf  rait  de  tenter  leur  fldeiltd.  Mais 
eraiguant  que  les  amboAs-ideurs  ne  prfttaswnt  M  difflelle- 
menX  ft  ane  deliberation,  qui  en  eflet  n*existait  pas,  Plnqul- 


As  one,  in  fairy  tale,  to  whom  the  key 

Of  some  enchanter's  secret  halls  is  giv'n, 
Doubts,  while  he  enters,  slowly,  tremblingly, 

If  he  shall  meet  with  shapes  from  hell  or  heav'n— - 
Let  me,  a  moment,  think  what  thotisands  live 
O'er  the  wide  earth  this  instant,  who  would  give, 
Gladly,  whole  sleepless  nights  to  bend  th^  brow 
Over  these  precious  leaves,  as  I  do  now. 
How  all  who  know — and  where  is  he  unknown  V 
To  what  far  region  have  his  songs  not  flown, 
Like  Psapiion's  birds,*  speaking  their  master's  name. 
In  ev'ry  language,  syllabled  by  Fame  ?— 
How  all,  who've  felt  the  various  q;>ells  combined 
Within  the  cin.  e  of  that  mastei  niind, — 
Like  spells,  derived  rom  many  l  .tai,  and  met 
Together  in  some  wondrous  amulet, — 
Would  bum  to  know  when  first  the  Light  awoke 
In  his  young  soul, — and  if  the  gleams  that  broke 
Trom  that  Aurora  of  his  genius,  raised 
Most  pain  or  blisB  in  those  on  whom  they  Uazed ; 
Would  love  to  trace  th'  unfolding  of  that  pow'r. 
Which  hath  grown  ampler,  grander,  ev'ry  hour ; 
And  feel,  in  watching  o*er  his  first  advance, 

As  did  th'  Egyptian  traveller,^  when  he  stood 
By  the  young  Nile,  and  fathom'd  with  his  lance 

The  fast  small  fountains  of  that  mighty  flood. 

They,  too,  who,  mid  the  scornful  thonghts  that 
dwell 
In  his  rich  fancy,  tinging  all  its  streams, — 

sition  voulait  prouver  qu'elle  en  etait  capable.  Elle  onkmna 
des  recherches  pour  dicouvrlr  s'il  n'y  avait  pas  dans  Venise 
quelqae  exile  au-dessun  du  comniun,  qui  eOt  ronipu  son 
bnn ;  ensuite  un  des  patrlciens  qui  etalent  aux  gages  du 
tribunal,  re^ut  la  mission  d'assassiner  ce  malheureux.  et 
Tordre  de  s*ea  vanler,  en  disaat  qu'il  s'etall  portA  A  oetacte, 
parce  que  ce  banni  etait  Tagent  d*un  niinhtre  etmnger,  et 
avait  cherche  A  le  corrompre.** — '*  Remarqnons,**  adds  M. 
Dnr^  "que  cecl  n*est  pas  une  simple  anecdote;  r'est  une 
mission  iifojetde,  deiiberoe,  vcrtte  d*nvnnce ;  une  rigle  de 
conduiie  tracoe  par  des  hooimes  graves  A  lears  saccassears, 
et  consignee  duns  des  statuts.** 

The  cases.  In  which  assassination  Is  ordered  by  these 
Statutes,  are  as  follow : — 

**  Un  ouvrier  de  Tarsenal,  un  chef  de  ce  qu'on  appelle  par- 
mi  les  marins  le  menstranre,  passait-il  au  service  d*une 
puissance  etrang^re :  11  (allalt  le  faire  assassiner,  snrtout  si 
cVtalt  un  honinie  rt'puid  brave  et  habile  dans  sa  profession. 
{.Art.  3,  dee  StmtuU.) 

**  Avalt-ll  coniinis  quelqne  action  qu'on  ne  Jugeait  pas  k 
propos  de  punir  juridiqueuient,  on  devait  le  AUre  empoison- 
ner."  (.Art.  14.) 

**  Un  artisan  passait-il  A  I'ptranger  eu  y  exportant  quelque 
proeede  d«  rindu.ttrie  nationale*  cVtiilt  encore  un  crims 
capital,  que  la  lol  Inconnne  ordonnait  de  pnnir  par  an  assas- 
slnat.*^    (.ArU  96.) 

The  Aicility  with  which  they  got  rid  of  their  Duke  of  Bed- 
fords,  Lord  Pttzwilllams.  Ilc.,  was  admirable :  It  was  thus  - — 

**  Le  patriclen  qui  se  pemiettalt  le  molndre  propos  eontre 
le  gnaTememenL,  etalt  admondto  deux  fols,  et  4  la  troisliiiie 
nojfi  eomme  imeorrigiUe.'^    {.Art.  39.) 


At  if  the  Star  of  Bitterness,  which  fell 

On  earth   of  old,'   had   touch'a  them  with  its 
beams, — 
Can  track  a  spirit,  which,  though  driven  to  hate, 
From  Nature's  hands  came  kind,  affectionate  ; 
And  which,  ey*n  now,  struck  as  it  is  with  blight, 
Comos  out,  at  times,  in  love's  own  native  light ; — 
How  gladly  all,  who've  watch'd  those  struggling  rays 
Of  a  bright,  ruin'd  spirit  tlirough  his  lays. 
Would  here  inquire,  as  from  his  own  frank  lips, 

What  desolating  grief,  what  wrongs  had  driven 
That  noble  nature  into  cold  eclipse  ; 

Like  some  fair  orb  that,  once  a  sun  in  heaven, 
And  bom,  not  only  to  surprise,  but  cheer 
With  warmth  and  lustre  all  within  its  sphere, 
Is  now  so  quench'd,  that  of  its  grandeur  lasts 
Naught,  but  tlie  wide,  cold  shadow  which  it  casts ! 

Lventful  volume  !  whatsoe'er  the  change 

Of  scene    and    dune — th'   adventures,  bold   and 

strange— 
The  griefs — the  frailties,  but  too  frankly  told — 
The  loves,  the  feuds  thy  pages  may  unfold, 
If  Truth  with  half  so  prompt  a  hand  unlocks 

His  virtues  as  hu  failings,  we  shall  find 
The  record  there  of  friendships,  held  like  rocks, 

And  enmities,  like  sun-touch'd  snow,  resign'd  ; 
Of  fealty,  cherish'd  without  change  or  chill. 
In  those  who  served  him,  young,  and  serve  him  still ; 
Of  gen'rous  aid,  giv'n  with  that  noiseless  art 
Which  wakes  not  pride,  to  many  a  wounded  heart ; 
Of  acts — but,  no— <fiol  from  himself  must  aught 

Of  the  bright  features  of  his  life  be  sought 
While  they,  who  court  the  world,  like  Milton's 

cloud," 
*  Turn  forth  their  silver  lining"  on  the  crowd. 
This  gifted  Being  wraps  himself  in  night ; 

And,  keeping  all  that  softens,  and  adorns. 
And  gilds  his  social  nature  hid  from  sight. 

Turns  but  its  darkness  on  a  worid  he  scorns. 


>  **  And  the  name  of  the  star  is  called  womnwood^  and  the 
thin*,  nm  of  the  waters  became  woriuwood.**--/2«».  vUi. 


•  ''  Did  a  sable  clond 
Tom  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night  V 

*  In  the  Tribnne  at  Florence 
«  In  the  Palauo  Pitti. 


Cmi««. 


EXTRACT  VIII. 


Fimait  Beautf  at  Venice.— Jifo  Infer  what  it  we  im  (Is 
Time  of  T^Onti. — /fie  Mietrese. — Various  Fiirme  in  lekidk 
he  has  painted  her. — Vemue,~'Dinine  and  frrfama  /<«•«.— 
La  f)ragUitA  d^^more. — Pa^  Veremeee. — His  fFemaf 
Marriage  of  Cana, — Character  of  Jialian  Bemutf^M*- 
pkael  ^^frwa7ri*a.—Modeetjf, 

Thy  brave,  thy  learn'd,  have  passed  away ; 
Thy  beautiful ! — ah,  where  are  they  7 
The  forms,  the  faces,  that  once  shone, 

Models  of  gp^ce,  in  Titian's  i-yo. 
Where  are  they  now  7  while  flowera  live  on 

In  ruin'd  places,  why,  oh  why 

Must  Beauty  thus  witli  Glory  die  t 
That  maid,  whose  lips  would  still  have  moved. 

Could  art  have  breathed  a  spirit  Uirougfa  them; 
Whose  varying  charms  her  artist  loved 

More  fondly  ev*ry  time  he  drew  them, 
(So  ofl  beneath  his  touch  they  passed, 
Each  semblance  fairer  than  the  last  0 
Wearing  each  shape  that  Fancy's  range 

Offers  to  Love— yet  still  the  one 
Fair  idol,  meen  through  every  change, 

I^ke  facets  of  some  orient  stone^^ 

In  each  the  same  bright  image  shown. 
Sometimes  a  Venus,  uuarray'd 

But  in  her  beauty*— eometimes  deck'd 
In  costly  raiment,  as  a  maid 

That  kings  might  for  a  throne  select^ 
Now  high  and  proud,  like  one  who  thought 
The  worid  should  at  her  feet  be  brought ; 
Now,  with  a  look  reproachful,  sad,* — 
Unwonted  look  from  brow  so  glad  ; — 
And  telling  of  a  pain  too  deep 
For  tongue  to  speak  or  eyes  to  weep. 
Sometimes,  through  allegory's  veil, 

In  double  semblance  seen  to  shino» 
Telling  a  strange  and  mystic  tale 

Of  Love  Profane  and  Love  Divme*^ 
Akin  in  features,  but  in  heart 
As  far  as  earth  and  heav'n  apart. 
Or  else  (by  quaint  device  to  prove 
The  frailty  of  ail  worldly  love) 
Holding  a  globe  of  glass,  as  thin 

As  air-blown  bubbles,  in  her  hand» 
With  a  young  Love  confined  therein. 

Whose  wings  seem  waiting  to  ezpand— 

*  Alludes  particQiarly  to  the  portrait  of  her  In  the  Sdana 
coilecUon  at  Rome,  where  the  loolr  of  nioonifhl  re|w««ich  Is 
:hose  ftiil,  shadowy  eyes,  as  if  she  had  been  ui^astly  ■eeoi' 
ed  of  something  wrung.  Is  eiqalsite 

•  The  fine  picture  In  the  Palaun  Borfhene,  called  (Itbiol 
easy  to  say  why)  '*  Sacred  ano  Pfufiine  Lnvs,**  la  «hich  •• 
two  figures,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  ftmntala,  anc%idsW| 
portraits  or  the  lanie  person. 
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And  telling,  by  hor  anxions  eyes. 
That,  if  that  frail  orb  breaks,  he  flies !' 

ThoQ,  too,  with  touch  magnificent, 

Paul  of  Veiona  !— where  are  they, 
The  oriental  forms,*  that  Tent 

Thy  canvass  such  a  bright  array  7 
Noble  and  gorgeouM  dames,  whose  dress 
Seems  part  of  their  own  loveliness; 
Like  the  swi's  drapery,  which,  at  eve. 
The  floating  clouds  around  him  weave 
Of  light  they  from  himself  receive  ! 
Where  u  there  now  the  living  face 

Like  those  that,  in  thy  nuptial  throng, 
By  thei/  superb,  voluptuous  grace, 
Make  us  forget  the  time,  the  place, 

The  holy  guests  they  smile  among, — 
Till,  in  that  feast  of  heaven-sent  wine, 
We  saw  no  miracles  but  thine. 

If  e*er,  except  in  Painting^s  dream. 

There  blooin*d  such  beauty  here,  *tis  gonOf— 
Gone,  like  the  face  that  m  the  stream 

Of  Ocean  for  an  instant  shone. 
When  Venus  at  that  mirror  gave 
A  last  look,  ere  she  left  the  wave.. 
And  though,  among  the  crowded  ways, 
We  oil  are  startled  by  the  blaze 
Of  eyes  that  puss,  with  fitful  light, 
Like  fire-flies  on  the  wing  at  night,^ 
*Tis  not  that  nobler  beauty,  giv*n 
To  show  how  augels  look  in  heaven. 
£v*D  in  its  sliape  most  pure  and  fair, 

'Tis  Beauty,  with  but  half  her  zone,— 
All  that  can  warm  the  Sense  is  there. 

But  the  SouPs  deeper  charm  is  flown : — 
'Tis  Raphael's  Fornarina, — warm. 

Luxuriant,  arch,  but  unrefined  ; 
A  flower,  round  which  the  noontide  swarm 

Of  young  Desires  may  buzz  and  wind. 
But  where  true  liove  no  treasure  meets, 
Worth  hoarding  in  his  hive  of  sweets. 

Ah,  no, — ^for  this,  and  for  the  hue 

Upon  the  rounded  cheek,  which  tells 
How  fresh,  within  the  heart,  this  dew 

Of  Love's  unrifled  sweetness  dwells, 
We  must  go  back  to  our  own  I«les, 

Where  Modesty,  which  here  but  gives 
A  rare  and  transient  grace  to  smiles, 

In  the  heart's  holy  centre  lives ; 

1  Thli  faneinil  sllsfnry  it  the  inihjeet  o    a  ptetme  by  Tl 
tian,  in  the  puMession  of  tlie  Marquis  CSambisa  at  Turin, 
MhuM)  eolicctimi.  tbcmgh  imnll,  conUklnt  mmim  beaatlAU 
flfieriHieni  of  all  cIm  tnht  niiMtert. 

t  As  Paul  Veronese  gave  but  Hltle  into  the  Isss  lite/,  hit 


And  thence,  at  from  her  throne  diffuses 
O'er  thoughts  and  looks  so  bland  a  reign» 

That  not  a  thought  or  feeling  loses 
Its  freshness  in  that  gentle  chain. 


EXTRACT  IX. 

Venice. 

Tk*  Knflhk  to  be  met  with  everywkere.—^fpe  and  7%remd- 
needle  StreH.-^  7%«  Simflon  and  the  Stoeka^^Rnfe  fer  tmn- 
elling. — Blue  Stoekinfa  among  tke  H'akmbeee. — Paraeole 
mnd  Pyrumids.—Jirt.  Hopkins  and  tke  H'aU  of  Ckina. 

And  is  there  then  no  earthly  place, 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  Elysian, 
Without  some  cursed,  round  English  face. 

Popping  up  neai  to  break  the  vision  ? 
'Mid  northern  lakes,  \A\d  southern  vines, 

Unholy  cits  we're  doom'd  to  meet ; 
Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Apennines 

Are  sacred  from  Threadneedle  Street ! 

« 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wind, 

Fancying  we  leave  this  worid  behind. 

Such  pleasant  .sounds  salute  one's  ear 

As — **  Baddish  news  from  'Change,  my  deai^— 

**  The  Funds — (phew,  curw  this  ugly  hill)— 

"  Are  low'riug  fast, — (what,  higher  still  ?) — 

**  And  —  (zooks,   we're   mounting   np   to  heav* 

enl)— 
"  Will  soon  be  down  to  sixty -seven." 

Go  where  we  may — rest  where  we  will. 
Eternal  London  haunts  us  still. 
The  trash  of  Almack's  or  Fleet  Ditch— 
And  scarce  a  pin's  head  difierence  which'^ 
Mixes,  though  ev'n  to  Greece  we  run. 
With  every  rill  from  Helicon ! 
And,  if  this  rage  for  travelling  lasts, 
If  Cocknejrs,  of  all  sects  and  castes, 
Old  maidens,  aldermen,  and  squires, 
WUl  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  fires, 
To  gape  at  things  In  foreign  landi. 
No  soul  among  them  nnderstands  ; 
If  Blues  desert  their  coteries, 
To  show  off  'moag  the  Wahabees ; 
If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls, 
Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 


WHOien  may  be  refnrd«d  as  prstiy  cIom  iniitntinnt  of  ih" 
Uvins  imiitel*  wblch  V«nk«  aflbrdsd  in  his  time. 

*  The  MHrrinss  nrCnna. 

4  **  CertMlo  It  is  (ns  Arthar  Yoanft  truly  iin<l  r4»r|]nrly  sa>  . 
one  now  and  thmi  SMSts  witb  terrible  eya«  \i%  liily.' 
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Young  adiei,  with  pink  parasols. 

To  glide  among  the  Pyramids*^ 
Why,  then,  farewell  all  hope  to  find 
A  siwt,  that*8  free  from  London-kind ! 
Who  knows,  if  to  the  West  we  roam, 
But  we  mav  find  some  Blue  **  at  home" 

Among  the  Black*  of  Carolina — 
Or,  flying  to  the  Eastward,  see 
Some  Mrs.  HopKUts,  taking  tea 
And  toast  upon  the  Wall  of  China . 


EXTRACT  X. 


Mantoa. 


Vtrte*  of  Hifpolfta  U  her  HuBkamd, 

They  teU  me  thoa*rt  the  favor*d  guest* 

Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 
No  wit,  like  thine,  to  wake  the  jest, 

No  voice  like  thine,  to  breathe  the  song. 
And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art, 
That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 
Alas,  alas,  how  difT'rent  Bows, 

With  thee  and  me  the  time  away. 
Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad,  heaven  know»— 

Still,  if  thou  canst,  be  light  and  gay ; 
I  only  know  that  without  thee 
The  sun  himself  is  dark  for  me. 

Do  I  put  on  the  jewels  rare 

Thou*8t  always  loved  to  see  me  wear? 

Do  I  perfume  the  locks  that  thou 

So  oft  hast  braided  o*er  my  brow, 

Thus  decked,  tiirough  festive  crowds  to  run. 

And  all  th'  assembled  world  to  see, — 
All  but  the  one,  the  absent  one, 

Worth  more  than  present  worlds  to  me ! 
No,  nothing  cheers  this  widow'd  heart — 
My  only  joy,  from  thee  apart. 
From  thee  thyself,  is  sitting  hours 

And  days,  before  thy  pictured  form — 
That  dream  of  thee,  which  RaphaeKs  powers 

Have  made  with  all  but  life-breath  warm  ! 
And  as  I  smile  to  it,  and  say 
The  words  I  speak  to  thee  in  play, 


1  It  was  pink  tpeneert,  I  bellere,  that  the  ImaginAtkm  of 
the  French  UHveller  conjured,  ap. 
*  Utque  ferunt  lartos  con vi via  Icta 
Et  celebriift  lentis  otia  mista  jocis ; 
Aat  cithaia  vstlvum  attenaaa  cantuqne  calorem. 

Uel  nilhl,  quani  diapar  nunc  roea  vita  lus ! 
Nee  oiihi  displlceantquB  sant  tibi  grata ;  aed  ipsa  ctt, 

Te  sine,  lux  urulis  pene  ininiica  roeia. 
Non  anro  nut  Ken.ma  caput  rxomare  nitenti 
Me  juvat,  aut  Arabo  sparfere  odore  comas : 


I  fancy  from  their  silent  frame, 
Those  eyes  and  lips  give  liack  the 
And  still  I  gaze,  and  still  they  keep 
Smiling  thus  on  me— till  I  weep ! 
Our  little  boy,  too,  knows  it  well. 

For  there  I  lead  him  every  day. 
And  teach  his  lispmg  lips  to  teU 

The  name  of  one  that's  far  away. 
Forgive  me,  love,  but  thus  alone 
My  time  is  cheer*d,  while  thou  ait 


EX  TRACT  XI. 


No— 'tis  not  the  region  where  Love's  to  be  found— 
They  have  bonoms  that  sigh,  they  have  glanea 
that  rove, 
They  have   language  a  Sappho's  own   lip  might 
resound, 
When  she  warbled  her  best — but  they've  nothiof 
like  Love. 

Nor  is't  that  pure  9entiment  only  they  want. 
Which    Heav'n   for  the  mild   and   the  tranqofl 
hath  mado— 
Calm,  wedded  affection,  that  hoine-rooCed  plant, 
Which  sweetens  secluaou,   and  smHei  in  the 
shade; 

That  feeling,  which,  after  long  years  have  gone  by. 
Remains,  like  a  portrait  we've  sat  for  in  youth. 

Where,  ev'n  though  the  flush  of  the  colon  may  fly, 
The  features  still  live,  in  their  first  smiling  truth ; 

That  union,  where  all  that  iu  Woman  is  kind, 
With  all  that  iu  Man  most  ennoblingly  tow*n. 

Grow  wreath'd  into  one — like  the  oolimin,  combioed 
Of  the  9trength  of  tiie  shaft  and  the  capitaTi 
^ots'rt. 

Of  this — ^bear  ye  witness,  ye  wives,  everywhere. 
By  the  Arno,  the  Po,  by  all  Italy's  streams— 

Of  this  heart-wedded  love,  so  delicious  to  share. 
Not   a   husband  hath  even  one  gtimpse  in  hii 
dreams. 


Non  celebres  Indos  testis  speetare  dicbos. 
•  •  •  * 

Sola  tuos  vultos  referens  Raphaelb  inwfo 

Picta  manu,  turns  Hllevat  u^-que  nieas. 
Huic  ego  delicias  facio.  arridenque  Jornrqae, 

AHoquor  el  tanquam  reddere  verba  qasat. 
Asstnsu  nuiuque  uiihl  s«pe  liia  videtiur 

Dicere  velle  allquld  et  toa  verba  kiqui. 
Afnoscit  balboque  patrem  poer  ore  salatat 

Hoe  sdor  kmgss  dsdpiuque  dies. 
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it  i>  not  this,  only  ;-^boni  full  of  th«  light 
>f  a  sun,  from  whoie  fount  the  luxuriant  festoona 
these  beautiful  valleys  drink  lustre  so  bright* 
*hat,  beside  bitn*  our  suns  of  the  north  are  but 
moonsi — 

might  fancy,  at  least,  like  their  climate  they 

bum*d; 
Lnd  that  Lore,  though  unused,  in  this  region  of 

spring, 
be  thus  to  a  tame  Household  Deity  tum*d, 
Vouid  yet  be  all  soul,  when  abroad  on  the  wing. 

J  there  may  be,  there  are,  those  explosions  of 

heart, 
SThich  burst,  when  the  senses  have  first  caught 

the  flame ; 
h  fits  of  the  blood  as  those  climates  impart, 
Vhere  Love  is  a  sun-etroke,  that  maddens  the 

C-ame 

that  Passion,  which  springs  in  the  depth  of  the 

soul ; 
^hose  beginnings  are  virginly  pure  as  the  source 
iome  small  mountain  rivulet,  destined  to  roll 
im  a  torrent,  ere  long,  losing  peace  in  its  course  ' 

ourse,  to  which  Modest) -'s  struggle  but  lends 
L  more   headlong  descent,  without  chance   of 

recall ; 
which  Modesty  ev'n  to  the  last  edge  attends, 
Lnd,,then,  throws  a  halo  of  tears  round  its  fall  *, 

B  exquisite  Passion — ay,  exquisite,  even 
fid  the  ruin  its  madness  too  oflen  hath  made, 
it  keeps,  even  then,  a  bright  trace  of  ihe  heaven, 
*hat  heaven  of  Virtue  from  which  it  has  stray*d — 

s  entireness  of  love,  which  can  only  be  found, 
^here    Woman,    like    something    that's    holy, 

watch*d  over, 
I  fenced,  from  her  childhood,  with  purity  round, 
!omes,  body  and  soul,  fresh  as  Spring,  to  a  lover ! 

ere  not  an  eye   answen,   where  not  a  hand 

presses, 
'ill  spirit  with  spirit  in  sympathy  move ; 
I  the  Senses,  asleep  in  their  sacred  nacesses, 
an   only   be  reach*d    through   the  temple  of 

Love! — 

■  pi^rfection  of  Passion — ^how  can  it  be  found, 
There  the  mystery  nature  hath  hung  round  tlie 
tie 


■eilssBO— (he  bfrtbplaee,  U  is  saLi  of  Hsrieqiila. 


By  which  souls  are  together  attracted  and  bound, 
Is  laid  open,  forever,  to  heart,  ear,  and  eye  'f— 

Where  naught  o.'  tliat  innocent  doubt  can  exist. 
That    ignorance,  even    than    knowledge    more 
bright. 
Which  circles  the  young,  like  the  mom's  sunny 
mist, 
And  curtains  them  round  in  their  own  native 
light  ;- 

Where  Elxperience  leaves  nothing  for  Love  to  reveal. 
Or  for  Fancy,  in  visions,  to  gleam  o'er  the  thought ; 

But  the  truths  which,  alone,  we  would  die  to  conceal 
From  the  maiden's  young  heart,  are  fre  only  ones 
taught 

No,  n:   \is  not  here,  howsoever  we  sigh, 

Whether  purely  to  Hymen's  one  planet  Mi%  prey, 

Or  adore,  like  Sabfsans,  each  light  of  Love's  sky, 
Here  is  not  the  region,  to  fix  or  to  stray. 

For  faithless  in  wedlock,  in  gallantry  gross. 
Without  honor  to  guard,  or  reserve  to  restrain. 

What  have  they,  a  husband  can  mourn  as  a  loss? 
What  have  they,  a  lover  can  prize  as  a  gain? 


EXTRACT  XIL 

Florence. 
Musie  in  Ita/jf.^Dunppaintgd  bf  it.—'Rtflteetiona  tif  0tker 
Time*  and  Priendt. — Datton.—'Sir  John  Stnenson^^HiM 
DoM^kUr. — Muneai  Efttningt  together, 

•  •  •  •  • 

If  it  he  true  that  Music  reigns. 

Supremo,  in  Italy's  soft  shades, 
'Tis  like  that  Harmony,  so  famous. 
Among  the  spheres,  which,  He  of  Samos 
Declared,  had  such  transcendent  merit. 
That  not  a  soul  on  earth  could  hear  it ; 
For,  far  as  I  have  com»— fi om  Lakes, 
Whose  sleep  the  Tramontane  breaks. 
Through  Milan,  and  that  land,  which  gave 

The  Hero  of  the  rainbow  vest' — 
By  MiNcio's  banks,  and  by  that  wave,* 

Whi?h  madn  Vbrona's  ba<tl  so  bless'd — 
Places,  that  (like  the  Attic  shore. 

Which  rung  back  music,  when  the  sea 
Stnick  on  its  marge)  bhould  be,  all  o'er. 

Thrilling  alive  with  melody — 
I've  heard  no  music — not  a  note 
Of  such  sweet  native  airs  as  float, 

t  The  Lsco  di  Gairia. 
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In  mj  own  land,  among  the  throng, 
And  speak  our  nation*8  sonl  for  long 

Nay,  ev*a  in^ higher  walks,  wh^'  e  Art 
Performs,  as  'twere,  the  gardener's  part* 
And  richer,  if  not  sweeter,  makes 
The  flow'rs  she  from  the  wild-hedge  takes — 
£v*n  there,  no  voice  hath  charm'd  my  ear, 

No  taste  hath  won  my  perfect  praise, 
Like  thine,  dear  friend' — long,  truly  dear — 

Thine,  and  thy  loved  Olh'Ia's  lays. 
She,  always  beautiful,  and  growing 

Still  more  so  ev'ry  note  she  sings — 
like  an  inspired  young  Sibyl,"  glowing 

With  her  own  bright  imaginings ! 
And  thou,  most  worthy  to  be  tied 

In  music  to  her,  as  in  love. 
Breathing  that  language  by  her  side, 

All  other  language  far  above, 
Eloquent  Song — whose  tones  and  words 
In  ev'ry  heart  find  answering  chords ! 

How  happy  once  the  houm  we  pass'd, 

Singing  or  list'ning  all  day  long, 
TUI  Time  Itself  seem*d  changed,  at  last. 

To  music,  and  we  livec*  in  song ! 
Turning  the  leaves  of  Haydn  o'er. 

As  quick,  beneath  her  master  hand, 
They  opeu'd  ail  their  brilliant  store, 

Like  chambers,  touch *d  by  fair}*  wand  ; 
Or  o'er  Ihe  page  of  Mozart  bending. 

Now  by  his  airy  warblings  checr'd. 
Now  in  his  mournful  Requiem  blending 

Voices,  through  whirh  «he  heart  ^^  as  heard 

And  still,  to  lead  our  ev'ning  choir. 

Was  He  invoked,  thy  loved-one's  Sire*— 

He,  wh^  if  aught  of  grace  there  be 

In  the  wild  notes  I  write  or  sing, 
First  smooth'd  their  links  of  harmony, 

And  lent  them  charms  they  did  not  bring  ;- 
He,  of  the  gentlest,  simplest  heart, 
With  whom,  employ'd  in  his  sweet  art, 
(That  art,  which  gives  this  worid  of  oun 

A  notion  how  they  speak  in  heav'n,) 
I've  paas'd  more  bright  and  charmed  hours 

Than  all  earth's  wisdom  could  have  giv'n. 
Oh  happy  days,  oh  early  friends, 

How  Life,  since  then,  hath  lost  its  flow'n  I 


I  EdwnrA  Taile  Dal  ton  the  flnt  hatband  of  Sir  John 
Bipvenfion's  dauKhter,  the  Intc  MHrchioness  nf  neadfnrL 

t  Sach  ns  *h.i»e  of  IJumeniChlno  In  the  Palaxzo  Borghete 
at  ihe  Capitol.  &e. 

•  Bit  John  Sleveiifon. 

4  The  "Conjum lion  de  NirnlRii  Gnbrinl.dlt  de  Rlenzi,**by 
the  Jesxi  I>u  Cereena,  b  chiefly  biket  (torn  the  niach  more 


But  yet— though  Time  mnne  foliage  rends. 

The  stem,  the  Friendship,  stiU  is  can ; 
And  long  may  it  endure,  as  green, 
And  fresh  as  it  hath  always  been ! 

How  I  have  wander'd  'from  my  theme ! 

But  where  is  he,  that  could  retom 
To  such  cold  subjects  from  a  dream. 

Through  which  these  best  of  feelings  bamT— 
Not  all  the  works  of  Science,  Art, 

Or  Genius  in  this  world  are  worth 
One  genuine  sigh,  that  from  the  heait 

Friendship  or  Love  draws  freshly  forth. 


EXTRACT  XIIL 


R^fUetiam  •»  reading  Dm  CereMaV  Aeemmml  ^  tka  Cm 
tpiracf  tS  Riemxi,  m  1347.«— 7k«  MetHmg  ^  lk»  Om 
gpirator*  9%  tk§  /fifkt  of  Uu  lua  of  M.^^-^Ttmr  ffr 
fawwn  in  tkt  JUmimg  U  tks  G*pifW«— /Kca;  < 


'TwAs  a  proud  moment— ev'n  to  hear  the  weidi 

Of   Truth    and    Freedom   'mid    these 
breathed. 
And  see,  once  more,  the  Forum  ahuae  with 

In  the  Republic's  sacred  name  unsheath'd— 
That  glimpse,  that  vision  of  a  brighter  day. 

For  his  dear  Rom,  must  to  a  Roman  be. 
Short  as  it  was,  worth  ages  paas'd  away 

In  the  dull  lapse  of  hopeless  slavery. 

'Twas  on  a  night  of  May,  beneath  that  moon. 
Which  had,  through  many  an  age,  seen  Time  ontime 
The  strings  of  this  Great  Empire,  till  it  fell 
From  his  rude  hands,  a  broken,  silent  shells 
The  sound  of  the  church  dock,*  near  Aouax'i 

Tomb, 
Sommon'd  the  warriors,  who  had  rieen  for  Rovs, 
To  meet  imarm'd, — ^with  none    to    watch   tbcin 

there, 
But  God's  own  eye, — and  pass  the  night  in  prayeti 
Holy  beginning  of  a  holy  cause, 
When  heroes,  girt  for  Freedom's  oombat,  pause 
Before  high  Heav'n,  and,  hiunble  in  their  might. 
Call  down  its  blessing  on  that  coming  fighL 

aathentic  work  of  Fortlfiocca  oa  the  saoia  sattjccL    Ricasl 
was  the  son  or  a  hinndreu. 

*  It  h  not  eaiiy  tn  difleover  what  ehmcb  )•  meant  by  Do 
Cercean  hnre  >-^  II  flt  crier  dans  lea  roes  de  Rimaa,  A  too  At 
trunipe,  que  chacnn  eOt  4  m  tniuver,  aana  amies  U  naitdu 
lendeniMia,diz*neavl^nie,daDa  1  «.|[liM  da  cbAlena  deSalat 
Ange,  an  aoa  de  U  ducke,  afla  de  poarvoir  an  Boa  ^'lU.** 
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At  dawn,  in  armi,  went  forth  the  patriot  band ; 
And,  as  the  breeze,  fresh  from  the  Tibbr,  fann*d 
Their  ^Ided  gonfalons,  all  eyes  could  see 

The  ptiTm-tiee  there,  the  sword,  the  keys  of 
Heav-n*— 
Typos  of  the  justice,  peace,  and  liberty. 

That  were  to  bless  them,  when  their  chains*  were 
riv'n. 
On  to  the  Capitol  the  pageant  moved, 

While  many  a  Shade  of  other  times,  that  stOl 
Around  that  grave  of  grandeur  sighing  roved. 

Hung  o*er  their  footsteps  op  the  Sacred  Hill, 
And  heard  its  mournful  echoes,  as  the  last 
High-minded  heirs  of  the  Republic  paas*d. 
'Twas   then    that    thou,  their    Tribune,*    (name, 

which  brought 
Dreams  of  lost  glory  to  each  patriot's  thought,) 
Didrt,  with  a  spirit  Rome  in  vain  shall  seek 
To  wake  up  in  her  sons  again,  thus  speak  :— 
**  Romans,  look  round  you^-on  this  sacred  place 

**  There  once  stood  shrines,  and  gods,  and  godlike 
men. 
*'  What  see  you  now  7  what  solitary  trace 

"  Is  left  of  all,  that  made  Romb*s  glory  then  ? 
"  The  shrines  are  sunk,  the  Sacred  Mount  berafl 

"  Ev'n  of  its  name— and  nothing  now  remains 
**  But  the  deep  mem*ry  of  that  glory,  left 

"  To  whet  our  pangs  and  aggravate  our  chains! 
"  But  9haU  this  be  ?— our  sun  aud  sky  the  same, — 

**  Treading  the  very  soil  our  fathers  tnxl»— 
"  What  witirring  curae  hath  fall'u  on  soul  and  frame, 

'*  What  visitation  hath  there  come  from  God, 
"  To  blast  our  strength,  and  rot  us  into  slaves, 
'*  Here,  on  our  great  forefathers'  glorious  graves? 
**  It  cannot  be— rise  up,  ye  Mighty  Dead,— 

*'  If  we,  the  living,  are  too  weak  to  crush 
"  These  tyrant  priests,  that  o*er  your  empire  tread, 

'*  Till  all  but  Romans  at  Rome*s  tameness  blush  ! 

**  Happy,  Palmyra,  in  thy  desert  domes, 

"  Where  only  date-trees  sigh  and  serpents  Iiim  i 

**  And  thou,  whose  piUam  are  but  silent  homes 
"  For  the  stork's  brood,  superb  PBaacfous ! 


>  **lje%  gentilshommes  conjnr6s  portnient  devant  lul  trolt 
Atendana.  N'koliw  GukIInIo.  surnomme  ie  htm  dUtmrt  por- 
liiit  l«  iseiDier,  qui  ecali  de  conleur  roage,  et  plos  ftmnd  qae 
les  antras.  On  y  voyiUt  de«  caract^ret  d*or  avee  one  femoM 
mmkm  aur  deiu  liorni,  tenant  d*ane  main  le  glolie  da  SHNMle, 
et  de  Paatie  unt  Paim*  p4iur  reprS^enter  la  ville  d«  Some. 
entail  le  ConfHlon  de  /«  Liberti,  Le  aecnnil,  k  (hnds  Mane, 
avac  an  8l  Paul  tenant  de  la  droite  vim  Kpet  nne  et  de  la 
gauche  la  coumnne  de  Justice,  etait  pr>rie  par  Etienne  Maf> 
Baeoeeia,  notaire  apnsuilique.  Dntn  le  trotalAme,  St.  Fterre 
avail  en  wUn  iet  tlrf*  de  la  Cimcorda  el  de  la  Paix.  T<>at 
sela  InalnoaU  le  deaaein  de  Rirazl.  qui  etalc  de  rdtabilr  la 
ttert«.  la  JosUee  ec  U  palx.**~Oc  CsacsAU,  liv.  U. 

•  Rkensl. 

*  Tke  fine  Cansone  of  Pettareh,  beginning  **  Splrto  ^ntll,** 


Thrice  happy  both,  that  your  extinguish*d  race 
Have  left  no  embers^no  half-living  trace- 
No  slaves,  to  crawl  around  the  once  proud  spot, 
Till  past  renown  in  present  shame's  forgot 
While  Rome,  the  Queen  of  all,  whose  very  wrecks, 
"  If  lone  and  lifelees  through  a  desert  huri'd, 
Would  wear  more  true  magnificence  than  decks 
«« Th'  Mserabled  thrones  of  ail  th'  existing  world— 
Rome,  Rome  alone,  is  haunted,  stain'd,  and  cursed, 
^  Through  ev'ry  spot  her  princely  Tibes  laves. 
By  living  htmian  things — the  deadliest,  worst,  . 
<*  This  earth  engendcrs^tyrants  and  their  slaves ! 
And  we— oh  shame! — we,  who   have  ponder'd 

o'er 
'*  The  patriot's  lesson  and  the  poet's  lay  f 
Have  mounted  up  the  streams  of  ancient  lore, 
**  Tracking  our  country's  glories  alt  the  way— 
Ev'n  tre  have  tamely,  basely  kiss'd  the  ground 
"  Before  that  Pbpal  Power ^— that  Ghost  of  Her, 
The  Worid*s  Imperial  mistress   ■  sitting,  crown'd 
"  And  ghastly,  on  her  rooald*ring  sepulchre  t* 

But  this  is  past  ^— 'too  long  have  foidly  priests 
"  And  priestly  brds  led  os,  with  all  our  pride 
With'ring  about  is — like  devoted  beasta, 
**  Dragg'd  to  the  shrine,  with  faded  garlands  tied. 
'Tis  o'er, — the  dawn  of  our  deliv'renoe  breaks! 
Up  from  his  sleep  of  centuries  awakes 
The  Genius  of  the  Old  Republic,  free 
As  first  he  stood,  in  chainless  majesty. 
And  sends  his  voice  through  ages  yet  to  come. 
Proclaiming  Rome,  Rome,  Rome,  Eternal  Rome  !" 


la  auppnaed.  by  Voltaire  and  others,  ti>  have  been  addreaaed 
to  RiensI;  but  there  la  much  more  evi«lence  of  Ita  hnving 
been  written,  as  GinttuenS  aaaerts.  to  the  yount  Ftephea 
Oilnnna,  on  hia  beinf  created  a  8«nauir  of  Rome.  Iluit 
Peinucli,  however,  was  flllad  with  hli;h  and  patriotic  hiHies 
by  the  flrst  SMaaares  of  this  eitrH>rdlaary  ipan.  appears 
fimn  oiM  nf  hla  letisra,  qooied  by  Da  Cercean,  where  he 
aaya,— **PMir  loot  dire,  ee  an  m«»t,  J^atte^te,  non  comma 
leciear,  mala  eonuae  t*nM>ln  ocniaire.  qn*l1  nous  a  ramcn^ 
la  Justice,  la  pais,  la  bmrae  fiil,  la  aeeurttSY  et  tona  lea  aatraa 
vesiiftes  de  rikge  d*i«r.** 

«  This  Image  Is  bormwed  from  llobbes,  whose  wonts  are, 
as  near  as  I  can  recollect : — **  For  what  la  the  Papricy,  bat 
the  Gboet  of  the  oM  Rootaa  Empire.  allUng  cenwned  on  the 
grave  thereof  r* 
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EXTRACT  XI7 

Rome. 

Ptajment»f€  Drfwu-^Tk$  jrctfl  PatuUrt  »uff*0d  U  bt 
MiigUtAiu^^Tke  Beginnirngf  «/  tkt  Ari  ^OUdinjfg •«  tlU 
Giories  and  Druperiej. — ImfrovtmMnU  under  OiatU,  Src» 
—  The  Jirtt  Dawn  of  the  tm*  StfU  in  Jtasaeei*.— Studied 
ht  all  the  /nrat  Jtrtieta  wkafottowed  kim.—Lmtuirda  da 
ftifct.  wik  tekam  ^mmeneed  the  Galdem  Aga  of  Pmrntinf. 
'  Hit  Knowledge  af  MatktnuUiaa  and  ef  Muaic — Ni* 
feauUe  Head*  alt  tike  each  other,— THangutar  Mum.— 
Fjrtraits  ^  Mona  Liea,  irc-'Pteture  of  Fcnily  vnd 
Modesty.— Hie  ehef-d'arnvrOj  the  Laet  Sipptr."  Fhdedand 
aimoet  effaced 

FiLL*D  with  the  wonde»  I  had  seen, 

In  Rome*!  stupeadouB  shrines  and  halis, 
I  (elt  the  veil  ot  sleep,  serene. 
Come  o*er  the  niem*ry  of  each  scene, 

As  tn^ilight  o'er  the  landscape  falls. 
Nor  was  it  slumber,  sound  and  deep, 

But  such  as  suits  a  poet's  rest^ 
That  sort  of  thin,  transparent  sleep, 

Through  which  his  day-dreams  shine  the  best 
Methought  upon  a  plain  I  stood, 

Where  certain  wondrous  men,  Hwas  said. 
With  strange,  miraculous  pow'r  endued, 

Were  coming,  each  in  turn,  to  shed 
His  arts'  illusions  o'er  the  sight. 
And  call  up  miracles  of  light 
The  sky  dbove  this  lonely  place. 

Was  of  that  cold,  uncertain  hue. 
The  canvass  wears,  ere,  warm'd  apace. 

Its  bright  creation  dawns  to  view. 

But  soon  a  glimmer  from  the  oast 

Proclaim'd  the  first  enchantments  nigh  ;' 
Aod  as  the  feeble  light  increased. 

Strange  figures  moved  across  the  sky. 
With  golden  glories  deck'd,  and  streaks 

Of  gold  among  their  garments'  dyes  ;■ 
And  life's  retiemblunce  tinged  their  cheeks. 

But  naught  of  life  was  in  their  eyes ; — 
Like  the  fresh -painted  Dead  one  meets, 
Rome  slow  along  Rome's  mournful  streets. 


1  The  pnlntinfEt  of  those  artisu  who  were  iatrodaced  into 
Venice  and  Florence  fniin  Greece. 

*  Mnrxnritone  uf  OreK»>,  who  was  n  pupil  and  imitalurof 
the  Greeks,  U '^Id  to  have  Invented  this  art  off  ilding  the 
omamena  of  pit  tares,  a  ijcncticii  which  ihoush  It  gave  way 
tn  a  purer  Lnste  at  the  beiEinnlnf  of  the  lAth  century,  was 
sell  aecHsUmnlly  used  by  ninny  oi  the  sreac  masters:  as  by 
Rt  phael  In  the  nrnHmenU  of  the  Fornarlaa,  and  by  Rubens 
not  unfteqaentiv  In  sluries  and  flames. 

*  CiinHbue.  Giotto.  Ate 

*  The  words  of  Masaccio. — F<»r  the  characler  of  this 
pntverful  and  orif^nal  ^nlUK,  see  8ir  Joshua  Reyn«ilds' 
Iweinh  di.«conr<e.  Hi*  celelirated  frescoes  are  In  the  church 
oi  BU  Pietro  del  Cnrmlne,  at  Florence. 


But  soon  these  figtves  pass'd  away  ; 

And  forms  succeeded  to  their  pli 
With  less  of  gold  in  their  array. 

But  shining  with  more  natural  grace, 
And  all  could  see  the  charming  wands 
Had  pass'd  into  more  gifted  hands.' 

Among  these  visions  there  was  one,^ 
Surpassing  fair,  on  which  the  sun, 
That  instant  ris'n,  a  beam  let  fall. 

Which  through  the  dusky  twilight  trembledt 
And  reach'd  at  length  the  spot  where  all 

Those  great  magicians  stood  assembled. 
And  as  they  tum'd  their  heads,  to  view 

The  shining  lustre,  I  could  trace 
The  bright  varieties  it  threw 

On  each  uplifted  studying  face  |^ 
While  many  a  voice  with  loud  %^Mim, 
Call'd  forth,  **  Masa(K:io"  as  the  name 
Of  him,  th'  Enchanter,  who  had  raised 
This  miracle,  on  which  all  gazed. 

'Twas  daylight  now — the  sun  had  ris'n, 

From  out  the  dungeon  of  old  Nights- 
Like  the  Apostle,  from  his  prison 

Led  by  the  Angel's  hand  oi  light ; 
And — as  the  fetters,  when  that  ray 
Of  glory  reach'd  them,  dropp'd  away,* 
So  fled  the  clouds  at  totu  h  of  day ! 
Jtist  then,  a  bearded  sage'  came  forth. 

Who  ofl  in  thoughtful  dream  would  stand, 
To  trace  upon  the  dusky  e«irth 

Strange  learned  figures  with  his  wand  f 
And  ofl  he  tcjk  the  silver  lute' 

His  little  page  behind  hiui  bore. 
And  waked  such  music  as,  when  mnte. 

Left  in  the  soul  a  thirst  for  more  ! 

Meanwhile,  his  potent  spells  went  on. 
And  fonns  and  fanes,  that  from  out 

A  depth  of  shadow  mildly  shone. 
Were  in  the  soft  air  seen  about 

Though  thick  as  midnight  stars  they  beam'd. 

Yet  all  like  living  sisters  seem'd. 


*  All  the  great  artists  studied,  and  many  of  tbem  btsttiwH 
firum  Masaccio.  Several  fliroret  In  the  Cannons  of  Raphael 
are  taken,  with  but  little  alteration,  from  his  finesoaes. 

*  **  And  a  light  shlned  In  the  prisoa  .  .  .  uad  his  chates 
&>il  oflffVoin  his  b\nds.'*<— jfdo. 

'  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

*  ills  traadse  on  Mechanles,  Optics,  4fce.,  preserved  hi  lbs 
Ambmelan  library  at  Milan. 

*  On  dit  que  LSonard  parut  poor  la  premi^ro  fols  A  laeoar 
de  Milan,  dans  un  espAce  de  eonconrs  nuverteairs  lee  aiell* 
leurs  jouenrs  de  lyre  d*Italle.  II  se  pr^Meota  avec  aue  lyn 
de  sa  fafon,  constrult  en  aifent.—- Ifwietre  4a  im 
ludie. 
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So  close,  in  every  point,  reeembling 

Each  other*fi  beauties — from  the  eyes 
Lucid  as  if  through  crystal  trembling, 

Yet  soft  as  if  suffused  with  sighs. 
To  the  long,  fawn-like  mouth,  and  chin, 

liovely  tapenng,  less  and  less. 

Till,  by  this  very  charm^s  excess, 
Like  virtue  on  the  verge  of  sin, 

It  touch'd  the  bounds  of  ugliness. 
Here  look*d  as  when  they  lived  the  shades 
Of  some  of  Amo*s  dark -eyed  maids — 
Such  maids  as  should  alone  live  on, 
In  dreams  thus,  when  their  charms  are  gone : 
Some  Mona  Lisa,  on  whose  eyes 

A  painter  for  whole  years  might  gaze,^ 
Nor  find  in  all  his  palette's  dyes. 

One  that  could  even  approach  their  blaze ! 

Here  float  two  spirit  shapes,*  the  one, 
With  her  white  fiugera  to  the  sun 
Outspread,  as  if  to  ask  his  ray 
Whether  it  e*er  had  chanced  to  play 
On  lilies  half  so  fair  as  they  ! 
This  self-pleased  nymph,  was  Vanity — 
And  by  her  side  another  smiled. 

In  form  as  beautiful  as  she. 
But  with  that  air,  subdued  and  mild, 

That  still  re8er\'e  of  purity, 
Which  is  to  beauty  like  the  haze 

Of  evening  to  some  sunny  view. 
Soft  *ning  such  charms  as  it  displays, 

And  veiling  others  in  that  hue, 

Which  fancy  only  can  see  through ! 
This  phantom  nymph,  who  could  she  be, 
But  the  bright  Spirit.  Modesty  7 

Long  did  the  lcam*d  enchanter  stay 

To  weave  his  spells,  and  still  there  passed, 
As  in  the  lantern's  shifting  play. 
Group  after  group  in  close  array. 

Each  fairer,  grander,  thaii  the  last 
But  the  great  triumph  of  his  pow*r 

Was  yet  to  come : — gradual  and  slow, 
(As  all  that  is  ordain'd  to  tow'r 

Among  the  works  of  man  must  grow,) 
The  sacred  vision  stole  to  view. 

In  that  half  light,  half  shadow  shown, 

1  He  H  said  to  hnve  bc«n  foar  yean  employed  upon  the 
portrait  of  this  fnlr  Florentine,  without  being  able,  afler  all, 
to  come  up  to  his  idea  of  her  beauty. 

*  Vanity  and  Modesty  in  the  cullectlon  of  Cardinal  Fesch. 
at  Roiue.  The  compusition  of  the  four  hands  here  is  rather 
awkward,  bnt  the  piriiire.  alu>t;ether,  is  very  delightftil. 
Tb^re  is  a  repetition  of  the  subject  In  the  possession  of 
Lvcien  BonnpHrte. 

s  The  LiAst  Snpper  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  which  Is  In  the 
BsiSsetory  of  the  Convent  delle  Grazie  at  Milan.   Bee  LMIIs- 


Which  gives  to  ev'n  the  gayest  hue, 

A  sober'd,  melancholy  tone. 
It  was  a  vision  of  that  last,* 
Sorrowful  night  which  Jesus  passed 
With  his  disciples,  when  lie  said 

Moumfutiy  to  them — **  1  shall  be 
**  Betray'd  by  one,  who  here  hath  fed 

**  This  night  at  the  same  board  with  me." 
And  though  the  Sav'iour,  in  the  dream 
Spoke  not  these  words,  we  saw  them  beam 
Legibly  in  his  eyes,  (so  well 
The  great  magician  work*d  his  spell,) 
And  read  in  every  thoughtful  line 
Imprinted  on  that  brow  divine. 
The  meek,  the  tender  nature,  grieved, 
Not  angerM,  to  be  thus  deceived — 
Celestial  lore  requited  ill 
For  all  its  care,  yet  loving  still — 
Deep,  deep  regret  that  there  should  fall 

From  man's  deceit  so  foul  a  blight 
Upon  that  parting  hour — and  all 

HU  Spirit  must  have  felt  that  night. 
Who,  noon  to  die  for  human-kind, 

Thought  only,  *mid  his  mortal  pain, 
How  many  a  soul  was  left  behind 

For  whom  he  died  that  death  in  vain ! 

Such  was  the  heavenly  scene — alas. 
That  scene  so  bright  so  soon  should  pass ! 
But  pictured  on  the  humid  air. 
Its  tints,  ere  long,  grew  languid  there  f 
And  storms  came  on,  that,  cold  and  rough 

Scattered  its  gentlest  glories  all— 
As  when  the  baffling  winds  blow  off 

The  hues  that  hang  o'er  Tcmi*s  fall,— 
Till,  one  by  one,  the  vision's  beams 

Faded  away,  and  soon  it  fled. 
To  join  those  other  vanished  dreams 

That  now  flit  palely  'mong  the  dead,— 
The  shadows  of  those  shades,  that  go, 
Around  Oblivion's  lake,  below ! 


toiro  de  la  Peintore  In  Italie,  liv.  III.  chap.  45.  The  writer 
of  that  Interesting  work  (to  whom  I  take  this  opportunity  of 
offering  my  acknowledgments,  fur  the  copy  he  sent  me  a 
year  since  from  Rome)  will  see  I  have  pitifiied  by  soiDe  of 
his  observations  on  this  celebrated  picture. 

*  Leonardo  appears  to  have  used  a  mixture  of  *11  and 
varnish  for  this  picture,  which  alone,  without  the  various 
other  causes  of  Its  ruin,  would  have  prevented  any  long 
doration  of  Its  beantles.    It  Is  now  almost  entlttrly  effiie««l. 
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EXTRACT  XV. 

Rom*. 

Mary  Mngdalen.—Her  Storf.—J^mer^UM  Piet»ret.»f  Ur. 
''Corrrffffio.—auido.—Rupkael,irc.^CaMmB0:t  two  ex- 
fuiiite  Stntues.—Tke  Somnrtva  MafdaUm-^CkaMtreg^t 
Adauratiam^Omaoa'o  n'arka 

No  wonder,  Mary,  that  tliy  rtory 
Touches  all  hearts— for  there  we  see 

The  souPs  corruption,  and  its  glory, 
Its  death  and  life  comhincd  in  thee. 

From  the  first  moment,  when  we  find 

Thy  spirit  haunted  by  a  swarm 
Of  dark  desires, — like  demons  shrined 

TTnholily  in  that  fair  form, — 
Till  when,  by  touch  of  Heav'n  set  free. 

Thou  cam'st,  with  those  bright  locks  of  gold 
(So  oft  the  gaze  of  Bbthany,) 

And,  cov'ring  in  their  precious  fold 
Thy  Saviour*s  feet,  didst  shed  such  tears 
As  paid,  each  drop,  the  sins  of  years  ! 
Thence  on,  through  all  thy  course  of  love 

To  Him.  thv  Heavenly  Master, — Him, 
Whoue  bitter  death-cup  from  above 

Had  yet  this  cordial  round  the  brim. 
That  woman*s  faith  and  love  stood  fast 
And  fearless  by  Him  to  the  last : — 
Till,  oh,  blessed  boon  for  truth  like  thine  ! 

Thou  wert,  of  all,  the  chosen  one, 
Before  whose  eyes  that  Face  Divine, 

When  risen  from  the  dead,  first  shone  ; 
That  thou  might'st  see  how,  like  a  cloud. 
Had  pass'd  away  its  mortal  shroud. 
And  make  that  bright  revealmeut  known 
To  hearts,  less  trusting  than  thy  own. 
All  is  affecting,  cheering,  grand  ; 

The  kindliest  record  ever  giv*n, 
Ev'n  under  God's  own  kindly  hand. 
Of  what  Repentance  wins  from  Heav'n 

No  wonder,  Mary,  that  thy  face, 

In  all  its  touching  light  of  tears. 
Should  meet  us  in  each  holy  place. 

Where  Man  before  his  God  appears. 
Hopeless — were  he  not  taught  to  see 
All  hope  in  Him,  who  pardon'd  thee  ! 
No  wonder  that  the  painter's  skill 

Should  oft  have  triumphed  in  the  pow'r 
Of  keeping  thee  all  lovely  still 

Ev'n  in  thy  sorrow's  bitt'rest  hour ; 


»  ThU  i«tntue  U  one  of  the  last  wof  ks  of  Canova,  and  wa« 
not  yd  In  in:irl»lc  when  I  IcH  R«>me.  The  other,  which  Mems 
to  pmve.  in  contrulicUon  to  very  hich  Kath«»r«»y,  thai  expfei- 
ston,  of  the  intenscst  kind,  »  fully  mithin  the  sphere  of 


That  so!t  CoRRBGOio  shoald  diffoae 

His  melting  shadows  round  thy  fonn ; 
That  GuiDo's  pale,  unearthly  hues 

Should,  in  portraying  thee,  grow  warm ; 
That  all — from  the  ideal,  grand, 
Inimitable  Roman  hand, 
Down  to  the  small,  euamelliii^  toveh 

Of  smooth  Caeuno — should  delight 
In  pict'ring  her,  who  "  loved  so  much,** 

And  was,  in  spite  of  sin,  so  bright ! 

Bat,  Mary,  'mong  these  bold  essays 

Of  Genius  and  of  Art  to  raise 

A  semblance  of  those  weeping  eyes — 

A  vision,  worthy  of  the  q>here 
Thy  faith  has  eam'd  thee  in  the  skies. 

And  in  the  hearts  of  all  men  here, — 
None  e'er  hath  match'd,  in  grief  or  grace, 
Canova*s  day-dream  of  thy  'ace. 
In  those  bright  sculptured  fonu.  more  brif^ 
With  true  expression's  breathinj;  light* 
Than  ever  yet,  beneath  the  stroke 
Of  chisel,  into  life  awoke. 
The  one,'  portraying  what  thou  wert 

In  thy  first  grief, — while  yet  the  flow*? 
Of  thofvc  young  beauties  was  imhurt 

By  sorrow's  slow,  consuming  pow'r ; 
And  mingling  earth's  seductive  grace 

With  heav'u's  subliming  thoughts  so  weU, 
We  doubt,  while  gazing,  in  wkieh  place 

Such  beauty  was  most  form'd  to  dwell ! 
The  other,  as  thou  look'dst   ^  ^«n  yean 
Of  fasting,  penitence,  and  tears 
Had  worn  thy  frame  ; — and  ne'er  did  Irt 

With  half  such  speaking  pow'r  express 
The  ruin  which  a  breaking  heart 

Spreads,  by  degrees,  o'er  loveliness. 
Those  wasting  arms,  that  keep  the  trace, 
Ev'n  still,  of  all  their  youthful  grace. 
That  looscu'd  hair,  of  which  thy  brow 
Was  once  so  proud, — neglected  now  I — 
Those  features,  ev'n  in  fading  worth 

The  freshest  bloom  to  otiien  giv'n, 
And  those  tunk  eyes,  now  lost  to  earth. 

But,  to  the  last,  still  full  of  heav'n  ! 

Wonderful  artist !  praise,  like  mine- 
Though  springing  from  a  soul,  that  foek 

Deep  worship  of  those  works  divine. 
Where  Genius  all  his  light  reveal»« 

How  weak  *tis  to  the  words  that  came 

From  him,  thy  peer  in  art  and  fame,' 

Kulpture,  was  executed  many  years  ago,  and  U  In  Ibc 
Sinn  of  the  Count  S«)inuriva,  at  Paris. 
>  ChanUvy. 
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Whom  I  have  known,  by  day,  by  night. 
Hang  o*er  thy  marble  with  delight ; 
And,  while  his  lingering  hand  would  steal 

0*er  every  grace  the  taper's  rays,' 
Give  thee,  with  all  the  gen'rous  zeal 
Such  master-spirits  only  feel, 

That  best  of  fame,  a  rival*s  praise ! 


EXTRACT  XVL 

Let  Channettes. 
.f  Fisit  to  the  House  ttkere  Roussean  lived  with  Madnime  de 
tVorren*. — Tluir  JlenMge.—IU  Or9esmeee.—Clmude  ,1neL 
— Hnerenee  with  wkiek  the  Spot  it  now  viotted.~~^beurd- 
itjf  of  this  blind  Devotion  to  Flmne.'- Feelings  excited  bjf  the 
Beautf  mnd  Seelutiom  of  the  Scene.— -Dietmrbed  by  its  ^c 
mcmXmmm  leitM  Rotuoeam^e  History. — impoetmreo  of  Men 
of  tieniuo. —  Their  power  of  mimicking  ail  the  beat  ¥kol- 
ingtf  L»oe,  Independence^  ^. 

SraAiiac  power  of  Genius,  that  can  throw 
Round  all  that*s  vicious,  weak,  and  low, 
Such  magic  lights,  such  rainbow  dyes 

As  dazzle  ev*n  the  steadiest  eyes ! 

•  ••••• 

Tis  worse  than  weak— ''tis  wrong,  *tis  shame, 

This  mean  prostration  before  Fame ; 

This  casting  down,  beneath  the  car 

Of  Idols,  whatsoever  they  are, 

LifVs  purest,  holiest  decencies. 

To  be  career'd  o'er,  as  they  please. 

No— give  triumphant  Genius  all 

For  which  his  loftiest  wish  can  call : 

If  he  be  worahipp'd,  let  it  be 

For  attributes,  his  noblest,  fust ; 
Not  with  that  base  idolatry. 

Which  sanctifies  his  lust  and  worst 

I  may  be  cold  ; — may  want  that  glow 

Of  high  romance,  which  bards  should  know  ; 

That  holy  homage,  which  is  felt 

In  treauiing  where  the  great  have  dwelt ; 

This  rev'rence,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 

I  fear,  I  feel,  I  have  it  not : — 
For  here,  at  this  still  hour,  to  me 

The  charms  of  this  delightful  spot ; 
Its  calm  seclusion  from  the  throng. 

From  all  the  heart  would  fain  forget , 
This  narrow  valley,  and  the  song 

Of  its  small  munn*>''  .g  rivulet ; 
The  flitting,  to  anH  iro,  of  birds. 

Tranquil  and  lame  as  they  were  once 

>  C-Mnnm  ulwnys  shows  his  flne  statue,  the  Vesere  Vla- 
cllriee,  by  the  light  of  a  small  candle. 


In  Eden,  ere  the  startling  words 

Of  Man  disturbed  their  orisons ; 
Those  little,  shadowy  paths,  that  wind 
Up  the  hill-eide,  with  fruit-trees  lined, 
And  lighted  only  by  the  breaks 
The  gay  wind  in  the  foliage  makes, 
Or  vistas,  here  and  there,  that  ope 

Through  weeping  willows,  like  the  snatches 
Of  far-off*  scenes  of  light,  which  Hope 

Ev'n  through  the  shade  of  sadness  catefaMl— 
All  this,  which — could  1  once  but  lone 

The  memory  of  those  vulgar  ti<^. 
Whoso  grossneas  all  the  heavenlicst  hues 

Of  Genius  can  no  more  disguise, 
Than  the  sun's  beams  can  do  away 
The  filth  of  fens  o'er  which  they  play — 
This  scene,  which  would  have  fill'd  my  heart 

With  thoughts  of  all  that  happiest  is ; — 
Of  Love,  vhere  self  hath  only  part, 

Ae  echoiilK  back  aaotber's  \iifm ; 
Of  solitude,  secure  and  sweet. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  Virtues  meet ; 
Which,  while  it  shelters,  never  chills 

Our  sympathies  with  human  wo, 
But  keeps  them,  like  sequester*d  rills. 

Purer  and  I.esder  in  tneii  flow  *, 
Of  happy  days,  that  share  their  beams 

IVizt  qtiiet  mirth  and  wise  employ ; 
Of  tranquil  nights,  that  give,  in  dreams. 

The  moonlight  of  the  morning's  joy  !— 
All  this  my  heart  could  dwell  on  here, 
But  for  those  gnns  mementoes  near ; 
Those  sullying  truths,  that  cross  the  track 
Of  each  sweet  thought,  and  drive  them  bock 
Full  into  all  the  mire,  and  strife,   * 
And  vanities  of  that  man's  life, 
Who,  more  than  all  that  e'er  have  glow'd 

With  Fancy's  flame,  (and  it  was  his, 
In  fullest  warmth  and  radiance,)  show'd 

What  an  impt«tor  Genius  n ; 
How,  with  tliat  strong,  mimetic  art. 

Which  forms  its  life  and  soul,  K  takes 
All  shapes  of  thought,  all  hues  of  heart, 

Nor  feels,  itself,  one  throb  it  wakes ; 
How  like  a  gem  its  light  may  smile 

O'er  the  dark  path,  by  mortals  trod. 
Itself  as  mean  a  worm,  the  while. 

As  crawls  at  midnight  o'er  tlie  sod ; 
What  gentle  words  and  thoughts  may  fall 

From  its  false  lip,  what  zeal  to  bless, 
While  homo,  friends,  kindred,  country,  all, 

Lie  waste  beneath  its  selfisluiess ; 
How,  with  the  peucil  hardly  dry 

From  coloring  up  such  scenes  of  love 
And  beauty,  as  make  young  hearts  sigh. 

And  dream,  and  think  through  beav'u  they  rare, 
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They,  who  can  thus  describe  and  move, 
The  very  workera  of  these  charms, 

Nor  seek,  nor  know  a  joy,  above 
Some  Maman*s  or  Theresa's  arms ! 


How  all,  in  short,  that  makes  the  boast 
Of  their  false  tongues,  they  want  the  most ; 
And,  while  with  freedom  on  their  lips, 

Sounding  their  timbrels,  to  set  free 
This  bright  world,  laboring  in  th'  eclipse 

Of  priestcraft,  and  of  slavery, — 


They  may,  themselves,  be  slaves  ••  low 

As  ever  Lord  or  Patron  made 
To  blossom  in  his  smile,  or  grow. 

Like  stunted  brushwood,  in  his  shade 
Out  on  the  craft ! — Fd  rather  be 

One  of  those  hinds,  that  roand  me  tread, 
With  just  enough  of  sense  *o  see 

The  noonday  sun  that's  o'er  his  head, 
Than  thus,  with  high-built  genius  cuned, 

That  hath  no  heart  for  its  foundation. 
Be  all,  at  once,  that's  brightestt  wont, 

Sublimest,  meanest  in  creation ! 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


OCCASIONAL  EPILOGUE. 

SPOKSN  BT  MR.  CORRT,  IN  TIIC  CHARACTER  OP  VAPID, 
AFTER  TUB  PLAT  OP  TUB  DRAMATIST,  AT  TUB  Kli.- 
KENNT  THEATRE. 

(Entering  at  if  to  anntwtea  the  PUy.) 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  on  Monday  uight. 
For  the  ninth  time— oh  accents  of  delight 
To  the  poor  author's  ear,  when  three  times  three 
With  a  full  bumper  crowns  his  Comedy  ! 
When,  long  by  money,  and  the  muse,  forsak'n. 
He  finds,  at  length,  his  jokes  and  boxes  tuk'n, 
And  sees  his  play-bill  circulate — alati, 
The  only  bill  on  ivhich  his  name  will  pass ! 
Thus,  Vapid,  thus  shall  Thespian  scrolls  of  fame 
Through   box   and   gaifry  waft   your  well-known 

name, 
While  critic  eyes  the  happy  cast  shall  con, 
Aud  learned  ladies  spell  your  Dram,  Person, 

'Tis  said  our  worthy  Manager*  intends 
To  help  my  uight,  and  he,  you  know,  has  friends. 
Friends,  did  I  say  7  for  fixing  friends,  or  parts, 
Engaging  actors,  or  engaging  hearts. 


»  The  late  Mr.  Richard  Power. 

s  The  brief  npiiellHilun  by  which  those  persons  were  dis- 
tinguished whm  n\  the  opening  of  the  new  tbentre  of  (Mo- 
vent (tnrden,  claoiored  for  the  continuance  of  the  old  prices 
of  adoiUsion. 


There's  nothing  like  hhn !  wits,  at  his  request. 
Are  tum'd  to  fools,  and  dull  dogb  learn  to  jest ; 
Soldiers,  for  him,  good  **  trembling  cowards"  make, 
Aud  beaus,  tum*d  clowns,  look  ngly  for  his  lake ; 
For  him  ev*n  lawyen  talk  without  a  fee. 
For  him  (oh  friendship !)  /  act  tragedy ! 
lu  short,  like  Orpheus,  his  persuasive  tricks 
Make  boars  amusing,  aud  put  life  in  »tiek9. 

With  such  a  manager  we  can*t  but  please, 
I'hough  London  sent  us  all  her  loud  O.  P.*s,* 
Let  them  come  on,  like  snakes,  all  hiss  and  rattle, 
Ami*d  with  a  thousand  fans,  we*d  give  them  bsttle ; 
You,  on  our  side,  R.  P.*  upon  our  baimers. 
Soon  sliould  we  teach  the  saucy  O.  P.*s  manners: 
And   show   that,   here — howe*er  John    Bull  may 

doubt — 
In  all  our  plays,  the  Riot-Act*s  cut  out ; 
And,  while  we  skim  the  cream  of  many  a  jest, 
Your  well-timed  thunder  never  sours  its  zest 

Oh  gently  thus,  when  three  short  weeks  are  past. 
At  Shakspcaro*s  altar,*  shall  we  breathe  our  last ; 
And,  ere  this  long-loved  dome  to  ruin  nods. 
Die  all,  die  nobly,  die  like  demigods! 


*  The  Initials  of  oar  nmnager*s  name. 

*  This  Alludes  to  a  scenic  reprexentatioa  then  psspsilBf 
for  the  last  night  of  the  perfurmaiices. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


513 


EXTRACT 
A   moLooce   writtem  and  spoken  bt  the 

IIOR,     AT     THE     OPENLNO     OF     THE     KILKENNY 
ATRC,    OCTOBER,  1809. 

;ven  here,  though  Fiction  rules  the  hour, 
shiue    some    geauiue    smiles,   beyond    her 

power ; 

lere  are  tears,  too — tears  that  Memory  sheds 
ier  the  rea:it  that  mimic  fancy  spreads, 

iier  heart  misses  one  lamented  (pjest,* 
)  eye  so  long  threw  light  o'er  ail  the  rest ! 
,  there,  indeed,  the  Muse  forgets  her  task, 
rooping  weeps  behind  Thalia*s  mask. 

e  this  gloom — forgive  this  joyless  strain, 
id  to  welcome  pleasure's  smiling  train, 
leetiug  thus,  our  hearts  will  part  Uie  lighter, 
a  at  dawn  but  makes  the  setting  brighter ; 
epilogue  will  shine  where  Prologue  fails — 
w-worms  keep  their  splendor  for  their  taiils. 

V  not  why — but  time,  methinks,  hath  paas*d 
9eet  than  usual  since  we  parted  last 
R»  but  like  a  dream  of  yester-night, 
)  charm  still  hangs,  with  fond,  delaying  light ; 
^re  the  memory  lose  one  glowing  hue 
tner  joy,  wo  come  to  kindle  new. 
ever  may  the  flying  moments  haste 
trackless  foot  along  life's  vulgar  waste, 
;eply  print  aud  liugeringiy  move, 
thus  they  reacli  the  sunny  spots  wo  love, 
s,  whatever  be  our  gay  career, 
is  be  still  the  solstice  of  the  year, 
)  Pleasure's  sun  shall  at  its  height  remam, 
lowly  sink  to  level  life  again. 


TflE  SYLPirS  BALL. 

L  SvLPH,  as  briglit  as  ever  sported 
Her  figure  through  the  fleldn  of  air, 

ly  an  old  swarthy  Gnome  was  courted, 
Aud,  strange  U>  say,  he  won  the  fair. 

lie  annals  of  the  oldest  witch 

A  pair  so  sorted  could  not  show, 
>ul  h(»w  refuiw*  7— the  Gnome  was  rich, 

Tlie  Rjthschild  o»  llie  world  below ; 

0  Uto  Mr   John  Lyvter.  one  or  the  olilest  members 
It  aeujn  oi  the  KIlKeuny  Theatrical  8uctety. 
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And  Sylphs,  like  other  pretty  creatares, 
Are  told,  betimes,  they  must  consider 

Love  as  an  auctioneer  of  features, 
Who  knocks  them  down  to  the  best  bidden 

Home  she  was  taken  to  his  Mine— 
A  Palace,  paved  with  diamonds  all — 

And,  proud  as  Lady  Gnome  to  shine, 
Sent  out  her  tickets  for  a  Ball. 

The  tower  world,  of  course,  was  there. 
And  all  the  best ;  but  of  the  upper 

The  sprinkling  was  but  shy  and  rare, 
A  few  old  Sylphids,  who  loved  supper. 

As  none  yet  knew  the  wondrous  Lamp 

Of  Davy,  that  renown'd  Aladdin, 
And  the  Gnome's  Halls  exhaled  a  damp, 

Which  accidents  from  fire  were  bad  in ; 

The  chambers  were  supplied  with  light 
By  many  strange  but  safe  devices; 

Large  fire-flies,  such  as  shine  at  night 
Among  the  Orient's  flowers  aud  spices ;— > 

Musical  fllnt-mills— swiflly  play'd 
By  elfin  hands — that,  flashing  round, 

Like  certaiu  fire-eyed  minstrel  maids. 
Gave  out,  at  once,  both  light  and  sound. 

Bologna  stones,  that  drink  the  sun ; 

And  water  from  that  Indian  sea, 
Whose  waves  at  night  like  wild-fire  nm — 

Cork'd  up  In  cr}'8tal  carefully. 

Glow-worms,  that  round  the  tiny  dishes, 
Like  little  light-houses,  were  set  up ; 

And  pretty  phosphorescent  fishes, 

That  by  their  own  gay  light  were  eat  up. 

'Mong  the  few  guests  from  Ether,  came 
That  wicked  Sylph,  whom  Love  we  call ; 

My  Lady  knew  him  but  by  name. 
My  Lord,  her  husband,  not  at  all. 

Some  prudent  Gnomes,  *tis  said,  apprized 
lliat  he  was  coming,  and,  no  doubt, 

Alann'd  about  his  touch,  advised 
He  slioidd,  by  all  means,  be  kept  out 

But  others  disapproved  this  plan. 

And,  by  his  flame  though  somewhat  frightad* 
Thought  Love  too  much  a  gentleman. 

In  such  a  dangerotu  place  to  light  it 
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Howe^ert  iker§  he  wa»— and  dancing 
With  the  fair  Sylph,  light  tm  a  feather ; 

They  look'd  like  two  frarii  ninbeams,  glancing. 
At  daybreak,  down  to  «arth  together 

And  all  had  gone  off  safe  and  well. 
But  for  that  plaguy  torch,  whose  light. 

Though  not  yet  kindled — who  could  tell 
How  soon,  bow  devilishly,  it  might  ? 

And  6o  it  chanced — which,  in  those  dark 
And  fireltsss  halls,  was  quite  amazing ; 

Did  we  not  know  how  small  a  spark 
Can  set  the  torch  of  Love  a-blazing. 

Whether  it  came  (when  close  entangled 
In  the  gay  waltz)  from  her  bright  eyes. 

Or  from  the  lueeioUf  that  spangled 
Her  locks  of  jet — is  all  surmise ; 

But  certain  'tis  th'  ethereal  girl 
Did  drop  a  spark,  at  some  odd  turning, 

Which,  by  the  waltz's  windy  whirl. 
Was  fanu'd  up  into  actual  burning. 

Oh  for  that  Lamp's  metallic  gauze, 

That  curtain  of  protectiMg  wire, 
^Vhich  Davy  delicately  draws 

Around  illicit,  dangerous  fire ! — 

The  wall  he  sets  *twixt  Flame  and  Air, 

(Like  that,  which  barr'd  young  Thisbe's  bliss,) 

Through  whose  small  holes  this  dnugerous  pair 
Muy  see  each  other,  but  not  kiss.* 

At  finit  the  torch  look'd  rather  Uuely, 
A  siini.  they  say,  that  no  good  boded — 

Then  quick  the  gas  became  unruly, 
Aud,  crack !  the  bull-room  all  exploded. 

Sylphs,  gnomes,  and  fiddlers  mix'd  together, 
With  all  their  aunts,  sons,  cousins,  nieces, 

Like  butterfiies  in  stormy  weather. 

Were     blown  —  legs,     wings,     and    tails — to 
pieces ! 

While,  'mid  these  victims  of  the  torch. 
The  Sylph,  aiaa,  too,  bore  her  part- 
Found  lying,  with  a  livid  scorch. 
As  if  from  lightning,  o'er  her  heart ! 


"Well  done" — a  laughing  GoUin 
Elscaping  from  tliis  gaseous  strife— 

**  'Tis  not  the/rst  time  Love  has  mcda 
**  A  bloW'Up  in  connubial  life  f* 


•  Pnrtlqae  ded^re 


0»:nl«  quUque  sua),  non  pervenlenUa  contri. 

Ovid 


REMONSTRANCE. 

4fUr  a  Convertutimi  with  I^trd  Mm  RM»tU.i9wludkht\d 
intimated  torn*  IiUd  of  giving  wf  mil  ftlitieai  FmmiU. 

What!  thou,  -i:-  thy  genius,  thy  youth,  and  Iky 
name— 

Thou,  bom  of  a  Russell*  whoae  instinct  to  ran 
Tlie  accustom'd  career  of  thy  sires,  is  the  same 

As  the  eaglet's,  to  soar  with  hb  eyes  on  the  sob  ! 

Whose  nobility  comes  to  thee,  stamp'd  with  a  sesl, 
Far,  far  more  ennobling  than  mouareh  e*er  sat; 

With  the  blood  of  thy  race,  oflSsr'd  np  for  the  wesl 
Of  a  nation,  that  swears  by  that  martynkMB  yat! 

Shalt  thou  be  faint-hearted,  and  torn  from  the  ilrifai 
From  the  mighty  arena,  where  all  that  is  grsal, 

Aud  devoted,  and  pure,  and  adorning  in  life, 
Is  for  high-thoughted  spirits  like  thine  to  ooa< 

maud? 

Oh  no,  never  dream  it — while  good  men  despair 
Between  tyrants  and  traitors,  and  tinud  men  lov, 

Never  think,  for  an  instant,  thy  country  can  spsie 
Such   a  light  from  her  darkening  horizon  n 
thou. 

With  a  spirit,  as  meek  as  the  gentlest  of  those 
Who  in   life's  sunny  valley    lie    sheltered  ail 
warm ; 
Yet  bold  and  heroic  as  ever  yet  rose 

To  the  top  clifib  of  Fortune,  and  bii^jted  ha 
storm; 

With  an  ardor  for  liberty,  fresh  as,  in  youth. 
It  first  kindles  the  bard  and   gives  life  to  hii 
lyre; 

Yet  mellow'd,  ev'n  now,  by  that  mildness  of  troth, 
Which  tempers,  but  chills  not,  the  patriot  fire; 

With   an   eloquence — ^not  like  those  rills  from  t 
height. 
Which  sparkle,  and  foam,  and  in  vapor  are  o'er; 
But  a  current,  that  works  out  its  way  into  light 
Tlirough  the  filtering  recesses  of  thooght  and  e 
lore. 
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Thus  gifted,  thoa  never  canit  sleep  m  the  ehade ; 

If  the  stinriogi  of  Genius,  the  munc  of  fame. 
And  the  channf  of  thy  cause  have  not  power  to 
persuadO; 

Yet  think  how  to  Freedom  thou*rt  pledged  by  thy 

•        Name. 

Like  the  bougrhs  of  that  laurel,  by  Delphi's  decree 
Set  apart  for  the  Fane  and  its  service  divine. 

So  the  branches,  that  spring  Irom  the  old  Russell 
tree. 
Are  by  Liberty  dmtM*d  for  the  use  of  her  Shrine. 


MY  BIRTH-DAY 

"  Mt  birth-day**— what  a  diff'rent  sound 

That  word  had  in  my  youthful  ears  I 
And  how,  each  time  the  day  comes  round, 
and  less  white  its  mark  appears ! 


When  fint  our  scanty  years  are  told. 
It  seems  like  pastime  to  grow  old ; 
And,  as  Youth  counts  the  shining  links, 

That  Time  around  him  binds  so  fast. 
Pleased  with  the  task,  he  little  thinks 

How  hard  that  chain  will  press  at  last 
Vain  was  the  man,  and  false  as  vain. 

Who  said' — **  were  he  ordaiu*d  to  run 
*'  His  long  career  of  life  again, 

**  He  would  do  all  that  he  had  done."— 
Ah,  'tis  not  thus  the  voice,  that  dwells 

In  sober  birth -days,  speaks  to  me ; 
Far  otherwise— of  time  it  tells, 

Lavish'd  unwisely,  carelesBly ; 
Of  counsel  mockM  ;  of  talents,  made 

Haply  for  high  and  pure  designs. 
But  oft,  like  Israel's  incense,  laid 

Upon  unholy,  earthly  shrines ; 
Of  uursing  many  a  wrong  desire ; 

Of  wandering  after  Love  too  far, 
And  taking  every  meteor  fire. 

That  crossed  my  pathway,  for  his  star<— 
All  this  it  tells,  and,  could  I  trace 

Th'  imperfect  picture  o'er  again, 
With  pow'r  to  add,  retouch,  efface 

The  lights  and  shades,  the  joy  and  pain, 
How  little  of  the  past  would  sUy! 
How  quickly  all  should  melt  away — 
All— but  that  Freedom  of  the  Mind, 

Which  hath  been  more  than  wealth  to  me ; 


ForrsMBLLK.— **  SI  Je  recoromenfaii  ma  carrlcre,  Je  fe- 
1 1  lout  ce  que  j*al  (kit.** 


Those  friendships,  in  my  boyhood  twined. 
And  kept  till  now  unchangingly ; 

And  that  di«r  home,  that  saying  ark, 

Where  Love's  true  light  at  last  I've  foond, 

Cheering  within,  when  all  grows  dark, 
And  comfortless,  and  stormy  ronnd ! 


FANCY. 


Tub  more   Fve  view'd  this  world,  the  more  Fve 
found,     • 

That,  fill'd  as  'tis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare, 
Fancy  commands,  withm  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  far  more  fair. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  single  charm,  that's  not  from  nature  won,— 
No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  single  tint  unborrow'd  from  the  sun ; 
But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shines  through. 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charms  and  hue ; 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings, 
Wdl,  entering  nn  the  rounded  rain-drop,  make 

Colors  as  gay  as  those  on  angels'  wings ! 


SONG. 


FANNT.   DBAaSST! 


Yes  !  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  Fd  sigh  ; 
And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  tears  when  tliou  art  nigh. 
But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep, 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 
That  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 
Then  wish  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 

Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears ! 
The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 

Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

Reflected  bright  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah !  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine. 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 
They  kwe  the  half  of  beauty's  light, 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear ; 
And  'tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beams  clear. 
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Then  wait  no  longer  till  tean  shall  flow— 
Fauny,  dearest !  the  hope  is  vain  , 

If  sunshine  cannot  dissolye  thy  snow, 
I  shall  never  attempt  it  with  rain 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  CATULLUS. 


Carm.  70. 


Dieebas  quondanh  4*e 


TO  LE8BIA. 


Tiiou  told*8t  me,  in  our  days  of  love, 
That  I  had  all  that  heart  of  thine ; 

That,  ev*n  to  share  the  couch  of  Jove, 
Thon  wouldst  not,  Lesbia,  part  trom  mine 

How  purely  wert  thou  worshippM  then ! 

Not  with  Uie  vague  and  vulgar  fires 
Which  Beauty  wakes  in  soulless  men, — 

But  loved,  as  children  by  their  sires. 

That  flattering  dream,  alas,  is  o*er ; — 

I  know  thee  now — and  though  these  eyes 

Doat  on  thee  wildly  as  before. 
Yet,  even  in  doating,  I  despise. 

Yes,  sorceress — mad  as  it  may  seem— 
With  all  thy  craft,  such  spells  adorn  thee. 

That  passion  even  outlives  esteem, 
And  I,  at  once,  adore — and  scorn  thee. 


Carm.  11. 


Pauea  nnnciate  mem  puetlm 


Comrades  and  friends !  with  whom,  where'er 
The  fates  have  wilKd  through  life  I've  roved. 

Now  speed  ye  home,  and  with  you  bear 
These  bitter  words  to  her  I've  loved. 

Tell  her  from  fool  to  foo!  to  mn, 

Wl»«re*er  her  vain  caimow  mny  rnW  ; 

Of  all  her  dujHM  nui  loving  one, 
But  ruining  and  maddening  all 

Bid  her  forget — what  now  is  puM — 
Our  ouce  dear  love,  whose  ruin  lies 


1  O  quid  rolotls  est  beatius  curis, 
Cam  mens  onus  reponlt,  ac  peregrino 


Like  a  fair  flow'r,  the  meadow's  last, 
Which  feels  the  plougfasharo's  edge,  and  dies! 

Carm.  29. 


Peningulamm  Sirmio,  intidarumfnt 
Occlie. 


SwEBT  Sirmk>  I  thou,  the  very  eye 
Of  all  peninsulas  and  isles. 

That  in  our  lakes  of  silver  lie, 

Or  sleep,  enwreath*d  by  Neptune's 

How  gladly  back  to  thee  I  fly  ! 

Still  doubting,  asking — can  it  be 
That  I  have  left  Bithynia's  sky, 

And  gaze  in  safety  upon  thee  T 


Oh  !  what  is  happier  than  to  find 
Our  hearts  at  ease,  our  perils  past ; 

When,  anxious  long,  the  ighteu'd  mind 
Lays  down  its  load  of  care  at  last : 

When,  tired  with  toil  o'er  land  and  deep, 
Again  we  tread  the  welcome  floor 

Of  our  own  home,  and  sink  to  sleep 
On  the  loug-wish'd-for  bed  once  mora.' 

This,  this  it  is,  that  pays  alone 
The  ills  of  all  life's  former  trackr^ 

Shine  out,  my  beautiful,  my  own 

Sweet  Sirmio  I  greet  thy  master  back. 

And  thou,  fair  Lake,  whose  water  quafls 
The  light  of  heav'n,  like  Lydia's  sea. 

Rejoice,  rejoice— let  all  that  lauglis 
Abroad,  at  home,  laugh  out  for  me ! 


TIBULLUS  TO  SULPICIA. 

Nalla  tnam  noliis  subdacot'femina  lectom,  tec  ttjc 

Lib.  Iv.  Cans.  13. 

**  Never  shall  woman's  smile  have  pow'r 
**  To  wm  me  from  those  gentle  channs  f— 

Thus  swore  I,  in  that  happy  hour, 

Whnn  Love  flmt  gave  thee  to  my  arms. 

And  still  alone  tlsou  charm'st  my  sight—* 
Still,  though  our  city  proudly  shine 

With  forms  and  faces,  fair  and  bright, 
1  see  none  fair  or  bright  but  tliine. 


Labfwe  fessl  veDlmns  larem  ad  nostnun, 
Deslderatoque  acqulescUnos  lecto. 
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Woald  tbou  wert  fair  for  only  me, 

And  couldst  no  heart  but  mine  allore  !— 

To  ail  men  else  unpleasing  be, 
So  f  ball  I  feel  my  prize  secure.* 

Oh,  bve  like  mine  ne*er  wants  the  zest 

or  others'  enyy,  others*  praise ; 
But,  in  its  silence  safely  blessM, 

Broods  o*er  a  bliss  it  ne*er  betrays. 

Charm  of  my  life !  by  whose  sweet  pow*r 
All  cares  are  hush*d,  all  ills  subdued— 

My  light,  in  ev'n  the  darkest  hour, 
My  crowd,  in  deepest  solitude  !* 

No,  not  tliongli  heaven  itself  sent  down 
Some  maid,  of  more  than  heav*nly  charms, 

With  bitm  undreamt  thy  bard  to  crown, 
Would  he  for  her  forsake  those  arms ! 


IMITATION. 


raOU  THB  FBENCU. 


Wrrri  women  and  apples  both  Paris  and  Adam 

Made  mischief  enough  in  their  day  : — 
God  be  praised  that  the  fate  of  mankind,  my  dear 
Madam, 

Depends  not  on  ii«,  the  same  way. 
For,  weak  as  1  am  with  temptation  to  grapple, 

The  worid  would  have  doubly  to  rue  thee ; 
L  Jte  Adam,  Vd  gladly  take  from  thee  the  apple, 

like  Paris,  at  once  give  it  to  thee. 


INVITATION  TO  DINNER. 

ADDRESSED  TO  LORD  LANSDOWXE. 

Beptenibcr,  181S 
Some  think  we  bards  have  nothing  real ; 

That  poets  live  among  the  stars  so, 
Their  very  dinuera  are  ideal, — 

(And.  heaven  knows,  too  oil  they  are  so,)-* 
For  instance,  that  we  have,  instead 

Of  vulgar  chops,  and  stews,  and  hashes, 


>         DfyptlccAs  alils.  tic  efo  totna  ero. 
•        Tu  niihl  cnrarjni  reqales,  tn  noete  vel  atrA 
L4ui»ea,  ei  ia  Mills  tu  mlhl  larba  biclt. 
A  t  letare<*que  vUhfra  In  slfiht  of  my  oouafs.  aad  ftom 
Lkh  It  Is  separated  bat  by  a  small  verdant  valley. 


First  course — a  Phcenix,  at  the  head. 

Done  in  its  own  celestial  ashes ; 
At  foot,  a  cygnet,  which  kept  singing 
All  the  time  its  nock  was  wringing. 
Side  dishes,  thus — Minerva^s  owl. 
Or  any  such  like  learned  fowl : 
Doves,  such  as  heaven's  poulterer  gets. 
When  Cupid  shoots  his  mother^s  pets. 
Larks,  stew'd  in  Morning's  roseate  breath. 

Or  roasted  by  a  sunbeam's  splendor ; 
And  nightingales,  berhymed  to  deaths 

like  young  pigs  whipp'd  to  make  them  tender. 

Such  fare  may  suit  those  bards,  who're  able 
To  banquet  at  Duke  Humphrey*s  table  ; 
But  as  for  me,  who've  long  been  taught 

To  eat  and  drink  like  other  people ; 
And  can  put  ip  with  mutton,  bought 

Where  Bromham*  rears  its  ancient  steeple— 
If  Lansdowne  will  consent  to  shai^ 
My  humble  feast,  though  rude  the  fare. 
Yet,  season'd  by  that  salt  he  brings 
From  Attica's  salinest  springs, 
n'will  ttim  to  dainties ; — while  the  cup 
Beneath  his  influence  bright'ning  up. 
Like  that  of  Baucis,  touch'd  by  Jove, 
Will  qmrkle  fit  for  gods  above ! 


VERSES  TO  THE  POET  CRABBE'S 
INKSTAND.* 

WRITTEN  MAT,  1832. 

All,  as  he  left  it !— ev'n  the  pen. 
So  lately  at  that  mind's  command. 

Carelessly  lying,  as  if  then 
Just  fallon  from  his  gifted  hand. 

Have  we  then  lost  him  7  scarce  an  hour, 
A  little  hour,  seems  to  have  pass'd. 

Since  Life  and  Insrpiration's  power 
Around  that  relic  breathed  their  lost 

Ah,  powerless  now — like  talisman. 
Found  in  some  vanish'd  wizard's  halls, 

Whoae  mighty  charm  with  him  began. 
Whose  charm  with  him  extinguished  falla 


4  Soon  after  Mr.  CrBbbc*s  death,  the  vons  of  that  gentle- 
man did  nie  the  honor  of  presenting  to  me  the  InksUind, 
peodl,  kjo^  which  iheir  distinguished  father  had  long  seea 
In  the  habit  of  using. 
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Yet  though,  alas !  the  gifts  that  shone 

Seems  still  to  sound — immortal  dwells 

Around  that  pen's  exploring  track, 

Old  Albion's  Spirit  of  the  Sea. 

Be  now,  with  its  great  master,  gone. 

Nor  living  hand  can  call  them  back ; 

Such  was  our  host ;  and  though,  smoe  then, 

Slight  clouds  have  ris'n  twixt  him  and  me, 

Who  does  not  feel,  while  thus  his  eyes 

Who  woulc  not  grasp  such  hand  again. 

Rest  on  the  enchanter's  broken  wand. 

Stretch'd  forth  again  in  amity  : 

Each  earth-bom  spell  it  work'd  arise 

Before  him  in  succession  grand  ? — 

Who  can,  in  this  short  life,  afford 

To  let  such  mists  a  moment  stay. 

Grand,  from  the  Truth  that  reigns  o*er  all ; 

When  thus  one  frank,  atoning  word. 

This  unshrinking  Truth,  that  leU  her  light 

Like  sunshine,  melts  them  all  avray  7 

Through  Life's  low,  dark  interior  fall. 

Opening  the  whole,  severely  bright : 

Bright  was  our  board  that  day — though  om 

Unworthy  brother  there  had  place ; 

Yet  Seguing,  as  she  frowns  along. 

As  'mong  the  horses  of  the  Sun, 

0*er  scenes  which  angels  weep  to  see — 

One  was,  they  say,  of  earthly  race. 

Where  Truth  henwlf  half  veils  the  Wrong, 

In  pit)  of  the  Misery. 

Yet,  next  to  Genius  is  the  power 

Of  feeling  where  true  Gonitis  lies ; 

True  bard ;  -^and  simple,  as  the  race 

And  there  was  light  arotmd  that  hour 

Of  true-hot  n  poets  ever  aro, 

Such  as,  in  memory,  never  dies ; 

When,  stooping  from  their  starry  place. 

They're  chiidron,  near,  though  gods,  afar. 

Liglit  which  comes  o'er  me,  as  I  gaze, 

Thou  Relic  of  the  Dead,  on  thee. 

How  freshly  doth  my  mind  recall. 

Like  all  such  dreams  of  vanish'd  days. 

'Mong  the  few  days  Tve  known  with  thee. 

Brightly,  indeed — ^but  mournfully ! 

One  that,  most  buoyantly  of  all, 

Floats  in  the  wake  of  memory  ;* 
When  he,  the  poet,  doubly  graced, 

In  life,  as  in  his  perfect  strain. 

With  that  pure,  mellowing  power  of  Taste, 

TO 

Without  which  Fancy  shines  in  vain  ; 

CAROUNE,  VISCOUNTESS  VALI-ETORT 

Who  in  his  page  will  leave  behind, 

WRITTKN  AT  UkCOCK  ABBST,  JANCAKT,  1333. 

Pregnant  with  genius  though  it  be. 

But  half  the  treasures  of  a  mind, 

When  I  would  sing  thy  beauty's  light. 

Where  Sense  o'er  all  holds  mastery : — 

Such  various  forms,  and  all  so  bright. 

I've  seen  thee,  from  thy  childhood,  wear. 

Friend  of  long  yean !  of  friendship  tried 

I  know  not  which  to  call  most  fair. 

Through  many  a  bright  and  dark  event ; 

Nor  'mong  the  countless  charms  that  spring 

In  doubts,  my  judge— in  taste,  my  guide— 

Forever  round  thee,  iDhich  to  sing. 

In  all,  my  stay  and  ornament ! 

When  I  would  paint  thee,  as  thou  art. 

He,  too,  was  of  our  feast  that  day, 

Then  all  thou  wert  comes  o'er  my  heait— 

And  all  were  guests  of  one,  whose  hand 

The  graceful  child,  in  beauty's  dawu. 

Hath  shed  a  new  and  deathless  ray 

Within  the  nursery's  sliade  withdrawn. 

Around  the  lyre  of  this  great  laud ; 

Or  peeping  out — like  a  young  moon 

Upon  a  world  *twill  brighten  soon. 

In  whose  sea-odes — as  in  those  shells 

Then  next,  in  girihood's  blushing  hour. 

Where  Ocean's  voice  of  majesty 

As  from  thy  own  loved  Abbey -tow'r 

• 

>  The  lines  that  follow  allade  to  a  day  passed  In  company 

verses,  had  the  pleasuiv  of  dining  with  Mr.  Thomas  Ouip* 

with  Mr.  Crdbbe.  many  yenrs  since,  when  a  party,  consist 

bell,  at  his  house  at  Sydenham. 

1    ing  only  of  Mr  Roeers,  Mr.  Crabbe,  and  the  author  of  these 
1 
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IVo  wen  thee  look,  all  radiant,  down, 
With  Hniled  tliat  to  the  hoary  Irown 
Of  centuries  round  thee  lent  a  ray, 
Chasing  even  Age's  gloom  away  ; — 
Or,  in  the  world's  reqilendent  throng, 
As  I  hare  mark'd  tliee  glide  along, 
Among  the  crowds  of  fair  and  great 
A  spirit,  pore  and  separate. 
To  which  even  Admiration's  eye 
Was  fearful  to  appnwch  too  nigh  ;— 
A  creature,  circled  by  a  spell 
Withm  which  nothing  wrong  could  dwell ; 
And  fresh  and  clear  as  (rom  the  source, 
Holding  through  life  her  limpid  course. 
Like  Arethusa  through  the  sei . 
Stealing  in  fountain  purity. 

Now,  too,  another  change  of  light ! 
As  noble  bride,  still  meekly  bright. 
Thou  brin/st  thy  Lord  a  dower  above 
All  earthly  price,  pure  woman's  love  ; 
And  show'st  what  lustre  Rank  receivesi 
When  with  his  proud  Corinthian  leaves 
Her  rose  thus  high-bred  Beauty  weaves. 

Wonder  not  if,  where  alKs  so  fair 
To  choose  were  more  than  bard  can  dare ; 
Wonder  not  if,  while  every  scene 
l*ve  watch'd  thee  through  so  bright  hath  been, 
Th'  enamor'd  Muse  should,  in  her  quest 
Of  beauty,  know  not  where  to  rest, 
But,  dazzled,  at  thy  feet  thus  fall. 
Hailing  thee  beautiful  in  all ! 


A  SPECULATION 

Or  all  speculations  the  market  holds  forth, 
The  best  that  I  know  for  a  lover  of  pelf. 

Is  to  buy  Marcus  up,  at  the  price  he  is  worth. 
And  then  sell  him  at  that  which  he  sets 
himself 


on 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  FOCKCT  BOOK,  1822. 

They  tell  us  of  an  Indian  tree, 
Which,  howsoe'er  the  sun  and  sky 

May  tempt  its  boughs  to  wander  free. 
And  shoot,  and  blossom,  wide  and  high, 


Far  better  loves  to  bend  its  arms 
Downward  again  to  that  dear  earth, 

From  which  the  life,  that  fills  and  wanm 
Its  grateful  being,  fint  had  birth. 

'Tis  thus,  though  woo'd  by  flattering  friend 
And  fed  with  fame  {if  fame  it  be) 

This  heart,  my  own  dear  mother,  bends, 
With  love's  true  instinct,  back  to  thee ! 


LOVE  AND  HYMEN. 

Love  had  a  fever — ne'er  could  close 
His  little  eyes  till  day  was  breaking ; 

And  wild  and  strange  enougli,  Heav'n  knowsj 
The  things  he  raved  about  while  waking. 

To  let  him  pine  so  were  a  mn  ; — 

One,  to  whom  all  the  world's  a  debtor — 

So  Doctor  Hymen  was  call'd  in. 

And  Love  tliat  night  slept  rather  better. 

Next  day  the  case  ^ve  further  hope  yet, 
Though  still  some  ugly  fever  latent ; — 

"  Dose,  as  before" — a  gentle  opiate. 
For  which  old  Hymen  has  a  patent 

After  a  nioath  of  daily  call. 

So  fast  the  doM  went  on  lOtftoring, 

That  Love,  who  firat  ne'er  slept  at  all. 

Now  took,  the  rogue  !  to  downright  snoring. 


LINES 

ON  THK 

ENTRY  OF  THE  AUSTRIA NS  LVTO  NAPLES,  1821 

Ar— down  to  the  dust  with  them,  slaves  as  they 
are. 
From  this  hour,  let  the  Uood  in  their  dastardly 
veins, 
That  shrunk  at  the  firrt  touch  of  Liberty's  war 
Be  wasted  for  tyrants,  or  stagnate  in  chains. 

On,  on  like  a  cloud,  through  their  beautiful  vaks. 
Ye  locusts  of  tyranny,  blasting  them  o'er — 

Fill,  fill  up  their  wide  sunny  waters,  ye  sails 

From  each  slave-mart  of  Europe,  and  sliadnw 
their  shore ! 
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L^t  their  fate  be  a  mock-word — let  men  of  all  lands 
Laugh  out,  with  a  scorn  that  shall  ring  to  the 
poles, 
When  each  sword,  that  the  cowardc  let  fall  from 
their  hands, 
Shall  be  forged  mto  fetters  to  enter  their  souls. 

And  deep,  and  more  deep,  as  tlie  iron  is  driven, 
Base  slaves !  let  the  whet  of  their  agony  be. 

To  think — as  the  Doom*d  often  think  of  that  heav*u 
They  had  once  within  reach — that  they  might 
have  been  free. 

Oh  shame !  when  there  was  not  a  boeom,  whose 
beat 

Ever  rose  *bove  the  zero  of  C h*s  heart, 

That  did  not,  like  echo,  your  war-hymn  repeat, 
And  send  all  its  prayers  with   your  Libcrty*s 
start; 

When  the  world  stood  in  hope— when  a  spirit, 
that  breathed 

The  fresh  air  of  the  olden  time,  whirpor'd  about ; 
And  the  swords  of  all  Italy,  half-way  unsheath'd, 

Dut  waited  one  conquering  cry,  to  flash  out ! 

When  around  you   tlie  shades  of  your  Mighty  m 
fame, 
i'iucAJAB  and  PETRAaciis,  seem'd  bursting  to 
view, 


And  their  words,  and  their  warningSa  like 
of  bright  flame 
Over  Freedom*s  apostles,  fell  kindling  on  yon ! 

Oh  shame !  tliat,  m  such  a  proud  moment  of  liie. 
Worth  the  hist*ry  of  ages,  when,  had  yn  ko.' 
huri*d 
One  bolt  at  your  tyrant  invader,  that  strife 
Between  freemen  and  tyrants  had  qtread  throogh 
the  world — 

That    then — oh !    disgrace    upon    manhood    ef*B 
then. 
You  should  falter,  should  cling  to  your  pitifiil 
breath ; 
Cow*r  down  into  beasti;,  when  you  might  have  stood 
men, 
And  prefer  the  slave's  life  of  prostration  to  death. 

It  is  strange,  it  is  dreadful :— shout,  TyruiDy,  shoot 
Through  your  dungeons  and  palaces,  *'  Freedom 

■         t  If 

IS  o  er ;  — 
If  there  lingers  one  spark  of  her  light,  tread  it  out. 
And  return  to  your  empire  of  darkiieas  ones 
more. 

For,  if  such  are  the  braggarts  that  claim  to  be  tn&, 
Come,  Despot  of  Russia,  thy  feet  let  me  kiss ; 

Fur  nobler  to  live  the  brute  bondman  of  thee^ 
Than  to  sully  ev*n  chains  by  a  stniggie  Uke  *^*^* 


-1 


THE  LOVES  OF  THE  ANGELS. 


PREFACE 

Tiic  Eastern  story  of  the  angels  Ilarut  and  Ma- 
rut/  <uia  the  Rabbinical  Actions  of  the  loves  of 
Uzziel  and  Shdmchazai,*  are  the  only  sources  to 
which  I  need  refer,  for  the  origin  of  the  notion  on 
which  this  Romance  is  founded.     In  addition  to  the 


fitness  of  the  subject  for  poetry,  it  struck  me  abo  ! 
as  capable  of  affording  au  allegorical  medium,  { 
througli  which  might  be  shadowed  out  (as  I  hare 
endeavored  to  do  in  the  following  stories)  the 
fall  of  the  Soul  fruni  its  original  purity* — the  loss 
of  light  and  happipcss  which  it  sufiers  in  the  pur- 
suit of  this  world's  pcrishaUe   pleasures  '  and  the 


I 


1  bee  nets  on  page  6tt4. 

*  Hyde,  de  Rellg.  Vet.  Perumm.  p.  872. 

*  The  account  which  MAcrohios  gives*  of  the  downward 
Journey  or  the  Soul,  thnragh  that  gntr  of  the  todiac  which 
opens  into  the  lower  spheres.  Is  a  c  .rioas  specimen  of  the 
V'lld  foncles  passed  for  philosophy  in  ancient  times. 

■  Id  Somn.  ScipioaU,  cap.  li. 


In  the  system  of  Manes,  the  lamloous  or  spiritual  priadpU 
owes  lu  corruption  not  to  finy  evil  temlenq^  of  Its  own,  hnt  to 
a  violent  inruad  of  the  spirits  of  darkness,  who,  flndlng  then- 
selves  In  the  nelghhorhtiod  of  this  pure  llsht,  and  bocncuiBt 
passionately  enamored  of  Its  beanty.  brmik  the  bcMudaries 
between  them,  and  take  IbrelMe  posaesaloa  of  It.^ 

b  Set  ■  Trvatiw  •*  De  la  HtliftM  ilea  Panca,**  by  dM  AbM  Faasha^ 

Mciaoirea  da  rAcatkoiie,  ton.  auU.  p.  iML 
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pimiihtnonto,  both  £rom  conscience  and  Divine 
joitice,  with  which  impurity,  pride,  and  presump- 
tuous inquiry  into  the  awfuJ  secrets  of  Heaven  are 
sure  to  be  visited.  The  beautifuJ  story  of  Cupid 
and  Psj'che  owes  its  chief  charm  to  this  sort  of 
"  veiled  meaning,'*  and  it  has  been  my  wish  (how- 
ever I  may  have  failed  in  the  attempt)  to  com- 
municate to  the  following  pages  the  same  moral 
mterest. 

Among  the  doctrines,  or  notions,  derived  by 
Plato  from  the  East,  one  of  the  most  natural  and 
sublime  is  tliat  which  inculcates  the  pre-existence 
of  the  soul,  and  its  gradual  descent  into  tiiis  dark 
material  worid,  from  that  region  of  spirit  and  light 
wtiich  it  is  supposed  to  have  once  inhabited,  and 
to  which,  after  a  long  lapse  of  purification  and 
trial,  it  will  return.  This  belief,  under  various 
symbolical  forms,  may  be  traced  through  almost 
all  the  Oriental  theologies.  The  Chaldeans  repre- 
sent the  Soul  as  originally  endowed  with  wings, 
which  fall  away  when  it  sinks  from  its  native 
e^iment,  and  must  be  reproduced  before  it  can 
hope  to  return.  Some  disciples  of  Zoroaster  once 
inquired  of  him,  "  How  the  wings  of  the  Soul 
might  be  made  to  grow  again  V* — **  By  sprinkling 
them,"  he  replied,  **  with  the  Waters  of  Life.**— 
"  But  where  are  those  Waters  to  be  found  7"  they 
asked. — **  In  the  Garden  of  God,"  replied  Zoro- 
aster. 

The  mythology  of  the  Persians  has  allf'gorized 
the  same  doctrine,  in  the  history  of  those  genii  of 
light  who  strayed  from  their  dwellings  in  the  stars, 
and  obscured  their  original  nature  by  mixture 
with  thb  material  sphere ;  while  the  Egyptians, 
connecting  it  with  the  descent  ^nd  ascent  of  the 
sun  in  the  zodiac,  coneidercd  At '  umn  as  emblem- 
atic of  the  StniVa  decline  towt  ds  darkness,  and 
the  re-appearance  of  Spring  as  its  return  to  life  and 
UghL 

Besides  the  chief  spirits  of  the  Mahometan 
heaven,  such  as  Gabriel,  the  augel  of  Revelation, 
Israfil,  by  whom  the  last  trumpet  is  to  be  sounded, 
and  Azrael,  the  angel  of  death,  there  were  also  a 
number  of  subaltern  intelligences,  of  which  tra- 
dition has  preserved  the  names,  appointed  to  pre- 
side over  the  difierent  stages,  or  ascents,  into 
which  the  celestial  world  was  supposed  to  be 
dirided.'  Thus  Kelail  governs  the  fifth  heaven; 
while  Sadiel,  the  presiding  spirit  of  the  third,  is 
also  employed  in  steadying  the  motions  of  the 
earth,  which  would  be  in  a  constant  state  of 
•gitatioa,  if  this  angel  did  not  keep  his  foot  planted 
upon  its  ocbw* 


1  **  We  sdorned  the  lower  beiiven  with  lights,  and  pUesd 
IIk?Mb  a  guard  of  anfeb.**— JT^raa,  chap.  xlL 


Among  other  miraculous  interpositions  in  favor 
of  Mahomet,  we  find  commemorated  in  the  pages 
of  the  Koran  the  appearance  of  five  thousand 
angels  on  his  side  at  the  battle  of  Bedr. 

The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  Ormuzd 
appointed  thirty  angels  to  preside  successively 
over  the  days  of  the  month,  and  twelve  greater 
ones  to  assume  the  government  of  the  months 
themselves;  among  whom  Bahman  (to  whom 
Ormuzd  committed  the  custody  of  ail  animals, 
except  mau)  was  the  greatest  Mihr,  the  angel 
of  the  7th  month,  was  also  the  spirit  that  watched 
over  the  affairs  of  friendship  and  love ; — ChOr 
had  the  care  of  the  disk  of  the  sun ; — Mah  was 
agent  for  the  concerns  of  the  moon ; — Isphan- 
dftrmaz  (whom  Cazviu  calls  the  Spirit  of  the 
Earth)  was  the  tutelar  genius  of  good  and  virtnous 
women,  &c.  &c.  &c.  For  all  this  the  reader  may 
consult  the  19th  and  20th  chapten  of  Hyde  de 
Relig.  Vet  Persarum,  where  the  names  and  attri- 
butes of  these  daily  and  monthly  angels  are  with 
much  minuteness  and  erudition  explained.  It  ap- 
pears, from  the  Zend-avesta,  that  the  Persians  had 
a  certain  office  or  prayer  for  every  day  of  the 
month,  (addressed  to  the  particular  angel  who  pre- 
sided over  it,)  which  they  called  the  Sirouz^ 

The  Celestial  Hierarchy  of  the  Syrians,  as 
described  by  Kircher,  appeara  to  be  the  most  reg- 
ulariy  graduated  of  any  of  these  systems.  In  the 
sphere  of  the  Moon  they  placed  the  angels,  in  that 
of  Mercury  the  archangels,  Venus  and  the  Sun 
contained  the  Principalities  and  the  Powen ; — and 
so  on  to  the  summit  of  the  planetary  system, 
where,  in  the  sphere  of  Saturn,  the  Thrones  had 
their  station.  Above  this  was  the  habitation  of 
the  Cherubim  in  the  sphere  of  the  fixed  stars ;  and 
still  higher,  in  the  region  of  those  stars  which  are 
so  distant  as  to  be  imperceptible,  the  Seraphim, 
we  are  told,  the  most  perfect  of  all  celestial  crea- 
tures, dwelt 

The  Sabeans  also  (as  D*Hcrbelot  tells  us)  had 
their  classes  of  angels,  to  whom  they  prayed  as 
mediators,  or  intercesson;  and  the  Arabians  wor- 
shipped female  angels,  whom  they  called  Beuad 
Hasche,  or,  Daughters  of  God. 


J 


•  Sea  D'flerfaalot,  fotr.ai. 
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TwAS  when  the  world  was  in  its  prime 

When  the  ftieeh  etan  had  just  begnn 
Their  race  of  glory,  and  young  Tune 

Told  his  6nt  birth-days  by  tlie  sun ; 
When,  in  the  liglit  of  Natufe^i  dawn 

Rejoicing,  mon  and  angels  met' 
On  the  high  hJI  and  sunny  lawn,— 
Ere  sorrow  came,  or  Sin  had  drawn 

'Twixt  man  and  heav*n  her  curtain  yet ! 
When  earth  lay  nearer  to  the  skies 

Than  in  these  days  of  crime  and  wo, 
And  mortals  saw,  without  surprise, 
In  the  mid-air,  angelic  eyes 

Gaxing  upon  thk  worid  below. 

Alas,  that  Passion  should  profane, 
Ev*n  then,  the  morning  of  the  earth ! 

That,  sadder  still,  the  fatal  stoin 
Should  fail  on  hearts  of  heav'nly  birth— 

And  that  from  Woman*B  love  should  fall 

So  dark  a  stain,  most  sad  of  all ! 

One  ev'ning,  in  that  primal  hour. 

On  a  hill's  side,  where  hung  the  ray 
Of  sunset,  bright*ning  rill  and  bow'r. 

Three  noble  youths  conversing  lay ; 
And,  as  tliey  look*d,  from  time  to  time. 

To  the  far  sky,  where  Daylight  furfd 
Ilis  radiant  wing,  their  brows  sublime 

Bespoke  them  of  that  distant  worlds 
Spirits,  who  once,  in  brotherhood 
Of  faith  and  bliss,  near  Alla  stood, 
And  o*er  whose  cheeks  full  oft  had  blown 
The  wind  that  breathes  from  Alla*s  throne,* 
Creatures  of  light,  such  as  $iiU  play, 

Like  motes  in  sunshine,  round  the  Lord, 
And  through  their  infiuite  array 
Transmit  each  moment,  night  and  day. 

The  echo  of  His  luminous  word  ! 

Of  Heaven  they  spoke,  and,  still  more  o(l. 
Of  the  bright  eyes  that  charmed  them  thence ; 

>  The  Mnhometans  believe,  sft)*«  D'IferheInt,  thnt  In  that 
early  peri«Ml  of  the  world,  "  lea  honimes  n*eurent  qii*ane 
■eule  rellirton,  et  Airenl  kouvent  visitAs  des  Angev^  qui  leor 
donaoient  la  m*tin.** 

>  "To  which  will  be  Joined  the  sound  of  the  bells  hanging 
on  the  trees,  which  will  be  put  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro 
eeeding  fn>m  the  Throne*  so  often  ns  the  Blessed  wUh  fur 
nin<ic.**    See  Sd/e*»  Kvran^  Prdim.  Dinteri 

1  The  ancient  Persians  supfiooed  that  this  Throne  was 
placed  in  the  Sun,  and  that  ihrough  the  ittars  were  distributed 
the  vaiki  IS  classes  of  Angels  that  encircled  IL 


Till,  yielding  gradual  to  the  soft 
And  balmy  evening's  influence-^ 

The  silent  breathing  of  the  flow'rs. 
The  melting  light  that  beam*d  above, 

As  on  their  first,  fond,  erring  hours. 
Each  told  the  story  of  his  love, 

The  history  of  that  hour  unbless'd. 

When,  like  a  bird,  from  its  high  nest 

Won  down  by  fascinating  eyes. 

For  Woman's  smile  he  lost  the  skies. 

The  First  who  spoke  was  one,  with  look 

The  least  celestial  of  the  three — 
A  Spirit  of  light  Qx>uld,  that  took 

The  prints  of  earth  most  yieldingly  ; 
Who,  ev'n  in  heav*n,  was  not  of  those 

Nearest  the  Throne,'  but  held  a  place 
Far  oflT,  among  those  shming  rows 

That  circle  out  through  endless  ^nce. 
And  o*er  whose  wings  the  light  from  Hiir 
In  Heaven's  centre  falls  most  dim. 

Still  fair  and  glorious,  he  but  shona 
Among  those  youths  th'  unheavenliest  one— 
A  creature,  to  whom  light  remain'd 
From  Eden  ftiU,  but  altered,  stain'd. 
And  o'er  wu  ie  brow  not  Love  alone 

A  blight  had.  In  his  transit,  cast. 
But  other,  earthlier  joys  bad  gone. 

And  left  their  foot-prints  as  they  pi 
Sighing,  as  back  through  ages  flown. 

Like  a  tomb-searcher,  Mem'ry  ran. 
Lifting  each  shroud  that  Time  had  thrown 

O'er  buried  hopes,  he  thus  began :— > 


U 


FIRST  ANGEL'S  STORY. 

"  'TWAS  in  a  land,  that  far  away 

Into  the  golden  orient  lies. 
Where  Nature  knows  not  night's  delay, 
Uut  springs  to  meet  her  bridegroom.  Day, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skiea 
One  mom,  on  earthly  mission  sent,* 

And  midway  choosing  where  to  light. 

The  Basilidlaiis  supposed  that  there  were  three  huMlred 
and  slity-five  orders  of  angels,  **  dnot  la  petfectiiMi  nlkiit  ra 
decnitssaDt,  A  mesure  qn'lls  s*ei<4gnoienl  de  la  pfenii^re 
classe  d*esprits  places  dans  le  premier  ciel.**  Bee  iH^su, 
Orig.  du  Cutu$,  torn.  II.  p.  113. 

4  It  appears  that,  In  moat  laBgoafes,  tbe  term  emplfvyed 
for  an  angel  means  also  a  messenger.  PIrisehlsh.  the  Pwf 
slan  word  for  angel.  Is  dc  Ived  ;saya  D*Herbelot;  (hxn  tte 
verb  FIrischiln,  to  send.  The  Hebrew  term,  i«m\  Metak. 
has  the  same  slfnlflcatioB 
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I  nw,  from  Uie  Uae  element— 

Oh  beautiful,  but  fatal  sigrht ! 
One  of  earth's  (airest  womankind. 
Half  veil'd  from  view,  or  rather  shrined 
In  the  clear  crystal  of  a  brook ; 

Which,  while  it  hid  no  single  gleam 
Of  her  young  beauties,  made  them  look 

More  spirit-like,  as  they  might  seem 

Through  the  dim  shadowing  of  a  dream. 
Pausing  in  wonder  I  look*d  on, 

While,  playfully  around  her  breaking 
The  waters,  that  like  diamonds  shone. 

She  moved  in  light  of  her  own  making. 
At  length,  as  from  that  airy  height 
I  gently  tower'd  my  breathless  flight, 
The  tremble  of  my  wing  all  o'er 

(For  through  each  plume  I  felt  the  thrill) 
Startled  her,  as  she  reaoh'd  the  shore 

Of  that  small  lake — her  mirror  still— 
Above  whose  brink  she  stood,  like  snow 
When  rosy  with  a  stmset  glow. 
Never  shall  I  forget  those  eyes  !— 
The  shame,  the  innocent  surprise 
Of  tliat  bright  face,  when  in  the  air 
Uplooking,  she  beheld  me  there. 
It  seem*d  as  if  each  thought,  and  look* 

And  motion,  were  that  minute  chain'd 
Fast  to  the  spot,  such  root  she  took. 
And — like  a  sunflower  by  a  brook. 

With  face  uptum'd — so  still  remaiu'd ! 


In  pity  to  the  wondering  maid. 

Though  loath  from  such  a  vision  turning. 
Downward  I  bent,  beneath  the  shade 

or  my  spread  wings  to  hide  the  burning 
Of  glances,  which — I  well  could  feel— 

For  me,  for  her,  too  warmly  shone  ; 
But,  ere  I  coukl  again  unseal 
My  restless  eyes,  or  even  steal 

One  sidelong  look,  the  maid  was  gone- 
Hid  from  me  in  the  forest  leaves, 

Sudden  as  when,  in  all  her  charms 
Of  fulUblown  light,  some  cloud  receives 

The  Moon  into  his  dusky  arms. 

Tis  not  in  words  to  tell  the  power. 
The  despotism  that,  from  that  hour, 
Paasion  held  o*er  me.     Day  and  night 
I  sought  around  each  neighboring  spot ; 

>  The  name  iriven  by  the  MAhometAn*)  tu  the  inrernal  r»- 
gkms.  over  which,  they  say,  the  angel  Tabhek  presides. 

By  the  seven  pitee  of  oell.  mentioned  in  the  Komn,  the 
commenlaiori  anderstaiid  seven  different  departments  or 
«mrd«,  in  which  seven  diflbrent  sorts  of  sinners  are  to  be 
ponUhed.  The  flni,  called  (aehennem,  b  for  sinftil  llus> 
sskaans;  the  second,  Ladha,  for  Christian  oflbnders;  the 


And,  in  tlie  chase  of  this  sweet  light. 

My  task,  and  heaven,  and  all  forgot  ;^ 
All,  but  the  one,  sole,  haimting  dream 
Of  her  I  saw  in  that  bright  stream. 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  by  her  side 

I  foond  myself,  whole  happy  days, 
List'ning  to  words,  whose  music  vied 

With  our  own  ESden's  seraph  lays. 
When  seraph  lays  are  warm*d  by  love. 
But,  wanthig  tkaif  far,  far  above ! — 
And  looking  into  eyes  where,  blue 
And  beautiful,  like  skies  seen  through 
The  sleeping  wave,  for  me  there  shone 
A  heaven,  more  worshipp*d  than  my  own. 
Oh  what,  whQe  I  could  hear  and  see 
Such  words  and  looks,  was  heav*n  to  me  ? 
Though  gross  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
'Twas  blessed,  while  she  breathed  it  too ; 
Though  dark  the  flow'rB,  though  dim  the  sky, 
Love  lent  them  light,  while  she  was  nigh. 
Throughout  creation  I  but  knew 
Two  separate  woridtn-the  one,  that  small, 

Beloved,  and  consecrated  spot 
Where  Lea  wa9 — the  other,  all 

The  dull,  wide  waste,  where  she  was  not ! 


But  vain  my  suit,  my  madness  vain ; 
Though  gladly,  from  her  eyes  to  gain 

Oue  earthly  look,  one  stray  desire, 
I  would  have  torn  the  wings,  that  hung 

FurPd  at  my  back,  and  o*er  the  Fire 
In  GehimV  pit  their  fragments  flung  ;— 
'Twas  hopeless  all— pure  and  unmoved 

She  stood,  as  lilies  in  the  light 

Of  the  hot  noon  but  look  more  white ; 
And  though  she  loved  roe,  deeply  loved, 
*Twas  not  as  man,  as  mortal— no, 
Notliing  of  earth  was  in  that  glow — 
She  loved  me  but  as  one,  of  race 
Angelic,  from  that  radiant  place 
She  saw  so  oft  in  dreams — th^t  Heaven, 

To  which  her  prayers  at  mom  were  sent. 
And  on  whose  light  she  gazed  at  ev^n, 
Wishing  for  wings,  that  she  might  go 
Out  of  thb  shadowy  worid  below. 

To  that  free,  gloriotis  element ! 

Well  I  remember  by  her  side 
Sitting  at  rosy  even-tide, 

third,  Ilothnma,  Is  appointed  for  Jews ;  and  the  (hnrth  and 
flAh,  called  8nir  nnd  SHcar.  are  deittined  to  receive  the  8«- 
beans  and  the  worshipiiers  of  fire :  In  the  nUth.  nnmed 
Gehlm,  those  pngnns  and  idolaters  who  ndnilt  a  plnmliiy  of 
fods  are  placed  ;  while  Into  the  abyss  of  the  seventh,  calM 
Derk  Asfal,  or  the  Deepest,  the  hypocritical  cantan  of  all 
rellgkmt  are  thrown. 
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When, — turning  to  the  star,  whon  head 

Look'd  oat,  as  IWmi  a  bridal  bed, 

At  that  mute,  blusliing  hourr— ehe  said, 

*  Oh !  that  it  were  my  doom  to  be 

<  The  Spirit  of  yon  oeauteouf  star 

*  Dwelling  up  there  in  purity, 

*  Alone,  aa  c}\  such  bright  things  are  — > 

*  JMy  solo  employ  to  prey  and  shine, 

'  To  light  my  censer  at  the  sun, 

*  And  cast  its  fire  towards  the  shrine 

•  Of  Him  in  heav'n,  th*  Eternal  one  !* 

So  innocent  the  maid,  so  free 

From  mortal  taint  in  soul  and  frame, 
Whom  'twas  my  crime— my  destiny— 
To  love,  ay,  bum  for,  with  a  flame, 
To  which  earth's  wildest  fires  are  tame. 
Had  you  but  seen  her  look,  when  first 
From  my  mad  lips  th*  avowal  burst ; 
Not  angered- no — the  feeling  came 
From  depths  beyond  mere  anger's  flame- 
It  was  a  sorrow,  calm  as  deep, 
A  moumfulness  that  could  not  weep, 
So  fiird  her  heart  was  to  the  brink, 
So  fix*d  and  froz'u  with  g^ef,  to  tliink 
That  angel  natures — that  ev'n  I, 
Whose  love  she  clung  to,  as  the  tie 
Between  her  spirit  and  the  sky- 
Should  fall  thus  headlong  from  the  height 
or  all  that  heav'n  hath  pure  and  bright ! 

That  very  night — ^my  heart  had  grown 

Impatient  of  its  inward  burning ; 
The  term,  too,  of  my  stay  was  flown. 
And  the  bright  Watchers  near  the  throne. 
Already,  if  a  meteor  shone 
Between  them  and  this  nether  xone. 

Thought  'twas  their  herald's  wing  returning. 
Oft  did  the  ooteut  spell-word,  giv'n 

To  Euvo  's  hither  from  the  skies, 
To  be  pron  anced,  when  bock  to  heav'n 

It  is  tlieii  time,  or  wish  to  rise, 
Come  to  my  lips  that  fatal  day ; 

And  ouce,  too,  was  so  neariy  spoken. 
That  my  spread  plumage  in  the  ray 
And  breeze  of  heav'n  began  to  play  ;— 

When  my  heart  fail'd — the  spell  was  broken — 
The  word  unfinish'd  died  away. 
And  my  check'd  plumes,  ready  to  soar, 
Fell  slack  aud  lifeless  as  before. 


1 1  have  already  roentlnncd  that  some  of  the  cirenmstancM 
of  thit  stnry  were  suiOEexied  lo  me  by  the  eaMtem  leiwnd  of 
the  two  angels.  Ilarut  and  Mamt,  as  f iven  by  Mnriti,  who 
sa)*!t  that  the  author  of  the  Taalhn  founds  upoo  it  the  Ma- 
hoDietao  prohibition  of  wine.*    I  have  since  found  that 


How  could  I  leave  a  world  whieh  she. 

Or  lost  or  won,  made  all  to  me? 

No  matter  where  my  wand'rings  were, 

So  there  she  look*d,  breathed,  moved 
Wc,  ruin,  death,  more  sweet  with  her. 

Than  Paradise  itself,  without ! 


But,  to  return — that  very  day 

A  feast  was  held,  where,  foil  of  miitli, 
Caino— crowding  thick  as  flow'rs  that  play 
In  summer  winds — the  young  and  gay 

Aud  beautiful  of  this  bright  earth. 
And  she  was  there,  and  'mid  the  young 

And  beautiful  stood  first,  alone ; 
Though  on  her  gentle  brow  still  hong 

The  shadow  I  that  mom  had  throws 
The  first,  that  ever  shame  or  wo 
Hod  cast  upon  its  vernal  snow. 
My  heart  was  madden*d ; — in  the  fliMh 

Of  the  wild  revel  I  gave  way 
To  all  that  frantic  mirth — that  msh 

Of  desp'rate  gayety,  which  they, 
Who  never  felt  how  pain's  excess 
Can  break  out  thus,  think  happiness ! 
Sad  mimicry  of  mirth  aud  life, 
Whose  flashes  come  but  from  the  strifo 
Of  inward  passions— like  the  light 
Struck  out  by  clashing  swords  in  fight 

Then,  too,  that  juice  of  earth,  the  bane 
And  blessing  of  man's  heart  and  brain— 
Tiiat  draught  of  sorcery,  which  brings 
Phantoms  of  fair,  forbidden  thing»— 
Whose  drops,  like  those  of  rainbows,  smOe 

Upon  the  mists  that  circle  man, 
Bright'uing  not  only  Earth,  the  while. 

But  grasping  Heav'n,  too,  in  their  span! 
Then  first  the  fatal  witie-cup  rain'd 

Its  dews  of  darkness  through  my  lips,' 
Casting  whate'er  of  light  remain'd 

To  my  lost  soul  into  eclip^^ ; 
And  filling  it  with  such  wild  Ireams, 

Such  fantasies  and  wrong  desbes. 
As,  in  the  absence  of  heav'n's  beams, 

Haunt  us  forever — like  wild^fires 

That  walk  this  earth,  when  day  retires. 

Now  hear  the  rest ;-— our  banqnet  «ione, 
I  sought  her  in  th'  accustom'd  bow'r, 


Maritrs  veraioo  of  the  tale  (which  diflets  alao 
Dr.  Prideauju  In  his  Life  of  MHb«iinet)  Is 
French  Encyclnpedle.  In  which  work,  under  Um 
et  Marut,**  the  roNder  will  And  IL 
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ate  "ve  oft,  when  day  was  gone, 

worid  litisli'd,  had  met  alone, 
)  same  silent,  moonligiit  hour. 
9,  as  usual,  were  upturnM 
oved  star,  whose  lustre  buruM     * 
than  ever  on  that  night ; 

she,  in  looking,  grew  more  bright, 
>ugh  she  borrow'd  of  its  light 

OS  a  virtue  in  that  scene, 

II  of  holiness  around, 

liad  my  burning  brain  not  been 

mudden'd,  would  have  held  me  bound, 

)ugh  1  trod  celestial  ground. 

it  was,  with  soul  all  flame, 

p8  that  buruM  in  their  own  siglis, 

0  gaze,  with  awe  and  shame — 
nory  of  Eklen  came 

'er  me  when  I  saw  those  eyes ; 
ugh  too  well  each  glance  of  mine 

*  pale,  shrinking  maiden  proved 
,  alas,  from  aught  divine, 
'ortiiy  ot  so  pure  a  shrine, 

he  wild  love  with  which  I  loved, 
t  she,  too,  have  seen— oh  yes, 
lothiu^  but  to  think  she  saw 
p,  true,  soul-felt  tenderness, 
omage  of  an  AngePs  awe 

1  mortal,  whom  pure  love 
iced  above  him — far  above — 
Lhat  struggle  to  repress 
spirit's  mad  excess, 

•  ork'd  within  me  at  that  hour, 

,  with  a  voice,  where  Passion  shed 
leep  sadness  of  her  power, 
iclancholy  power — I  said, 
9  it  so ;  if  back  to  heaven 
St  unloved,  unpitied  fly, 
t  one  blest  memorial  giv*u 
>oth  me  in  that  lonely  sky ; 
k,  like  those  the  young  and  ford 
when  they're  parting — which  would  be, 
remembrance,  far  beyond 
eav*n  hath  lefl  of  bliss  for  me ! 


to  see  that  head  recline 
nute  on  this  trembling  arm, 
we  mild  eyet*  look  un  to  mine, 
out  a  dread,  a  thuugitt  of  h'jim  '. 
t,  but  once,  tlie  thfiiiing  touch 
»  too  purely  foud  to  fear  mo — 
lut  boon  be  all  too  much, 

thus  to  bring  their  fragrance  near  me  ! 
irink  not  so — a  look — a  word — 
Uiem  but  kindly  and  I  fly  ; 


<  Already,  see,  my  plumes  have  stirrM, 
*  And  tremble  for  their  home  ou  high. 

*  Thus  be  our  parting— Hsheek  to  cheek — 

'  One  minute's  lapse  will  be  forgiv*n, 

*  And  thou,  the  next,  shalt  hear  ine  speak 

'  The  spell  that  plumes  my  wing  for  Hoav*n  V 

While  thus  I  spoke,  the  fearful  maid, 
Of  me,  and  of  herself  afraid, 
Had  shrinking  stood,  like  flow'n  beneath 
The  scorching  of  the  south-wind's  breath : 
But  when  I  named — alas,  too  well, 

I  now  recall,  though  wildcr'd  then,~ 
Instantly,  when  I  named  the  spell. 

Her  brow,  her  eyes  uprose  again, 
And,  with  an  eagemeas,  that  spoke 
The  sudden  light  that  o'er  her  broke, 
'  The  spell,  the  spell !— oh,  speak  it  now, 

'  And  I  will  bless  thee !'  she  exclaim'd — 

Unknowing  what  I  did,  inflamed, 
And  lost  already,  on  her  brow 

I  stamp'd  one  burning  kiss,  and  named 
The  mystic  word,  till  then  ne'er  told 
To  living  creature  of  earth's  mould  ! 
Scarce  was  it  said,  when,  quick  as  thought. 
Her  lips  from  mine,  likb  echo,  canght 
Tho  holy  sound — her  hands  and  eyes 
Were  instant  lifted  to  the  skies, 
And  thrice  to  heav'n  she  spoke  it  out 

With  that  triumphant  look  Faith  wean, 
When  not  a  cloud  of  fear  or  doubt, 

A  vapor  from  this  vale  of  tears. 

Between  her  and  her  God  appears  I 

That  very  moment  her  whole  frame 
All  bright  and  glorified  became. 
And  at  her  back  I  saw  uucloso 
Two  wings,  magnificent  as  those 

That  sparkle  around  Alla's  Throne, 
Whoso  plumes,  as  buoyantly  she  rose. 

Above  me,  in  the  moonbeam  shone 
With  a  pure  light,  which — from  its  hue. 
Unknown  upon  this  earth — I  knew 
Was  light  from  Eden,  glist'ning  through  ! 
Most  holy  vision !  ne*er  before 

Did  auglit  so  radiant — since  the  day 
When  Ebus,  in  his  downfall,  boro 

The  third  of  the  bright  stara  away— 
Rise,  in  earlirs  t>eauty.  to  repair 
I'liai  iu«i  ui  :igni  auu  g>«^'  mere! 

But  did  I  tamely  view  her  flight  ? 

Did  not  /,  too,  proclaim  out  thrice 
Tlie  pow'rful  words  that  were,  that  nightr— 
Oh,  ev*n  for  heaven  too  much  delight !— 


Again  to  u/iug  us,  eyes  to  eyes, 

And  soul  to  loul,  in  Paradise  7 
I  did— I  spoke  it  o*er  and  o'er — 

I  pray*d,  I  wept,  but  all  in  vain ; 
For  me  the  spf4l  had  pow'r  no  more. 

There  seem'd  around  me  some  dark  chain 
Which  still,  as  I  essay'd  to  soar, 
*  BafHed,  alas,  each  wild  endeavor: 
Dead  lay  my  wings,  as  they  have  lain 
Since  that  sad  hour,  and  will  remain — 

So  wills  th*  offended  God — for  ever ! 

It  was  to  yonder  star  I  traced 
Her  journey  up  th'  illumined  waste- 
That  isle  in  the  blue  firmament, 
To  which  so  oft  her  fancy  went 

In  wishes  and  in  dreams  before. 
And  which  was  now — such,  Purity, 
Thy  bless'd  reward^rdaiu'd  to  be 

Her  home  of  light  for  evermore ! 
Once— or  did  I  but  fancy  so  ? — 

Ev*n  in  her  flight  to  that  fair  sphere, 
'Mid  all  her  spirit's  new-felt  glow, 
A  pitying  look  she  tum'd  below 

Ou  him  who  stood  in  darkness  here  ; 
Him  whom,  perhaps,  if  vain  regret 
Can  dwell  in  heaven,  she  pities  yet ; 
And  oft,  when  looking  to  this  dim 
And  distant  world,  remembers  him 

But  soon  that  passing  dream  was  gone  ; 
Farther  and  farther  off  she  shone, 
Till  lesseu'd  to  a  point,  as  small 

As  are  those  specks  that  yonder  burn, — 
Those  vivid  drops  of  light,  that  fall 

The  last  from  Day's  exhausted  urn. 
And  when  at  length  she  merged,  afar. 
Into  her  own  immortal  star, 
And  when  at  length  my  straining  fight 

Had  caught  her  wing  s  last  fading  ray, 
That  minute  from  my  soul  the  light 

Of  heav'u  and  love  both  passed  away ; 
And  1  forgot  my  home,  my  birth. 

Profaned  my  spirit,  sunk  my  brow, 
And  reveird  in  gross  joys  of  earth, 

Till  I  became — what  I  am  now  I" 

The  Spirit  bow'd  his  head  in  shame ; 
A  shame,  that  of  itself  would  tell — 
Were  there  not  ev'n  those  breaks  of  flame, 
Celestial,  through  his  clouded  frame — 
.  How  grand  the  height  from  which  he  fel 


•  l*he  Kenibllm,  as  the  Mussalmnns  rail  them,  are  oAen 
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That  holy  Shame,  which  ne'er  forgets 
Th'  unblench'd  renown  it  used  to  wear ; 

Whose  blush  remains,  when  Virtue  sets, 
To  show  her  sunshine  htu  been  thei^ 

Once  only,  while  the  tale  he  told, 

Were  his  eyes  lifted  to  behold 

That  happy,  stainless  star,  where  she 

Dwelt  in  her  bower  of  purity  ! 

One  minute  did  he  look,  apd  then — 
As  though  he  felt  some  deadly  pain 
From  its  sweet  light  through  heart  and 

Shrunk  back,  and  never  look'd  again. 


Who  was  the  Second  Spiii  ?  be 

With  the  proud  front  and  piercing  gi&aco- 

Who  seem'd,  when  viewing  heaven's  exptij^ 
As  though  his  far-sent  eye  could  see 
On,  on  into  th'  Immensity 
Behind  the  veils  of  that  blue  sky» 
Where  Alla's  grandest  secrets  lie  ?— 
His  wings,  the  while,  though  day  was  gone. 

Flashing  with  many  a  various  hne 
Of  light  they  from  themselves  alone. 

Instinct  with  Eden's  brightness,  drew. 
'Twas  RuBi— once  among  the  prime 

And  flow'r  of  those  bright  creatures,  naned 
Spirits  of  Knowledge,*  who  o'er  Time 

And  Space  and  Thought  an  empire  rlaim'd, 
Second  alone  to  Him,  whose  light 
Was,  ev'n  to  theirs,  as  day  to  nigh^ ', 
'Twixt  whom  and  them  was  distance  far 

And  wide  as  would  the  joi>rney  be 
To  reach  from  any  island  star 

The  vague  shores  '^  Infinity  ! 

'Twas  RuDi,  in  whose  mournful  eye 
Slept  the  dim  light  of  days  gone  by ; 
Whose  voice,  though  sweet,  fell  on  the  ear 

Like  echoes,  in  some  silent  place, 
When  first  awaked  for  many  a  year ; 

And  when  he  smiled,  if  o'er  his  face 

Smile  ever  shone,  'twas  like  the  grace 
Of  moonlight  rainbows,  fair,  but  wan, 
The  sunny  life,  the  glory  gone. 
Ev'n  o'er  his  pride,  though  still  the  same, 
A  soft'uing  shade  fVom  sorrow  came ; 
And  though  at  times  his  Spirit  knew 

The  kindlings  of  disdain  and  ire, 
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Short  was  tho  fitful  glare  they  threw— 
Like  the  last  flaahes,  fierce  but  few, 
Soon  through  some  noUe  pile  on  fire  ! 

Such  was  the  Aogel,  who  now  broke 

Tlie  silence  thai  had  eome  o*er  all, 
When  he,  the  Spirit  that  last  spoke, 

Closed  the  sad  hist'ry  of  his  faU ; 
And,  while  a  sacred  lustre,  flown 

Fur  many  a  day,  relumed  his  cheek— 
Beautiful,  as  in  days  of  old  ; 
And  not  those  eloquent  lips  alone 

But  every  feature  seem*d  to  speak- 
Thus  his  Eventful  story  told : — 


SECOND  ANGEL'S  STORY. 

"  You  both  remember  well  the  day, 

When  unto  Even's  new*made  bow*rs, 
AxLA  convoked  tlie  bright  array 

Of  his  supreme  angelic  pow*n. 
To  witness  the  one  wonder  yet. 

Beyond  man,  angel,  star,  or  sun, 
lie  must  achieve,  ere  he  could  set 

His  seal  upon  the  world,  as  done— 
To  see  that  last  perfection  rise, 

That  crowning  of  creation's  birth. 
When,  mid  the  worship  and  surprise 
Of  circling  angels.  Woman's  eyes  * 

First  opeu'd  upon  heav*n  and  earth  ; 
And  from  their  lids  a  thrill  was  sent. 
That  through  each  living  spirit  went. 
Like  fint  light  through  the  firmament ! 

Can  you  forget  how  gradual  stole 
The  fresh-awaken*d  breath  of  soul 
Throughout  her  perfect  form — which  seem'd 
To  grow  transparent,  as  there  beam'd 
That  dawn  of  Mind  within,  and  caught 
New  loveliness  from  each  new  thought  7 
Slow  as  o*er  summer  seas  we  trace 

The  progress  of  the  noontide  air. 
Dimpling  its  bright  and  silent  face 
Elach  minute  into  some  new  grace. 

And  varying  heav'n's  reflections  there— 
Or,  like  the  li^ht  of  evening,  stealing 

O'er  some  fair  temple,  which  all  day 
Hath  slept  in  shadow,  slow  revealing 

Its  several  beauties,  ray  by  ray. 
Till  it  shines  out,  a  thing  to  bleas, 
All  full  of  light  and  loveliu< 


1  **Cest  an  fait  Indiibiuhle  qne  la  pinpnrt  ile«  andetts 
phikMophes.  uAi  ChMld«enft.  loit  Grecs,  noa»  «nl  dimne  les 
sstTB*  cmnma  nnitncs.etontsoatenuque  lea  a»u-ss,qul  nous 
sdsfarsal,  a*«Uileat  que  oa  let  chart,  on  u)€ine  lea  navirea,  dea 


Can  you  forget  her  blush,  when  round 
Through  Eden's  lone,  enchanted  ground 
She  look'd,  and  saw,  the  sea — ^the  skies— 

And  heard  tlie  rush  of  many  a  wing, 

On  high  behests  then  vamshiog ; 
And  saw  the  last  few  angel  eyes. 
Still  lingering — mine  among  the  restr— 
Reluctant  leaving  scenes  so  blest  7 
From  that  miraculous  hour,  the  fate 

Of  this  new,  glorious  Being  dwelt 
Forever,  with  a  spel  •  ike  weight* 
Upon  my  spirit^— early,  Ute, 

Whate'er  I  did,  or  dream*d,  or  felt. 
The  thought  of  what  might  yet  befall 
That  matchless  creature  mix'd  with  all— 
Nor  she  ak>ne,  but  her  whole  race 

Through  ages  yet  to  come— whate'er 

Of  feminine,  and  fond,  and  fair, 
Should  spring  Irom  that  pure  mind  and  face, 

AU  waked  my  soul's  intensest  care  ; 
Their  forms,  souls,  feelings,  still  to  me 
Creation's  strangest  mystery ! 

It  was  my  doom— ev'n  from  the  first. 
When  witnessing  the  primal  bunt 
Of  Nature's  wonden,  I  saw  rise 
Those  bright  creations  in  the  skies,— 
Thsee  worids  instinct  with  life  and  light. 
Which  man,  remote,  but  sees  by  nights- 
It  was  my  doom  still  to  be  haunted 
By  some  new  wonder,  some  sublime 
And  matchless  work,  that,  for  the  time 
Held  all  my  soul,  enchain'd,  enchanted. 
And  left  me  not  a  tliought,  a  dream, 
A  word,  but  on  that  only  theme  ! 

The  wish  to  know — that  endless  thirrt. 

Which  ev'n  by  queuchiug  is  awaked, 
And  which  becomes  or  blesB*d  or  cursed. 

As  is  the  fount  whereat  'tis  slaked— 
Still  urged  nie  onward,  with  desire 
Insatiate,  to  explore,  inquire— 
Whate'er  the  wondrous  things  might  be 
That  waked  each  new  idolatry— 

Their  cause,  aim,  source,  whence-ever  sprung— 
Their  inmost  pow'n,  as  though  for  me 

Existence  on  that  knowledge  hung. 

Oh  what  a  vision  were  the  stars, 

When  firrt  I  saw  them  bum  on  high. 

Rolling  along,  like  living  cars 
Of  light,  for  gods  to  journey  by  !* 
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Tliey  were  my  heart's  first  pasnon— days 
And  uightsy  unwearied,  in  their  rays 
Have  I  hung  floating,  till  each  sense 
Seem*d  full  of  their  bright  influence. 
Innocent  joy !  alas,  how  much 

Of  misery  had  I  shunn'd  below, 
Could  I  have  still  lived  blessed  with  such  ; 

Nor,  proud  and  restless,  bum*d  to  know 

The  knowledge  that  brings  guilt  and  wa 
Often — so  much  I  loved  to  traco 
The  secrets  of  this  starry  race — 
Have  I  at  morn  and  evening  run 
Along  the  lines  of  radiance  spun 
Like  webs,  between  them  and  tiie  sun, 
Untwisting  all  the  tangled  ties 
Of  light  into  their  diflTerent  dyes — 
Then  fleetly  wing*d  I  oflT,  in  quest 
Of  those,  the  farthest,  loneliest, 
That  watch,  like  winking  sentinels,* 
The  void,  beyond  which  Chaos  dwells ; 
And  there,  with  noiseless  plume,  pursued 
Their  track  through  that  grand  solitude, 
Asking  iutently  ail  and  each 

What  soul  within  their  radiance  dwelt, 
And  wishing  their  sweet  light  were  speech, 

That  they  might  tell  me  all  they  felt 

Nay,  oH,  so  passionate  my  chase 
Of  these  resplendent  heirs  of  space, 
0(1  did  1  follow — lest  a  ray 

Should  *scape  me  in  the  farthest  night — 
Some  pilgrim  Comet,  on  his  way 

To  visit  distant  shrines  of  light. 
And  well  remember  how  I  sung 

Exultingly,  when  on  my  sight 
Now  worlds  of  stars,  all  fresh  and  young, 
As  if  just  bom  of  darkness,  sprung ! 

Such  was  my  pure  ambition  tlieu, 

My  sinless  transport,  night  and  morn  ; 
Ere  yet  this  newer  world  of  men, 

And  that  most  fair  of  stars  was  bom 
Which  I,  in  fatal  hour,  saw  rise 
Among  the  flow*rs  of  Paradise  ! 
Thenceforth  my  nature  all  was  changed. 

My  heart,  soul,  senses  tum'd  below  ; 
And  he,  who  but  so  lately  ranged 

Yon  wonderful  expanse,  where  glow 
Worlds  upon  worlds. — yet  found  his  mind 
Ev*n  in  that  luniiuoub  range  confincd^^- 


spirits,  was  conininn  to  nil  the  religions  and  heresies  of  the 
E:ist.  Kircher  hits  (riven  the  naniei  and  stHiioos  of  the  seven 
archnnsels.  who  were  by  the  Cabala  of  the  Jowt  distributed 
throai(h  the  planets. 

>  Acronllng  tn  the  coffmnfony  of  the  ancient  Peniana, 
f  jiere  were  fonr  •tun  set  as  scnUnels  In  the  foar  quarters  of 


Now  b]ess*d  the  humblest,  meanrst  sod 
Of  the  dark  earth  where  Woman  trod ! 
In  vain  my  fomier  Idols  gli0ten*d 

From  their  far  thrones  ;  in  vain  these  eats 
To  the  once-thrilling  music  U8ten*d» 

That  hymn*d  around  my  favorite  spheres- 
To  earth,  to  earth  each  thought  was  giv*n, 

That  in  this  half-lost  soul  had  birth  ; 
Like  some  high  mount,  whose  head*s  in  heav*B, 

While  its  whole  shadow  rests  on  earth ! 

Nor  was  it  Love,  ev*n  yet,  that  thralPd 

My  spirit  in  his  burning  ties ; 
And  less,  still  less  could  it  be  caird 

That  grosser  flame,  round  whicii  Love  flies 

Nearer  and  nearer,  till  he  dies — 
No,  it  was  wonder,  such  as  thrilfd  • 

At  all  God*s  works  my  dazzled  sense  ; 
The  same  rapt  wonder,  only  fill'd 

With  passion,  more  profound,  intense, — 
A  vehement,  but  wandVing  fire. 
Which,  though  nor  love,  nor  yet  desire, — 
Though  through  all  womankind  it  took 

Its  range,  as  lawless  lightnings  ran, 
Yet  wanted  but  a  touch,  a  look, 

To  fix  it  burning  upon  One. 

Then,  too,  the  ever-restless  zeal, 

Th'  insatiate  curiosity 
To  know  how  shapes,  so  fair,  must  feel- 
To  look,  but  once,  beneath  tiio  seal 

Of  so  much  loveliness,  and  see 
What  souis  belonged  to  such  bright  eyes — 

Whether,  as  sunbeams  fiud  their  way 
Into  the  gem  that  hidden  lies. 

Those  looks  could  iuward  turn  their  ray, 

Aud  make  the  soul  as  bright  as  they : 
Ail  thb  impeird  my  anxious  chase, 

Aud  still  the  more  I  saw  aud  knew 
Of  Woman's  foud,  weak,  conqu'rtng  race, 

Th'  iuteuscr  still  my  wonder  grew. 

I  had  beheld  their  First,  their  Eve, 

Burn  in  that  splendid  Paradise, 
Whicli  sprung  tliere  solely  to  receive 

The  first  light  of  her  waking  eyes. 
I  had  seen  purest  angels  lean 

In  worsliip  o'er  her  from  above  ; 
And  man— oh  yea,  had  envying  se«n 

Troud  man  possess'd  of  all  her  love. 
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eir  happini«8,  ao  brief, 

quisite, — her  error,  loo, 

sy  trust,  that  prompt  belief 

ittt  the  wann  heart  wbhes  true ; 

th  in  words,  wiien  kindly  said, 

h  the  whole  fond  uex  is  led— 

with — what  I  durst  not  blame, 

is  my  own — that  zeal  to  krwu>, 

x\  zeal,  so  sure  of  wo  ; 

though  from  heav*u  all  pure  it  came, 

i>*d,  misused,  brought  sin  and  shame 

!r,  on  me,  on  all  below  ! 

eii  tiiis ;  had  seen  Man,  arm*d, 
I  soul  is,  with  strength  and  sense, 
Irst  words  to  ruin  charmed ; 
iuntcd  reasou*s  cold  defence, 
ice«burrier  in  the  ray 
ug  summer,  smiled  away 
anger  yet,  spite  of  all  this — 
r\i  by  her  counsels  taugiit  to  err, 
r\\  driv*n  from  Paradise  for  her, 
th  her — that,  at  least,  was  bliss,) 
ot  heard  him,  ere  he  crossed 
hreshold  of  that  earthly  heav'n, 
»y  her  wildering  smile  he  lost — 
Ickly  was  the  wrong  forgiv'n  I — 
ol  heard  him,  as  he  pressed 
1,  fond  trembler  to  a  breast 
ihe  hud  doom*d  to  sin  and  strife, 
— ev'n  then — his  Life  I  his  Life  I* 
:h  the  love-taught  name,  the  first, 
ruin*d  Man  to  Woman  gave, 
his  outcast  hour,  when  cursed 
fond  witchery,  with  that  worst 
earliest  boon  of  love,  the  grave  ! 

0  brought  death  into  the  world, 

t  stood  before  him,  with  the  light 
sir  lost  Paradise  still  bright 
ose  sunny  locks,  that  curPd 
er  white  shoulders  to  her  feet— 
liful  in  form,  so  sweet 
and  voice,  as  to  redeem 
OSS,  the  death  of  all  thin;j;s  dear, 
herself- -and  make  it  seem 
endless  Life,  wliile  slie  was  near ! 
help  ^  enduring  at  a  creature, 
circled  round  with  spells  so  strong — 
whose  ev*ry  thought,  word,  feature, 
r  and  wo,  through  nglit  and  wrong, 
reel  omnipotence  heaven  gave, 

1  or  ruin,  curee  or  save  7 


or,  AS  It  U  In  Amble,  Ilavah,  (the  name  by 
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34 


Nor  did  the  marvel  cease  with  her->- 

New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came, 
As  strong  to  charm,  as  weak  to  err. 

As  sure  of  man  through  praise  and  blame, 

Whate*er  they  brouglit  him,  pride  or  ahainr. 
He  still  th*  unreasoning  wonhipper. 

And  they,  throughout  all  time,  the  same, 

Enchantresses  of  soul  and  frame, 
Into  whos^  hands,  from  first  to  last. 

This  world  with  all  its  destinies, 
Devotedly  by  heav*n  seems  cast. 

To  save  or  ruin,  as  they  please  ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  to  be  told  how  k>ng, 

How  restlessly  I  sigh'd  to  find 
Some  one,  from  out  that  witching  throng, 

Some  abstract  of  the  form  and  mind 
Of  the  whole  matchless  sex,  from  which 

In  my  own  arms  beheld,  poasesB'd, 
I  might  learn  all  the  powers  to  witch, 

To  warm,  and  (if  my  fate  anbless'd 

Would  have  it)  ruin,  of  the  rest ! 
Into  whose  inward  soul  and  sense 

I  might  descend,  as  doth  the  bee 
Into  the  flower's  deep  heart,  and  thence 

Rifle,  in  all  its  purity. 
The  prime,  the  quiuteaseuce,  the  whole 
Of  wondrous  Woman*a  frame  and  soul ! 


jAt  length,  my  burning  wish,  my  prayt 
(For  such^-oh  what  will  tongues  not  dare. 
When  hearts  go  wrong  ? — this  lip  preferr'd)- 
At  length  my  ominous  prayer  was  heard->- 
But  whether  heard  in  heaven  or  hell, 
listen — and  thou  wilt  know  too  well 


There  was  a  maid,  of  all  who  move 

Like  visions  o'er  this  orb,  most  fit 
To  bo  a  bright  young  angePs  love, 

Herself  so  bright,  so  exquisite ! 
The  pride,  too,  of  her  step,  as  light 

Along  th'  unconscious  earth  she  went, 
Seem*d  that  of  one,  bom  with  a  riglit 

To  walk  some  heavenlier  element, 
And  tread  in  places  whero  her  feet 
A  star  at  ev*ry  step  should  meet 
'Twas  not  alone  tliat  loveliness 

By  which  the  wilder'd  sense  is  caught— 
Of  lips,  whose  very  breath  could  bless ; 

Of  playful  blushes,  that  seem*d  naught 

But  luminous  escapes  of  thought ; 
Of  eyes  that,  when  by  anger  stirr'd. 
Were  fire  itself,  but,  at  a  word 

Of  tenderness,  all  soft  became 
As  though  they  could,  like  the  sun's  bird. 

Dissolve  away  hi  tlieir  own  flame— 


530 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


O'  /onn,  as  pliant  aa  the  shoota 

Of  a  young  tree,  in  vernal  flower ; 
Yet  round  and  glowing  as  the  fruits, 

That  drop  from  it  in  summer's  hour  y^ 
Twas  not  alone  this  lovelinesB 

I'hat  fails  to  loyeliest  women's  share, 

Tliough,  even  here,  her  form  could  spare 
From  its  own  beauty's  rich  excess 

Enough  to  make  ev'n  them  more  fair- 
But  'twas  the  Mind,  outshining  clear 
Through  her  whole  frame^ — ^the  soul,  still  near. 
To  light  each  charm,  yet  independent 

Of  what  it  lighted,  as  the  sun 
That  shines  on  flowers,  would  be  resplendent 

Were  there  no  flowen  to  shine  upon— > 
'Twas  this,  all  this,  in  one  combined— 

Th'  unnumbered  looks  and  arts  that  form 
The  glory  of  young  woman-kind. 

Taken,  in  their  perfection,  warm. 

Ere  time  had  chill'd  a  single  charm. 
And  Btamp'd  with  such  a  seal  of  Mind, 

As  gave  to  beauties,  that  might  be 
Too  sensual  else,  too  unrefined. 

The  impress  of  Divimty  I 

'Twas  this — a  union,  which  the  hand 

Of  Nature  kept  for  her  alone. 
Of  every  thing  most  playful,  bland. 
Voluptuous,  spiritual,  grand. 

In  angel -natures  and  her  own — 
Oh  this  it  was  that  drew  me  nigh 
One,  who  seem'd  kin  to  heaven  as  I, 
A  bright  twin-sister  from  on  high- 
One,  in  whose  love,  I  felt,  were  given 

The  mix'd  deligrhts  of  either  sphere, 
All  that  the  spirit  seeks  in  heaven, 

Aud  all  the  senses  bum   or  here. 

Had  we— but  hold — ^hear  evety  part 

Of  our  sad  tale — spite  of  the  pain 
Remembrance  gives,  when  the  fix'd  dart 

Is  stirr'd  thus  in  the  wound  again — 
Hear  every  step,  so  full  of  bliss. 

And  yet  so  ruinous,  that  led 
Down  to  the  last,  dark  precipice, 

Wlicre  perish*d  both — the  fallen,  the  dead ! 

From  the  first  hour  she  caught  my  sight, 
I  never  left  her — day  and  night 
Hovering  unseen  around  her  way. 

And  *m  d  her  loneliest  musings  near, 
I  soon  could  track  each  thought  that  lay, 

Gleamint;  within  her  heart,  as  clear 

Ai  pcobles  within  brooks  appear ; 
And  there,  among  the  countless  things 

Tliat  keep  Tounc  hearts  f  >rever  glowing, 


Vague  wishes,  fond  imaginings. 

Love-dreams,  as  yet  no  object  knowiDi^ 
Light,  winged  hopes,  that  come  when  lwi» 

And  rainbow  joys  that  end  in  weeping ; 
And  passions,  among  pure  thougfats  hid. 

Like  serpents  under  flowerela  deeping  v^ 
'Mong  alt  these  feelings— felt  where'er 
Young  hearts  are  beating— I  saw  there 
Proud  thoughts,  aspirings  high — beyond 
Whate'er  yet  dwelt  in  soul  so  fond- 
Glimpses  of  glory,  far  away 

Into  the  bright,  vague  future  given ; 
And  fancies,  free  and  grand,  whose  play. 

Like  thfit  of  eaglets,  b  near  heaven ! 
With  this,  too— what  a  soul  and  heait 
To  fall  beneath  the  tempter^s  ait ! — 
A  zeal  for  knowledge,  such  as  ne'er 
Enshrined  itself  in  form  so  fair. 
Since  that  first,  fatal  hour,  when  Eve 

With  every  fruit  of  Eden  bteei'd, 
Save  one  alone— rather  than  leave 

That  one  unreach'd,  lost  all  the  rest 

It  was  m  dreams  that  fint  I  stole 

With  gentle  mastery  o'er  her  mind- 
In  that  rich  twilight  of  the^MNil, 

When  reason's  beam,  half  hid  behind 
The  clouds  of  sleep,  obscurely  gilds 
Each  shadowy  shape  tlie  Fancy  builds— 
'Twas  then,  by  that  soft  light,  I  brought 

Vague,  glimmering  visions  to  her  view  ;— 
Catches  of  radiance,  lost  when  caught. 
Bright  labyrinths,  that  led  to  naught. 

And  vistas,  with  no  pathway  through  ^ 
Dwellings  of  bliss,  that  opening  shone. 

Then  closed,  dissolved,  and  left  no  trace- 
All  that,  in  short,  could  tempt  Hope  on. 

But  give  her  wing  no  resting-place ; 
Myself  the  while,  with  brow,  as  yet. 
Pure  as  the  young  moon's  coronet. 
Through  every  dream  Mtill  in  her  sight, 

Th'  enchanter  of  each  mocking  scene. 
Who  gave  the  hope,  then  brought  the  blight. 
Who  said,  *  Behold  yon  worid  of  light,' 

Then  sudden  dropp'd  a  veil  between ! 

At  length,  when  I  perceived  each  thought. 
Waking  or  sleeping,  fix*d  on  naught 
.  But  these  illusive  scenes,  and  me— 
The  phantom,  who  thus  came  and  went, 
In  half  revealments  only  meant 

To  madden  curiosity— 
When  by  such  various  arts  I  found 
Her  fancy  to  its  utmost  wound. 
One  nigrht — 'twas  ui  a  holy  spot. 
Which  she  for  prayer  had  chosen — a  grat 
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Of  pareKt  marble,  built  below 

Her  garden  beds,  through  which  a  glow 

From  lamps  invisible  then  stole, 

Brightly  pervading  all  the  place- 
Like  that  mysterious  light  the  sool. 

Itself  unseen,  sheds  through  the  face 
There,  at  her  altar,  while  she  knelt. 
And  all  that  woman  ever  felt. 

When  God  and  man  both  claim'd  her  8igh»— 
Every  warm  thought,  that  ever  dwelt. 

Like  summer  clouds,  'twixt  earth  and  skies^ 

Too  pure  to  fall,  too  gross  to  rise. 

Spoke  in  her  gestures,  tones,  and  eyes — 
Then,  as  the  mystic  light*s  soft  ray 
Grew  softer  still,  as  tliough  its  ray 
Was  breathed  from  her,  I  heard  her  say : — 

<  Oh  idol  of  my  dreams !  whatever 

'  Thy  nature  be— human,  divine, 

*  Or  but  half  heav'niy— still  too  fair, 

'  Too  heavenly  to  be  ever  mine ! 

<  Wonderful  Spirit,  who  dost  make 

'  Slumber  so  lovely  that  it  seems 

<  No  longer  life  to  live  awake, 

'  Since  heaven  (tself  descends  in  dreams, 

*  Why  do  I  ever  lose  thee  T  why 

*  When  on  thy  realms  and  thee  I  gaze 
'  Still  drops  that  veil,  which  I  could  die, 

'  Oh  gladly,  but  one  hour  to  raise  7 

*  Long  ere  such  miracles  as  thou 

*  And  thine  came  o'er  my  thoughts,  a  thirst 
For  light  was  in  this  soul,  which  now 

*  Th  '  *coks  have  into  passion  nursed. 

*  There*8  nothing  bright  above,  below, 

'  In  sky— earth— ocean,  that  this  breast 

*  Doth  not  intensely  bum  to  know, 

*  And  thee,  thee,  thee,  o*er  all  the  rest .' 

<  Then  come,  oh  Spirit,  from  behind 

'  The  curtains  of  thy  radiant  home, 
'  If  thou  wouldst  be  as  angel  shrined, 

*  Or  loved  and  clasp'd  as  mortal,  come . 

'  Bring  all  thy  dazzling  wonders  here, 
'  That  I  may,  waking,  know  and  see ; 

<  Or  waft  me  hence  to  thy  own  sphere, 

'  Thy  heaven,  or — ay,  even  that  with  thee ! 

Demon  or  God,  who  hold*8t  the  book 
'  Of  knowledge  spread  beneath  thine  eye, 

*  Give  me,  with  thee,  but  one  bright  look 

'  Into  its  leaves,  and  let  me  die ! 


<  By  those  ethereal  wings,  whose  way 

'  Lies  through  an  element,  so  fraught 
'  With  living  Mind,  that,  as  they  play, 

*  Their  every  movement  is  a  thought ! 

<  By  that  bright,  wreathed  hair,  between 

<  Whose  sunny  clusters  the  sweet  winil 
'  Of  Paradise  so  late  hath  been, 

'  And  left  its  frvgrant  soul  behind ! 

*  By  those  impassion'd  eyes,  that  melt 

<  Their  light  into  the  mmoet  heart ; 
'  Like  sunset  tn  the  waters,  felt 

*  As  molten  fire  through  every  part — 

*  I  do  implore  thee,  oh  most  bright 

*  And  worshipp'd  Spirit,  shine  but  o*er 
'  My  waking,  wondering  eyes  this  night, 

'  This  one  blest  night — I  ask  no  more  V 

Exhausted,  breathless,  as  she  said 
These  burning  words,  her  languid  bead 
Upon  the  altar's  steps  she  cast. 
As  if  that  brain-throb  were  its  last- 
Till,  startled  by  the  breathing,  nigh, 
Of  liTM,  that  echoiHl  back  her  sigh. 
Sudden  her  brow  again  she  raised ; 

And  there,  just  lighted  on  the  shrine, 
Beheld  me— not  as  I  had  blazed 

Around  her,  full  of  light  divine, 
In  her  late  dreams,  but  softeu*d  down 
Into  more  mortal  grace ; — my  crown 
Of  flowers,  too  radiant  for  this  world. 

Left  hanging  on  yon  starry  steep  ; 
My  wings  shut  up,  like  banners  furi*d. 

When  Peace  hath  put  their  pomp  to  sleep ; 

Or  like  autumnal  clouds,  that  keep 
Their  lightnings  sheath*d,  rather  than  mar 
The  dawning  hour  of  some  young  star ; 
And  nothing  left,  but  what  beseem*d 

Th'  accessible,  though  glorious  mate 
Of  mortal  woman-^whose  eyes  beam*d 

Back  upon  hers,  as  passionate  ; 
Whose  ready  heart  brought  flame  for  flame, 
Whose  sin,  whose  madness  was  the  same ; 
And  whose  soul  lost,  in  that  one  hour, 

For  her  and  for  her  love— oh  more 
Of  heaven's  light  than  ev'n  the  power 

Of  beav*n  itself  could  now  restore ! 


And  yet,  that  hour  !"• 


The  Spirit  liers 
Stopp'd  in  his  utterance,  as  if  wjrds 
Gave  way  beneath  the  wild  career 
Of  bis  then  rushing  thoughts— like  chords. 


Midway  in  some  enthuBiast*8  song, 
Breaking  beneath  a  touch  too  strong ; 
Whih  the  clench'd  hand  upon  the  brow 
Told  how  remembrance  throbbed  there  now ! 
But  soon  *twa8  o*er — that  casual  blaze 
From  the  sunk  fire  of  other  days— 
That  relic  of  a  flame,  whose  burning 

Had  bef'n  too  fierce  to  be  >«lum(>d 
Soon  passed  away,  and  the  youth,  turning 

To  his  bright  listeners,  thus  resumed : — 

"  Days,  months  elapsed,  and,  though  what  most 

On  earth  I  sigh*d  for  was  mine,  all — 
Yet — was  I  happy?    God,  thou  know*st, 
Howe*er  they  smile,  and  feign,  and  boast, 

What  happiness  is  theirs,  who  fall ! 
'Twas  bitterest  anguish — made  more  keen 
Ev'n  by  the  love,  the  bliss,  between 
Whose  throbs  it  came,  like  gleams  of  hell 

In  agonizing  cross-light  given 
Athwart  the  glimpses,  they  who  dwell 

In  purgatory'  catch  of  heaven ! 
The  only  feeling  that  to  me 

Seem*d  joy — or  rather  my  sole  rest 
From  aching  miserj* — was  to  see 

My  young,  proud,  blooming  Lilis  blest 
She,  the  fair  fountain  of  all  ill 

To  my  lost  soul — whom  yet  its  thirst 
Fervidly  panted  after  still. 

And  found  the  charm  fresh  as  at  first — 
To  see  her  happy — to  reflect 

Whatever  beams  still  round  me  play'd 
Of  former  pride,  of  glory  wreck'd, 

On  her,  my  Moon,  whose  light  I  made. 

And  whose  soul  worshipped  even  my  shade — 
This  was,  I  own,  enjoyment — this 
My  sole,  last  lingering  glimpse  of  bliss. 
And  proud  she  was,  fair  creature  ! — proud. 

Beyond  what  ev*n  most  queenly  stira 
In  woman*s  heart,  n^r  would  have  bow*d 

That  beautiful  )  oung  brow  of  hers 
To  aught  beneath  the  First  above, 
So  high  she  decm'd  her  Cherub's  love ! 

Then,  too,  that  passion,  hourly  growing 
Stronger  and  stronger — lo  wiiich  even 

>  Called  by  the  Mussnimans  AI  Amr— a  ftort  of  wall  or 
partition  whichf  according  to  the  7th  chxpier  oi'  the  Koran, 
sefMirates  hell  from  p»radi>e.  and  where  they,  who  have 
not  merits  snfflrient  to  gain  them  immediate  ailnilttance  in- 
to heaven  are  supposed  to  stand  for  a  certain  period,  alter- 
nately tantalized  and  tormented  by  the  sighu  that  are  on 
cither  side  presented  to  them. 

Manes,  who  bom>wed  in  many  Instances  from  the  Plato- 
nists,  placed  his  purgatories,  or  places  of  imrification,  in  the 
San  and  }>\i\nn.—'Beau»o^e,  liv.  iii^  chap.  8. 

1 "  Qiielques  gnomeit  de^ireux  de  devenir  Immortols,  av- 
nient  roulu  gngner  les  bonnes  miices  dc  nos  fillcs,  et  leor 


Her  love,  at  times,  gave  way— of  knowiiig 

Every  thing  strange  in  earth  &nd  heaven ; 
Not  only  all  that,  full  reveaPd, 

Th*  eternal  Alla  loves  to  show, 
But  all  that  He  hath  wisely  seal*d 

In  darkness,  for  man  not  to  know— - 
Ev*u  this  demre,  alas,  ill-starr'd 

And  fatal  as  it  was,  I  sousfbt 
To  feed  each  minute,  and  anbarr'd 

Such  realms  of  wonder  on  her  thought, 
As  ne*er,  till  then,  had  let  their  light 
£Iscape  on  any  mortal's  sight ! 
In  the  deep  earth — beneath  the  sea — 

Through  caves  of  fire — ^throngh  wilds  of  ai» 
Wherever  sleeping  Mystery   . 

Had  spread  her  curtain,  we  were  theie— 
Love  still  beside  us,  as  we  went, 
At  home  in  each  new  element, 

And  sure  of  worship  everywhere  ! 

Then  first  was  Nature  taught  to  lay 

The  wealth  of  all  her  kingdoms  down 
At  womanS  wurshipp'd  feet,  and  say, 

*  Bright  creature,  tlits  is  all  thine  own !' 
Theu  first  were  diamonds,  from  the  nigiit' 
Of  earth's  deep  centre  brought  to  light, 
And  made  to  grace  the  conquering,  way 
Of  proud  young  beauty  with  their  rmy. 

Then,  too,  the  pearl  from  out  its  shell 

Unsightly,  in  the  sunless  sea, 
(As  'twere  a  spirit,  forced  to  dwell 

In  form  unlovely,)  was  set  free. 
And  round  the  neck  of  woman  tlirew 
A  light  it  lent  and  borrowed  too. 
For  never  did  this  maid — whate'er 

Tir  ambition  of  the  hour — forget 
Her  sex's  pride  in  being  fair ; 
Nor  that  adornment,  tasteful,  rare. 
Which  makes  the  mighty  magnet,  set 
In  Woman's  form,  more  mighty  yet 
Nor  was  there  aught  within  the  range 

Of  my  swifl  wing  in  sea  or  air. 
Of  beautiful,  or  grand,  or  strange, 
That,  quickly  as  her  wish  could  change, 

I  did  not  seek,  with  such  fond  care,  ' 

avolent  apportA  des  plerreries  dont  ils  spnt  gardiens  nanrets 
et  ces  auteurs  ont  cru,  8*appnyant  sur  le  livie  d*Eanch  ml 
eniendu,  que  cV'toleni  des  pldgesqoe  les  anges anioiifeaxi*' 
&c.  &c. — Comtt  de  Gabali*. 

As  the  fiction  of  the  loves  of  angels  with  womea  gavt 
birth  to  the  fanclHii  world  of  sylphs  and  piomes,  so  w* 
ovie  to  it  also  the  invention  of  those  beaoUAU  Geail  u^ 
Peris,  which  embellish  so  much  the  ro>tboln|Ey  of  the  Etit; 
for  in  the  fatiulons  histories  of  Caidauiarath.  of  Tbaaaa* 
rath,  &c.,  these  spiritnal  creatures  are  always  repeeseefe' 
as  ilie  descendants  of  Seth,  and  called  the  Baal  Algiaa,  tf 
children  of  (*iann. 
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I've  seen  her  look  abovo 
bright  star  admiringly, 
May,  look  not  there,  my  love, 
r^innot  give  it  thee  ." 

ne  the  wonders  found 
Nature*B  lealm — th*  unveil'd,  material, 
es,  that  abound, 
I  her  vast,  enchanted  ground — 
isoe'er  unseen,  ethereal, 
iway  from  human  sense, 
it8  own  intelligence — 
y  of  that  Fountain-head, 
ich  all  vital  spirit  runs, 
3f  Life,  where'er  'tis  spread 
men  or"  ansrols,  flowers  or  suns — 
1^  of  th'  Almighty  Mind, 
o'er  Chaos  he  design'd 
8  of  this  world  ;  and  through 
th  of  darknsBs, — like  the  bow, 
if  rain-clouds,  hue  by  hue' — 
grand,  gradual  picture  grow  ; — 
mt  with  human  kind 
made* — the  chains  of  Fate 
imself  and  them  hath  twined, 
igh  task  he  consummate  ; — 
from  evil,  love  from  hate, 
rk*d  out  through  sin  and  pain, 
hull  loose  her  iron  chain, 
free,  bo  bright  again ! 

the  deep-drawn  mysteries, 

e,  ev'n  more  obscure,  profound, 

ing  to  the  mind  than  these, 

far  as  woman's  thought  could  sound, 

outlaw'd  spirit  reach — 

0  learn,  and  I  to  teach, 
with  such  unearthly  lore, 
^ling  the  pure  light  it  brings 

that  fancy  had,  before, 
alse,  tinted  glimmerings — 
ast  girl  spoke  out,  as  one 
among  her  own  dark  race, 
their  ancient  shrines  would  run, 
Mr  holy  rites  undone, 
upon  her  holier  face. 
h  but  wild  tho  things  she  spoke, 
^at  play  of  error's  smoke 
shapes  by  fancy  curl'd, 

re  thftt  thli  bnppy  mytnf  of  Tjord  Albeniaile*s 
if  its  pTHce  and  plfiyfulneu,  by  being  pat  into 
nny  but  a  human  lover. 

1  b)  \Vhll«hani*s  theory,  the  mention  of  raln- 
ftntediiavian  anirei  Is  an  anachronism;  at  he 

WHS  no  rviln  hefiire  the  flutMl,  and  omseqiiently 
which  accounts  for  the  novelty  of  this  8i|;ht 
■«••• 


Some  gleams  of  pure  religion  broke- 
Glimpses,  that  have  not  yet  awoke, 

But  startled  the  still  dreaming  world ! 
Oh,  many  a  truth,  remote,  sublime, 

Which  Heav'n  would  from  the  minds  of  m  nn 
Have  kept  couceal'd,  till  its  own  time, 

Stole  out  in  these  revealments  then — 
Revealments  dim,  that  have  forerun, 
By  ages,  the  great.  Sealing  One  !^ 
Like  that  imperfect  dawn,  or  light* 

Elscaping  from  the  Zodiac's  signs. 
Which  makes  the  doubtful  east  half  hngu  « 

Before  the  real  mominK  shines  * 

Thus  did  «>me  moons  of  bliss  go  by — 

Of  bli0>  lo  her,  who  saw  but  love 
And  knowledge  throughout  earth  and  sky ; 
To  whose  enamor'd  soul  and  eye, 
I  seem'd — as  is  the  sun  on  high — 

The  light  of  all  below,  above, 
The  spirit  of  sea,  and  land,  and  air, 
Whose  influence,  felt  everywhere, 
Spread  from  its  centre,  her  own  heart, 
Ev'n  to  the  world's  extremest  part ' 
While  through  that  world  her  r  oiless  mind 

Had  now  career'd  so  fast  ^nd  far, 
That  earth  itself  seem'd  left  behind. 
And  her  proud  fancy,  uncoufiued, 

Already  saw  Heaven's  gates  ajar ! 

Happy  enthusiast !  still,  oh,  still 
Spite  of  my  own  heart's  mortal  chill, 
Spite  of  that  double-fronted  sorrow. 

Which  looks  at  once  before  and  back. 
Beholds  the  yesterday,  the  morrow. 

And  sees  both  comfortless,  both  black — 
Spite  of  all  this,  I  could  have  still 
In  her  delight  forgot  all  ill ; 
Or,  if  pain  would  not  be  forgot, 
At  least  have  borne  and  murmur'd  not 
When  thoughts  of  an  oflcnded  heaven. 

Of  sinfulness,  which  I— ev'n  I, 
While  down  its  steep  most  headlong  driren— 
Well  knew  could  never  be  forgiven. 

Came  o'er  me  with  an  agony 
Beyond  all  reach  of  mortal  wo— 
A  torture  kept  for  those  who  know, 
Know  every  thing,  and — worst  of  all — 
Know  and  love  Virtue  while  they  (all ! 

>  For  the  tenns  of  this  compact,  of  which  the  angels  wers 
snppoited  to  be  witnesses,  see  the  chapter  of  the  Koran,  en- 
titled Al  Araf.  and  the  article  **  Adnm**  In  DMIerbeloL 

4  In  acknowledging  the  aqthority  of  the  great  Prophets 
who  had  preceded  him,  Mnhomct  represented  his  own 
mission  as  the  Anal  **  Seat,**  or  eonsanimatioo  of  tbeia  aU. 

i  The  Zodiacal  Light 
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Even  then,  her  preeeoce  had  the  power 

To  Booth,  to  wafin — nay,  even  to  bl( 
If  ever  blifle  could  graft  iti  flower 

On  stem  eo  full  of  bittemeH — 
Even  then  her  glorious  smile  to  me 

Brought  warmth  and  radiance,  if  not  balm  ; 
Like  moonlight  o'er  a  troubled  sea, 

Brightening  the  storm  it  cannot  calm. 

Oft,  too,  when  that  disheartening  fear. 

Which  all  who  love,  beneath  yon  sky. 
Feel,  when  they  gaze  on  what  is  dear— 

The  dreadful  thought  that  it  must  die ! 
That  desolating  thought,  which  comes 
Into  men*8  happiest  houn  and  homes ; 
Whose  melancholy  boding  flings 
Death's  shadow  o'er  the  brightest  things, 
Sicklies  the  infant's  Uoom,  and  spreads 
The  grave  beneath  young  lovers'  beads ! 
This  fear,  so  sad  to  all — to  me 

Most  full  of  sadness,  from  the  thought 
That  I  must  still  live  on,*  when  she 
Would,  like  the  snow  that  on  the  sea 

Fell  yesterday,  in  vain  be  sought ; 
That  heaven  to  me  this  flnal  seal 

Of  all  earth's  sorrow  would  deny, 
And  I  eternally  must  feel 

The  death-pang,  without  power  to  die  ! 
Ev'n  this,  her  fond  endearments — fond 
As  ever  cherish'd  the  sweet  bond 
'Twizt  heart  and  heart— could  charm  away  ; 
Before  her  look  no  clouds  would  stay. 
Or,  if  they  did,  their  gloom  was  gone, 
Their  darkness  put  a  glory  on  ! 
But  'tis  not,  'tis  not  for  the  wrong, 
The  guilty,  to  be  happy  long ; 
And  she,  too,  now,  had  sunk  within 
The  shadow  of  her  tempter's  sin. 
Too  deep  for  ev'n  Omnipotence 
To  snatch  the  fated  victim  thence ! 

• 

Listen,  and,  if  a  tear  there  be 
Left  in  your  hearts,  weep  it  for  me. 

'Twos  on  the  evening  of  a  day. 
Which  we  in  love  had  dreamt  away ; 
In  that  same  garden,  where— the  pride 
Of  seraph  splendor  laid  aside, 
And  tho«e  wings  furl'd,  whose  open  light 
For  mortal  gaze  were  else  too  bright— 
I  fuvt  had  stood  before  her  sight. 
Aim!  found  myself— oh,  ecstasy. 

Which  even  in  pain  I  ne*er  forget— 


i  Poeocks,  however,  fires  it  as  the  opinion  of  the  Maho- 
mttaa  doetors,  that  all  aoals,  ool  only  of  men  and  of  animals. 


Worshipp'd  as  only  God  should  be, 
And  loved  as  never  man  was  yet ! 

In  that  same  garden  were  we  now, 
Thoughtfully  side  by  side  reclining. 

Her  eves  tum'd  upward,  and  her  brow 
With  iti  own  silent  fancies  shining. 

It  was  an  evening  bright  and  still 

As  ever  blnsh'd  on  wave  or  bower. 
Smiling  from  heaven,  as  if  naught  ill 

Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hoar. 
Yet,  I  remember,  both  grew  sad 

In  looking  at  that  light— even  she, 
Of  heart  so  fresh,  and  brow  so  glad. 

Felt  the  still  hour's  solemnity, 
And  thought  she  saw,  in  that  repose. 

The  death-hour  not  alone  of  light, 
But  of  this  whole  fair  world — ^the  close 

Of  all  things  beautiful  and  bright — 
The  last,  grand  sunset,  in  whose  ray 
Nature  herself  died  calm  away ! 

At  length,  as  though  some  livelier  thought 
Had  suddenly  her  fancy  caught, 
She  tum'd  upon  me  her  dark  eyes. 

Dilated  into  that  full  shape 
They  took  m  joy,  reproach,  surprise, 

As  'twere  to  let  more  soul  escape. 
And,  playfully  as  on  my  head 
Her  white  hand  rested,  smiled  and  said : — 


I  had,  last  night,  a  dream  of  thee, 

*  Resembling  those  divine  ones,  given. 
Like  preludes  to  sweet  minstrelsy, 

*  Before  thou  cam'st,  thyself  from  heaven. 

The  same  rich  wreath  was  on  thy  brow, 

*  Dazzling  as  if  of  stariight  made  ; 
And  these  wings,  lying  darkly  now, 

*  Like  meteors  round  thee  flash'd  and  play'd. 

Thou  stood*st  all  bright,  as  in  those  dreams, 

'  As  if  just  wafted  from  above ; 
Mingling  earth's  warmth  with  heaven's  beaow, 

'  A  creature  to  adore  and  love. 

Sudden  I  felt  thee  draw  roe  near 

*  To  thy  pure  heart,  wherp,  fondly  placed, 
I  seem'd  within  the  atinuipl  en* 

*  Of  that  exhaling  light  embraced ; 

And  felt,  methought,  th'  ethereal  flami- 

*  Pass  from  thy  purer  soul  to  naiiie ; 


llvlniE  either  on  land  or  In  the  sea,  hvt  of  the 
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'  Till-— oh,  too  b!iiiitrui — I  bocame, 
'  Tike  thee,  all  iipirit,  all  divine ! 

*  Say,  why  did  dream  go  blew'd  come  o*er  me, 

*  If,  now  I  wake,  'tis  faded,  gone  ? 

*  When  will  my  Cherub  thine  before  me 

*  Thus  radiant,  as  in  heaven  he  shone  ? 

<  When  shall  I,  waking,  be  alk>w*d 

*  To  gaze  upon  those  perfect  charms, 

<  And  clasp  thee  once,  without  a  cloud, 

'  A  chill  of  earth,  within  these  arms  ? 

'Oh  what  a  pride  to  say,  this,  this 

*  Is  my  own  Angel — all  divine, 
'  And  pure,  and  dazzling  as  he  is, 

'  And  fresh  from  heaven — he*8  mine,  he*s  mine ! 

*  Think*st  thou,  were  Lilis  in  thy  place, 

<  A  creature  of  yon  lofty  skies, 
'  She  wouM  have  hid  one  single  grace, 

*  One  glory  from  her  lover*8  eyes  ? 

<  No,  no— then,  if  ^u>u  lov*st  like  me, 

'  Shine  out,  young  Spirit,  in  the  blaza 
'  Of  thy  most  proud  divinity, 

*  Nor  think  thou'lt  wound  this  mortal  gaza. 

*  Too  long  and  oft  iVe  look*d  upon 

*  Those  ardent  eyes,  intense  ev*n  thus — 

*  Too  near  the  stars  themselves  have  gone, 

'  To  fear  aught  grand  or  luminous. 

'  Then  doubt  me  not— oh,  who  can  say 

*  But  that  this  dream  may  yet  come  true, 
'  And  my  blessed  spirit  driuk  thy  ray, 

*  Till  it  becomes  all  heavenly  too  7 

*  Let  me  this  once  but  feel  th#)  flame 

'  Of  those  ^read  wings,  the  very  pnde 
'  Will  change  my  nature,  and  this  frame 
'  By  the  mere  touch  be  deified  !* 

Thus  spoke  the  maid,  as  one,  not  used 
To  be  by  earth  or  heaven  refused — 
As  one,  wlio  knew  her  influence  o*er 

All  creatures,  whatsoe'er  they  were. 
And,  though  to  heaven  she  could  not  soar. 

At  least  would  bring  down  heaven  to  her. 


>  The  Dove,  ur  ph^eon  which  attended  Mahomet  as  his 
ftaiUlar,ao'*vas  frequently  ieenti>  whisper  in  hi* ear,  was, 
If  I  reriillee  nf  bt«  oaeoT  ihnt  select  ouoilier  ofaalaials  (la- 
eltsdlag  alio  the  ant  of  Suliimon,  the  d<ig  of  the  Sevmi 
C!aetw«.  ht.)  which  were  thought  bjr  the  Prophet  worthy 
sf  atfioleelon  into  Ptimdise. 
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Little  did  she,  alas,  or  I — 

£7*0  I,  whose  sonU  but  half-way  yet 
Immerged  in  sin*s  obscurity 
Was  as  the  earth  wliereon  we  lie, 

0*er  half  whose  disk  the  sun  is  set^ 
Little  did  we  forest  the  fate. 

The  dreadful — how  can  it  be  told  ? 
Such  pain,  such  anguish  to  relate 

Is  o*er  again  to  feel,  behoM  ! 
But,  charged  as  'tis,  my  heart  must  i^eak 
Its  sorrow  out,  or  it  will  break  ! 
Some  dark  misgivings  had,  I  own- 

Pass*d  for  a  moment  through  my  breast  — 
Fears  of  some  danger,  vague  unknown, 
To  one,  or  both — someth  .ng  unbless'd 
To  happen  from  this  proud  request 
But  soon  these  boding  fancies  fled  ; 

Nor  saw  I  aught  that  could  forbid 
My  full  revealment,  save  the  dread 
Of  that  first  dazzle,  when,  unhid. 
Such  light  should  burst  upon  a  lid 
Ne'er  tried  in  heaven  ;— and  even  this  glare 
She  might,  by  love's  own  nurnng  care. 
Be,  like  young  eagles,  taught  U  bear. 
For  well  I  knew,  the  lustre  shec 
From  Cherub  wings,  when  proudlie:4  spread, 
Was,  in  its  nature,  lambent,  pure, 

And  innocent  as  is  the  light 
The  glow-worm  hangs  out  to  allure 

Her  mate  to  her  green  bower  at  night. 
Oft  had  I,  in  the  mid-air,  swept 
Through  clouds  in  which  the  lightning  slept, 
As  in  its  lair,  ready  to  ^ring. 
Yet  waked  it  not — though  from  my  wing 
A  thousand  sparks  fell  glittering ! 
Oft  too  when  round  me  from  above 

The  feather*d  snow,  in  all  its  whiteness. 
Fell,  like  the  moultings  of  heaven's  Dove,'— 

So  harmless,  though  so  full  of  brightnem. 
Was  my  brow's  wreath,  that  it  would  shake 
From  oflf  its  flowers  each  downy  flake 
As  delicate,  nnmelted,  fair. 
And  cool  as  they  had  lighted  there. 

Nay  ev'n  with  Lilis— had  I  not 
Aroand  her  sleep  all  radiant  beum'd. 

Hung  o'er  her  slumbers,  nor  forgot 
To  kiss  her  eyelids,  as  she  dream'd } 


(when  he  hkl  himself  In  a  cave  In  Mount  Shur)  hy  hh  par* 
saen  Undlng  the  niciath  of  the  cave  covered  by  h  spider*!  web. 
and  a  nest  built  by  two  piieons  at  the  entrance,  with  two 
eggs  anbroken  In  It,  which  made  iheiu  thinit  no  >ne  conld 
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And  yet,  at  morn,  from  that  repose, 

Had  she  not  waked,  unscathed  and  bright, 

As  doth  the  pure,  unconscious  rose, 
Though  by  the  fire-fly  kissM  all  night? 

Thus  haying — as,  alas,  deceived 

By  my  sin*s  blindness,  I  believed— 

No  cause  for  dread,  and  those  dark  eyes 

Now  flx*d  upon  me,  eagerly 
As  though  th'  unlocking  of  the  skies 

Then  waited  but  a  sign  from  me — 
How  could  I  pause  ?  how  ev*n  let  fall 

A  word,  a  whisper  that  could  stir 
In  her  pro- id  heart  a  doubt,  that  all 

I  brought  ^rom  heaven  belonged  to  her. 
Slow  from  hei  side  I  rose,  while  she 
Arose,  too,  mutely,  tremblingly, 
But  not  with  fear — all  hope,  and  pride, 

She  waited  for  the  awful  boon, 
like  priestesses,  at  eventide. 

Watching  the  rise  of  the  full  moon, 
Whose  light,  when  once  its  orb  hath  slione, 
'Twill  madden  them  to  look  upon ! 

Of  all  my  glories,  the  bright  crown, 

Which,  when  I  last  from  heaven  came  down 

Was  led  behind  me,  in  yon  star 

That  shines  from  out  those  clouds  afar, — 

Whero,  relic  sad,  *tis  treasured  yet, 

The  dowufallen  angel's  coronet  !— 

Of  all  my  glories,  this  alone 

Was  wanting: — but  th'  illumined  brow, 

The  sun -bright  locks,  the  eyes  that  now 
Had  love*8  spell  added  to  their  own, 
And  pour'd  a  light  till  then  unknown  ; — 

Th'  unfolded  wings,  that,  in  their  play, 
Shed  sparkles  bright  as  Alla's  throne  ; 

All  1  could  bring  of  heaven's  array, 

Of  that  rich  panoply  of  charms 
A  Cherub  moves  in,  on  the  day 
Of  his  best  pomp,  I  now  put  on  ; 
And,  proud  tiiat  in  her  eyes  I  shone 

Thus  glorious,  glided  to  her  arms  ; 
Which  still  (thougli,  at  a  sight  so  splendid, 

Her  dazzled  brow  had,  instantly. 
Sunk  on  her  breast)  were  wide  extended 

To  clasp  the  form  she  durst  not  see  !* 
Great  Heaven  I  how  cuuld  thy  vengeance  light 
So  bitterly  on  one  so  bright  ? 
How  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms, 
Blast  them  again,  in  love's  own  arms? 
Scarce  had  I  touch'd  her  shrinking' frame 

When^-oh  most  horrible  ! — I  felt 

>  *'  Mdhnmmcd,  (Mys  Bale,)  thnnph  a  prophet  was  not 

able  to  bent  the  sight  of  Cinhiiel,  when  he  Mppeared  In  his 

xoper  fiirro,  muet    ess  would  others  be  able  to  support  It'* 


That  every  spaik  of  that  purci  flam»— 

Pure,  while  among  tho  stars  I  dwelt— 
Was  now,  by  my  transgression,  tum*d 
Into  gross,  earthly  (ire,  which  bum'd, 
Bum*d  all  it  touch'd,  as  fast  as  eye 

Could  follow  the  fierce,  ravening  flanhcs ; 
Till  there— oh  God,  I  still  ask  why 
Such  doom  was  hers  ? — I  saw  her  lie 

Blackening  within  my  arms  to  ashes  ! 
That  brow,  a  glory  but  to  see — 

Those  lips,  whose  touch  was  what  the  fint 
Fresh  cup  of  immortality 

Is  to  a  new-made  angcPs  thirst ! 
Those  clasping  arms,  witliin  whose  rouDd— 
My  heart's  horizon — the  wlicjo  bound 
Of  its  hope,  prospect,  heaver  *vas  found ! 
Which,  even  in  Uiis  dread  mument,  fond 

As  when  they  first  were  round  me  cast. 
Loosed  not  in  death  the  fatal  bond* 

But,  burning,  held  me  to  the  last ! 
All,  all,  that,  but  that  mom,  had  8oem*d 
As  if  Love's  self  there  breathed  and  beamV 
Now,  parch'd  and  black,  before  me  lay, 
Withering  in  agony  away  ; 
And  mine,  oh  misery  !  mine  the  flame. 
From  which  this  desolation  came  ^ 
I,  the  cursed  spirit,  whose  caress 
Had  blasted  all  that  loveliness  ! 


*Twns  maddening  I — but  now  hear  even  w: 
Had  death,  death  only,  been  the  curse 
I  brought  upon  her — had  the  doom 
But  ended  here,  when  her  young  bloom 
Lay  in  the  dust — and  did  the  spirit 
No  part  of  that  fell  curse  inherit, 
'Twere  not  so  dreadful — but,  come  near— 
Too  shocking  'tis  for  earth  to  hear — 
Just  when  her  eyes,  in  fading,  took 

Their  last,  keen,  agonized  farewell, 
And  look'd  in  mine  with— oh,  that  look ! 

Great  vengeful  Power,  whute'er  the  hell 
Thou  muyst  to  human  souls  assign. 
The  memory  of  that  look  is  mine  ! — 

In  her  last  struggle,  on  my  brow 

Her  ashy  lips  a  kiss  impress'd. 
So  withering ! — I  fe^l  it  now — 

'TwuB  fire — but  fire,  ev'n  more  unUess'd 
Than  was  my  own,  and  like  that  flame. 
The  angels  shudder  but  to  name» 
Hell's  everlasting  element ! 

Deep,  deep  it  pierced  into  my  brain, 
Maddening  and  torturing  as  it  went ; 

And  here— mark  here,  the  brand,  the 
It  left  upon  my  front — burnt  in 
By  that  last  kiss  of  love  and  sin— 
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A  brand,  which  all  the  pomp  aad  pride 
Of  a  fallen  Spirit  cannot  bide ! 

But  is  it  thos,  dread  Providence- 
Can  it,  indeed,  be  thos,  that  she, 
Who,  (but  for  one  proud,  fond  offence,; 

Had  honor*d  heaven  itself,  should  be 
Now  doom*d — I  cannot  speak  it — no. 
Merciful  Alla  !  *tis  not  so— 
Never  could  lips  divine  have  said 
The  fiat  of  a  fate  so  dread. 
And  yet,  that  look^^o  deeply  fraught 

With  more  than  anguish,  with  despair — 
That  new,  fierce  fire,  resembling  naught 

In  heaven  or  earth — this  scorch  I  bear ! — 
Oil — for  the  first  time  that  these  knees 

Have  bent  before  thee  since  my  fail. 
Great  Power,  if  ever  thy  decrees 

Thou  couldst  for  prayer  like  mine  recall. 
Pardon  that  spirit,  and  on  me, 

On  me,  who  taught  her  pride  to  eir, 
Shed  out  each  drop  of  agony 

Thy  burning  vial  keeps  for  ner ! 
See,  too,  where  low  beside  me  kneel 

Two  other  outcasts,  who,  though  gone 
And  lost  themselves,  yet  dare  to  feel 

And  pray  for  that  poor  mortal  one. 
Alas,  too  well,  too  well  they  know 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  wo 
That  Passioo  briugs  upon  the  best, 
The  wisest,  and  the  loveliest. — 
Oh,  who  is  to  be  saved,  if  such 

Bright,  erring  souLs  are  not  forgiven ; 
So  loath  they  wander,  and  so  much 

Their  very  waud'riugs  lean  towards  heaven ! 
Again,  I  cry,  Jvui  Power,  tninsfer 

That  creature  s  sufiTeriugs  all  to  mo — 

Mine,  mine  the  guilt,  the  torment  be, 
To  save  one  minute*s  pain  to  her. 

Let  mine  last  ail  eternity  !*' 

He  paused,  and  to  the  earth  bent  down 

His  throbbing  head ;  while  they,  who  felt 
That  agony  as  *twere  their  own. 

Those  angel  youths,  beside  him  knelt, 
And,  in  the  nighfs  still  silence  there. 
While  mournfully  each  wand*ring  air 
P!ny*d  in  those  plumes,  that  never  more 
To  their  lost  home  in  heaven  must  soar, 
Breathed  inwaidly  the  voiceleas  prayer, 
Unheard  by  all  but  Mercy's  ear — 
And  which  if  Mercy  did  not  hear, 
Ob,  God  wouki  mot  be  what  this  bright 

And  gkirioas  oaiveise  of  His, 
This  world  of  beauty,  goodness,  light. 

And  endless  knre,  proclaims  He  *9  ! 


Not  long  they  knelt,  when,  from  a  wood 
That  crown*d  that  airy  solitude. 
They  heard  a  k>w,  nnoertain  sound. 
As  from  a  lute,  that  just  had  found 
Some  happy  theme,  and  murmur'd  round 
The  new>bom  fancy,  with  fond  tone, 
Scarce  thinking  aught  so  sweet  its  own ! 
Till  soon  a  voice,  that  mateh*d  as  well 

That  gentle  instrument,  as  suits 
The  sea-air  to  an  ocean^helU 

(So  kin  its  spirit  to  the  lute's,) 
Tremblingly  followed  the  soft  strain, 
Interpreting  its  joy,  its  pain. 

And  lending  the  light  wings  of  words 
To  many  a  thought,  that  else  had  lain 

Unfledged  and  mute  among  the  chorda. 

All  started  at  the  sound — but  chief 

The  third  young  Angel,  in  whose  (ace, 
Though  faded  like  the  others,  grief 

Had  left  a  gentler,  holier  trace  ; 
As  if,  even  yet,  through  pain  and  ill, 
Hope  had  not  fled  him — as  if  still 
Her  precious  peari,  in  sorrow's  cup, 

Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay. 
To  shine  again,  when,  all  drunk  up. 

The  bitterness  sliould  pass  away. 
Chiefly  did  he,  though  in  his  eyes 
There  shone  more  pleasure  than  surprise. 
Turn  to  the  wood,  from  whence  tliat  sound 

Of  solitary  sweetness  broke ; 
Then,  listening,  look  delighted  round 

To  his  bright  peers,  while  thus  it  spoken— 
"  Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph  love, 

"  My  angel-lord,  come  pray  with  me ; 
**  In  vain  to-night  my  lipliath  strove 
**  To  send  one  holy  prayer  above— 
**  The  knee  may  bend,  the  lip  may  move, 

'*  But  pray  I  cannot,  without  thee ! 
"  Tve  fed  the  altar  in  my  bower 

"  With  droppings  from  the  incense  tree  ; 
"  Tve  shelter*d  it  from  wind  and  shower, 
**  But  dim  it  bums  the  livelong  hour, 
<*  As  if,  like  me,  it  had  no  power 

**  Of  life  or  lustre,  without  thee ! 

"  A  boat  at  midnight  sent  alone 
**  To  diift  upi4>  the  momle«  s^a, 

"  A  lute,  whose  leading  ebord  is  gone, 

"  A  wounded  bird,  that  hath  but  one 

"  Imperfect  wing  to  soar  upon, 
**  Are  like  what  I  am,  without  thee ! 

"  Then  ne*er,  my  spirit-love   ihride, 
<*  In  life  or  death,  thyself  trom  me ; 
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"  But  when  again,  in  sonny  pride, 
"  Thou  walk'st  through  Eden  let  me  glide, 
'*  A  prostrate  iiliadow,  by  thy  fide— 
«  Ob  happier  thus  than  without  tliee !" 

l*Iie  song  had  ceased,  when,  from  the  wood 

Which,  sweeping  down  that  airy  height, 
Reach'd  the  lone  spot  whereon  they  stood — 

There  suddenly  shone  out  a  light 
From  a  clear  lamp,  wliich,  as  it  blazed. 
Across  the  brow  of  one,  who  raised 
Its  flame  aloft,  (as  if  to  throw 
The  light  upon  that  group  below,) 
Display'd  two  eyes,  sparkling  between 
The  dusky  leaves,  such  as  are  seen 
By  fancy  only,  in  those  faces. 

That  haunt  a  poet*s  walk  at  even. 
Looking  from  out  their  leafy  places 

Upon  his  dreams  of  love  and  heaven. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — the  blush,  brought 
0*er  all  her  features  at  the  thought 

Of  boiug  seen  thus,  late,  alone, 
By  any  but  the  eyes  she  sought. 

Had  scarcely  for  an  instant  shone 

Through  the  dark  leaves,  when  she  was  gon^— 
Gone,  like  a  meteor  that  o*erhead 
Suddenly  shines,  and,  ere  we've  said, 
«  Behold,  how  beautiful  .'"—'tis  fled. 

Yet,  ere  she  went,  the  words,  "  I  come, 

"  I  come,  my  Nama,"  reach'd  her  ear, 

In  that  kind  voice,  familiar,  dear. 
Which  tells  of  confldence,  of  home,-— 

Of  habit,  that  hath  drawn  hearts  near. 
Till  they  grow  one,— of  faith  sincere. 
And  all  tliat  Love  most  lovos  to  hear ; 
A  music,  Lreathing  of  the  past. 

The  present,  and  the  time  to  be. 
Where  Hope  and  Memory,  to  the  last, 

Lengthen  out  life's  true  harmony ! 

I  Seth  is  A  favorite  personage  among  the  Orientals,  and 
acts  a  consplrunu!*  part  in  many  of  their  ina«>t  extruvagant 
romances.  The  Syrians  pretended  to  have  a  Testament  of 
this  Patriarch  in  their  posaeMion,  in  which  was  explained 
the  whole  theology  of  angels,  their  different  orders,  iic.  Ilc 
The  Curdt.  luo.  (as  Hyde  mentions  In  hi*  Appendix.)  have  a 
book,  which  contains  ail  the  rites  of  their  religion,  and  which 
they  call  Sohuph  8helt,  or  the  Book  of  Seth. 

In  the  sanie  manner  that  Seth  and  Cham  are  supposed  to 
have  preserved  these  memorials  of  antediluvian  knowledge, 
Xixnthms  is  said  in  Chaldean  fable  to  lave  deposited  in 
Riparis,  the  city  of  the  Sun,  those  monuments  of  science 
which  he  had  saved  out  of  the  waters  of  a  delogOd — See 
Jahlonski's  learned  remarks  upon  these  columns  or  tablets 
of  8eth.  w  bich  he  supposes  to  be  the  same  with  the  pillars 
of  Mercury,  or  the  Egyptian  Thoth.— PaaUcea.  t^gfpi'  lib. 
v.,  cap.  5. 

>  The  Mu«sulmans,  sa>'8  D'llerlielot,  apply  the  general 
name,  MocnrrflMiun,  in  all  those  S|)irits  '*qui  approchent  le 
pliu  pris  le  Trdne.'*   Of  thii  nuuiber  are  Mikall  and  Gebrall. 


Nor  long  did  he,  whom  call  iD^kind 
Summoned  away,  remain  behind ; 
Nor  did  there  need  much  time  to  tell 

What  they — alas,  more  fallen  than  b^ 
From  happiness  and  heaven — knew  well, 

His  gentler  love's  short  history ! 

Thus  did  it  run — not  as  he  told 

The  tale  himself,  but  as  'tis  graved 
Upon  the  tablets  that,  of  old. 

By  Seth'  were  from  the  deluge  ntfed. 
All  written  over  with  sublime 

And  saddening  legends  of  tb'  nnble9s*dt 
But  glorious  Shirts  of  tin.'  time, 

And  this  young  Angel's  'mong  the 


THIRD  ANGEL'S  STORY. 

Among  the  Spirits,  of  pure  flame, 

That  in  th'  eternal  heavens  abkie— 
Circles  of  light,  that  from  the  same 

Unclouded  centre  sweeping  wkle. 

Carry  its  beams  on  every  side-« 
Like  spheres  of  air  that  waft  around 
The  undulations  of  rich  sotud. 
Till  the  far-circling  radiance  be 
Diffused  into  infiuity ! 
First  and  immediate  near  the  Throne 
Of  Alla,'  as  if  most  his  own, 
The  Seraphs  stand* — this  btu'ning  sign 
Traced  ou  their  banner,  **  Love  divine  !** 
Their  rank,  their  honors,  far  above 

Ev*n  those  to  high-brow'd  Cherubs  given, 
Though  knowiug  all ; — so  much  doth  k>ve 

Transcend  all  Knowledge,  ev*n  in  heaven ! 

I  The  Seraphim,  or  Spirits  of  Divine  Love. 

There  appears  to  be,  among  writers  on  the  East,  as  well  as 
among  the  Orientab  theniseh  es,  conaidefabte  indeeiskw  »iih 
regard  to  the  respective  claims  of  Seraphim  nod  Cbenibin 
to  the  highest  rank  in  the  celestial  hierarchy.  The  denva- 
lion  which  Hyde  assigns  tu  the  wurd  Ckerai*  seems  to  Atxtz- 
mine  the  precedence  in  Givor  of  that  order  of  spirits :— 
"Cherubim,  i.  s.  Pnipinqul  Angeli,  qui  so.  Deo  prttprios 
qnam  alii  accedunt ;  nam  CkariA  est  i.  f .  JTercii.  appntpts* 
quare.**  (P.  9G3.)  Al  Beldawl,  toa  one  of  the  emnneDiaton 
of  the  Koran,  un  that  pnasagn,  **  the  nofels*  «  bo  bear  itie 
throne,  and  those  who  stand  aboni  It,**  (chap,  xl.)  saytt. 
**  These  are  the  Cherabin^  the  highest  order  of  anfet«." 
On  the  other  hand,  we  have  seen.  In  n  preceding  note,  thnt 
the  Syrians  place  the  sphere  In  which  the  Sleraph^  dwell  a( 
the  very  sunioiitof  all  the  celestial  sysiesis;  andeven.anmoi 
Mahometans,  the  words  AsasU  and  MoenrrelNMin  (whirb 
mean  the  vpirits  that  stand  nearest  to  the  thn»ne  of  AUa 
are  indiscriminately  applied  to  both  Seraphim  and  Chen 
bim. 
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'Mong  these  wae  ZABAra  once— and  none 

£*er  felt  affection's  holy  fire. 
Or  yearn'd  towards  th*  Eternal  One, 

With  half  such  longing,  deep  desire. 
Love  was  to  bis  impaasionM  soul 

Not,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 
Of  its  existence,  hut  the  whole— 

The  Tery  life-breath  of  his  heart ! 
Oil,  when  from  Alla's  lifted  brow 

A  lustre  came,  too  bright  to  bear. 
And  all  the  seraph  ranks  would  bow. 

To  shade  their  dazzled  sight,  nor  dare 

To  look  upon  th*  effulgence  ther»— 
This  Spirit's  eyes  would  court  the  Uaze, 

(Such  pride  he  in  adoring  took,) 
And  rather  lose,  in  that  one  gaze. 

The  power  of  looking,  than  not  look ! 
Then,  too,  when  angel  voices  sung 
The  mercy  of  their  Grod,  and  strung 
Their  harps  to  hail,  with  welcome  sweet, 

That  moment,  watch'd  for  by  all  eyes. 
When  some  repentant  sinner's  feet 

Fust  touch'd  the  threshold  of  the  skies, 
Oh  then  how  clearly  did  the  voice 
Of  Zakaph  above  all  rejoice ! 
Jiove  was  in  ev'ry  buoyant  tone^ 

Such  love,  as  only  could  belong 
To  the  blest  angels,  and  alone 

Could,  eVn  from  angels,  bring  such  song  I 

Alas,  that  it  should  e'er  have  been 

In  heav*n  as  'tis  too  often  here. 
Where  nothing  fond  or  bright  is  seen. 

But  it  hath  pain  and  peril  near ;— • 
Where  right  and  wrong  so  close  resemble. 

That  what  we  take  for  virtue's  thrill 
Is  often  the  first  downward  tremble 

Of  the  heart's  balance  unto  ill ; 
Where  Love  hath  not  a  shrine  so  pure. 

So  holy,  but  the  serpent,  Sin, 
In  moments,  ev'n  the  most  secure, 

Beneath  his  altar  may  glide  in  ! 

So  was  it  with  that  Angel — such 

The  charm,  that  sloped  his  fall  along, 
From  good  to  ill,  from  loving  much. 

Too  easy  lapse,  to  loving  wrong.-* 
Ev'n  so  that  amorous  Spirit,  bound 
By  beauty's  spell,  where'er  'twas  found, 
From  the  bright  things  above  the  moon 

Down  to  earth's  beaming  eyes  descended, 
Till  love  for  the  Creator  soon 

In  passion  for  the  creature  ended. 

Twas  fint  at  twilight,  on  the  shore 
Of  the  smooth  sea,  he  heard  the  lute 


And  voice  of  h«r  he  loved  steal  o'er 

The  silver  waters,  that  lay  mutOf 
As  loath,  by  even  a  breath,  to  stay 
The  pilgrimage  of  that  sweet  lay, 
Whose  echoes  still  went  on  and  on. 
Till  lost  among  the  light  that  shone 
Far  off,  beyond  the  ocean's  brim — 

There,  where  the  rich  cascade  of  day 
Had  o'er  th'  horizon's  golden  rim, 

Into  EHysium  roU'd  away ! 
Of  God  she  sung,  and  of  the  mild 

Attendant  Mercy,  that  beside 
His  awful  throne  forever  smiled. 

Ready,  with  her  white  hand,  to  guide 
Hki  bolts  of  vengeance  to  their  prey — 
That  she  might  quench  them  on  the  way ! 
Of  Peac»— «f  that  Atoning  Love, 
Upon  whose  star,  shining  above 
This  twilight  world  of  hope  and  fear, 

The  weeping  eyes  of  Faith  are  fix'd 
So  fond,  that  with  her  every  tear 

The  light  of  that  love-star  is  mix'd  !— 
All  this  she  sung,  and  such  a  soul 

Of  piety  was  in  that  song, 
That  the  charm'd  Angel,  as  it  stole 

Tenderiy  to  his  ear,  along 
Those  lulling  waters  where  he  lay, 
Watching  the  daylight's  dying  ray, 
Thought  'twas  a  voice  from  out  the  wave, 
An  echo,  that  some  sea-nymph  gave 
To  Elden's  distant  harmony, 
Heard  faint  and  sweet  beneath  the  sea ! 

Quickly,  however,  to  its  source. 
Tracing  that  music's  melting  course, 
He  saw,  upon  the  golden  sand 
Of  the  sea-shore,  a  maiden  stand. 
Before  whose  feet  th*  expiring  waves 

Flung  their  last  oflR»riiig  with  a  sigh — 
As,  in  the  East,  exhausted  slaves 

Lay  down  the  far-broughl  gift,  ani*  'lie— 
And,  while  her  lute  hung  by  her,  husn'd, 

As  if  unequal  to  the  tide 
Of  song,  that  from  her  lips  still  gush'd. 

She  raised,  like  one  beatified. 
Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  given 

To  be  adored  than  to  adore— 
Such  eyes,  as  may  have  look'd  from  heaven, 

But  ne'er  were  raised  to  it  before  I 

Oh  Love,  Religion,  Music' — all 
That's  left  of  Eden  upon  earth— 


I  **  Les  Efyptlens  disent  qoe  la  Mn»iqiie  est  Smm  d»  Is 
:kW(fMii.**— r«yfl#M  d*  Pjfikagwret  torn.  L,  p.  40. 
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The  only  blesnngs,  sioce  the  fall 
Of  our  weak  souls,  that  still  recall 

A  trace  of  their  high,  glorious  birth-^ 
How  kindred  are  the  dreams  you  bring . 

How  Love,  though  unto  earth  so  prone, 
Delights  to  take  religion's  wing, 

When  time  or  grief  hath  stain'd  his  own ! 
How  near  to  Love's  beguiling  brink. 

Too  oft,  entranced  Religion  lies ! 
While  Music,  Music  is  the  link 

They  both  still  hold  by  to  the  skies, 
The  language  of  their  native  sphere, 
Which  they  had  elso  forgotten  here. 

How  then  could  Zarapii  fail  to  feel 
That  moment'^  witcheries  ?— one,  so  fair. 

Breathing  out  music,  that  might  steal 
Heaven  from  itself,  and  rapt  in  prayer 
That  seraphs  might  be  proud  to  share ! 

Oh,  he  did  feel  it,  all  too  well— 

With  warmth,  that  far  too  dcariy  cost — 

Nor  knew  he,  when  at  last  he  fell, 

To  which  attraction,  to  which  spell, 

liove.  Music,  or  Devotion,  most 

His  soul  in  that  sv^  eet  hour  was  lost 

Sweet  was  the  hour,  though  dearly  won. 

And  pure,  as  aught  of  earth  could  be. 
For  then  first  did  the  glorious  sun 

Before  religion's  altar  see 
Two  hearts  in  wedlock's  golden  tie 
Belf-pledge<l,  in  love  to  live  and  die. 
Blest  uuion  !  by  that  Angel  wove. 

And  worthy  from  such  hands  to  come ; 
Safe,  sole  asylum,  iu  which  Love, 
When  falPn  or  exiled  from  above. 

In  this  dark  worid  can  find  a  home. 

And,  though  the  Spirit  had  transgressed. 
Had,  from  his  station  'mong  tlie  bless'd 
Won  down  by  woman's  smile,  allow'd 

Terrestrial  passion  to  breathe  o'er 
The  mirror  of  his  heart,  and  cloud 

God*8  image,  there  so  bright  before-^ 
Yet  never  did  that  Power  look  down 

On  error  with  a  brow  so  mild ; 
Never  did  JuRtice  wear  a  frown. 

Through  which  so  gently  Mercy  smiled. 
For  humble  was  their  love— with  awe 

And  tfembliug  like  some  treasure  kept. 


>Bara. 

t  An  allasinn  to  the  Bephlrothf  or  Splendors  of  the  Jew- 
ish Calthiila,  represented  at  a  tree,  of  which  God  Is  the 
cniwn  or  saiiimiL 

The  ^phirtiths  are  the  higher  orders  ofemannUve  helni^ 
In  the  strance  and  Incomprehensible  system  of  the  Jewish 


■i 


That  was  not  theirs  by  holy  law — 
Whose  beauty  with  remorse  they  saw, 

And  o'er  whose  preciousness  they  wepi 
Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root. 
From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot. 
Was  in  the  hearts  of  both — but  most 

In  Naua's  heart,  by  whom  alone 
Those  charms  for  which  a  heaven  was  lost, 

Seem*d  all  unvalued  and  unknown  ; 
And  when  her  seraph's  eyes  she  caught, 

And  hid  hen  glowing  on  his  breast, 
Even  bliss  was  humbled  by  the  thought — 

"  What  claim  have  I  to  be  so  bless'd  V 
Still  less  could  maid,  v  meek,  have  niined 
Desire  of  knowledge — ^that  vain  thint, 
With  which  the  sex  hath  all  been  cursed. 
From  luckless  Eve  to  her,  who  near 
The  Tabernacle  stole  to  hear 
The  secrets  of  the  angels :'  no— 

To  love  as  her  own  Seraph  loved. 
With  Faith,  tlie  same  through  Miss  and 

Faith,  that,  were  even  its  light  removed. 
Could,  like  the  dial,  fix'd  remain. 
And  wait  till  it  shone  out  again  ; 
With  Patience  that,  though  often  bow'd 

By  the  rude  storm,  can  rise  anew ; 
And  Hope  that,  even  from  Evil's  ckMid, 

Sees  sunny  Good  half  breaking  through ! 
This  deep,  relying  Love,  worth  more 
In  heaven  than  all  a  Cherub*s  lore-^ 
This  Faith,  more  sure  than  aught  beside. 
Was  the  sole  joy,  ambition,  pride 
Of  her  fond  heart — th'  unreasoning  scope 

Of  all  its  views,  above,  below — 
So  true  she  felt  it  that  to  hope, 

To  trust,  is  happier  than  to  know. 
And  thus  in  humbleness  they  trod. 
Abash 'd,  but  pure  before  theu*  Gtjd ; 
Nor  e'er  did  eartli  behold  a  sight 

So  meekly  beautiful  as  they. 
When,  with  the  altar's  holy  light 

Full  on  their  brows,  they  knelt  to  pray. 
Hand  witliin  hand,  and  side  by  side. 
Two  links  of  love,  awhile  untied 
From  the  great  chain  above,  but  fast 
Holding  together  to  the  last ! — 
Two  fallen  Splendors,'  from  that  tree. 
Which  buds  with  such  eternally.* 
Shaken  to  earth,  yet  keeping  alt 
Their  light  and  fiesljiess  in  tho  fall. 


Cabbala.  They  are  called  by  various  name«,  Pii>,  etuiy, 
tec  &X.. ;  and  their  inflaenees  are  sappoeed  to  act  through 
certain  canals,  which  coniinanlcate  with  each  other. 

*  The  render  may  Judge  of  the  rationality  of  this  Jrwisb 
system  by  the  fol  lowing  explanation  of  part  oTlhe  machl  lery: 
— "  Les  canaux  qui  sortont  de  la  Mis^ricorde  et  de  la  I  orce, 
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Their  only  punishment,  (as  wrou^, 

However  sweet,  must  bear  its  brand,) 
Their  only  doom  wus  this — that,  long 

Ac  the  green  earth  and  ocean  stand, 
They  both  shall  wander  here— the  same. 
Throughout  all  time,  in  heart  and  frame-* 
Still  loosing  to  that  goal  sublime, 

Whotfe  light  remote,  but  sur*^,  th«»y  see  ', 
PSlgrinin  of  Love,  whose  way  is  Time, 

Whose  home  is  in  Eteniity  ! 
Subject,  tiio  while,  to  all  the  strife. 
True  Love  encounters  in  this  life— 
The  wislies,  hopes,  lie  breathes  in  vain  ; 

1  he  chill,  that  turns  his  warmest  sighs 

To  earthly  vapor,  ere  they  rise ; 
The  doubt  he  feed<9  on,  and  the  pain 

That  in  his  very  sweetness  lies : — 
Still  worse,  th*  illusions  that  betray 

His  footsteps  to  their  shining  brink  ; 
That  tempt  him,  on  his  desert  way 

Tlirough  the  bleak  world,  to  bend  and  drink, 
Where  nothing  meets  his  lipe,  alas, — 
But  he  again  must  sighing  pass 
Ou  to  that  far-oS*  home  of  peace, 
In  which  alone  his  thirst  will  cease. 

All  tliis  they  bear,  but,  not  the  less. 
Have  moii«48  rich  in  happiness — 
Bless'd  meetings,  after  many  a  day 
Of  widowhood  pass'd  far  away. 
When  the  loved  face  again  is  seen 
Close,  close,  with  not  a  tear  between — 
Confidings  frank,  without  control, 
Pour'd  mutually  from  soiU  to  soul ; 
As  free  from  any  fear  or  doubt 

As  is  that  light  from  chill  or  stain, 
Tlie  stm  into  the  stars  sheds  out. 

To  be  by  them  slied  back  again ! — 
Tliat  happy  minglement  of  hearts. 

Where,  changed  as  chymic  compoimds  aro. 
Each  with  its  own  existence  parts. 

To  find  a  new  one,  happier  far ! 

et  qat  vont  aboutir  4  la  Beantd,  sont  charges  d'nn  grand 
Booibre  d^Anires.  li  y  en  a  trente-cinq  surle  canal  de  la 
lli^crieoffde,  qal  reconipensont  et  qu  courunnent  la  vena 
4e4  BainU,**  ice,  &c. — For  a  conciAe  account  of  the  Caba- 
Uitte  Philosophy,  see  Enfield's  very  usefal  compendlom  ol 


Such  ore  their  joys — and,  crowning  all, 

That  blessed  hope  of  the  bright  hour, 
W*^hen,  happy  and  no  more  to  fall. 

Their  spirits  shall,  with  fresheuM  power. 
Rise  np  rewarded  for  their  trust 

In  Him,  from  whom  all  goodness  spiings, 
ind,  shaking  off*  earth's  soiling  dust 

From  their  emancipated  wings. 
Wander  forever  through  those  skies 
Of  radiance,  where  Love  never  dies ! 

In  what  lone  region  of  the  earth 

These  Pilgrims  now  may  roam  or  dwell, 
God  and  the  Angels,  who  look  forth 

To  watch  their  steps,  alone  can  tell. 
But  should  we,  in  our  wanderings, 

Meet  a  young  pair,  whose  beauty  wantfi 
But  the  adornment  of  bright  wings. 

To  look  like  heaven*s  inhabitants — 
Who  shine  where'er  they  tread,  and  yet 

Are  himible  in  their  earthly  lot. 
As  b  the  wayside  violet. 

That  shines  unseen,  and  were  it  not 

For  its  sweet  breath  would  be  forgot^- 
Whom  hearts,  in  every  thought,  are  one, 

Whose  voices  utter  the  same  will»— 
-  Answering,  as  E^ho  doth  some  tone 

Of  fairy  music  'moug  the  hills. 
So  like  itself,  we  seek  in  vain 
Which  is  Uie  echo,  which  the  strain — 
Whose,  piety  is  love,  whose  love. 

Though  close  as  'twere  their  souls'  embrace. 
Is  not  of  earth,  but  from  above — 

Like  two  fair  mirrors,  face  to  face. 
Whose  light,  from  one  to  th*  other  thrown. 
Is  heaven's  reflection,  not  their  own- 
Should  wo  e'er  meet  with  aught  so  pure. 
So  perfect  here,  we  may  be  sure 

'Tis  Zarapii  and  his  bride  we  see  ; 
And  call  young  lovers  round,  to  view 
The  pilgrim  pair,  as  they  pursue 

Their  pathway  towards  eternity. 

"  On  les  repruscnto  quelqnefoU  sous  la  flj^re  d*an  arhre 
....  TEnMiph  qu'on  met  au-deisas  de  Tarbre  Bephinitiqae 
OQ  des  Spleudeon  dlvlas,  est  rinfinl.**~/.*i/MCMr«  iw 
yK(/«,llv.U.  11. 
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SKEPTICISM. 

Erb  Pftydie  dnink  the  cup,  that  shed 

ImmortaJ  Life  into  her  toul. 
Some  evil  spirit  pour'd,  His  said, 

Ooe  drop  of  Doubt  into  the  bowl — 

Which,  miiiglinjBr  darkly  with  the  stream. 
To  Psyche's  lips — she  knew  not  why- 
Made  even  that  blessed  nectar  seem 
As  though  its  sweetness  soon  would  die. 

Oft,  in  the  very  arms  of  Love, 

A  chill  came  o'er  her  heart — a  fear 

Tliat  Death  might,  even  yet,  remove 
Uor  spirit  from  that  happy  sphere. 

**  Those  sunny  ringlets,**  she  exclaim*d, 
**  Twilling  them  round  her  suowy  fingers ; 

**  That  forehead,  where  a  light,  unnamed, 
**  Unknown  on  earth,  forever  lingers  ^ 

«  Those  lips,  through  which  I  feel  the  breath 
"  Of  Heaven  itself,  whene'er  they  sever — 

"  Say,  are  they  mine,  beyond  all  death 
**  My  own,  hereafter,  and  forever  7 

•*  Smile  not — I  know  that  starry  brow, 
"  Those  ringlets,  and  briglit  lips  of  thine, 

«  Will  always  shine,  as  they  do  now — 
"  But  shall  /  live  to  tee  them  shine  7** 

In  vain  did  Love  say,  **  Turn  thine  eyes 
**  On  ull  that  sparkles  round  thee  here^ 

**  Thou'rt  now  in  heaven,  where  nothing  dies, 
'*  And  in  these  arms — what  canst  thou  fear  f 

In  vain — the  fatal  drop,  that  stole 
Into  that  cup's  immortal  treasure, 

Had  lodged  its  bitter  near  her  soul, 
And  gave  a  tinge  to  every  pleasure. 

And,  though  there  ne'er  was  transport  given 
Like  Psyche's  with  that  radiant  boy. 

Hers  is  the  ouly  face  in  heaven. 
That  wears  a  cloud  amid  its  joy. 


A  JOKE  VERSIFIED. 

**  Come,  come,*'  sakl  Tom's  father,  **  at  your  tims  of 

life, 

"  There's  no  longer  excuse  for  thus  playfaig  the 

rake— 

**  It  is  time  you  should  think,  boy,  of  taking  i  jrife"— 

<*  Why,  BO  it  b,  father— whos<  'rife  shall  I  taksT 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

« 

Pure  as  the  mantle,  which,  o*er  him  who  stood 

By  Jordan's  stream,  descended  from  the  sky,        ! 
Is  that  remembrance,  which  the  wise  and  good         i 

Leave  in  the  hearts  that  love  them,  when  thej 
die. 
So  pure,  80  precious  shall  the  memory  be, 
Bequeath'd,  in  dying,  to  our  souls  by  thee— 
So  shall  the  love  we  bore  thee,  cherish'd  warm 

Within  our  souls  through  grief,  and  pain,  and 
strife. 
Be,  like  Elisha's  cruise,  a  holy  chann. 

Wherewith  to  "  heal  the  waten**  of  this  life ! 


TO  JAMES  CORRY,  ESQ., 

OS  mt  MAKIKO  MB  A  PRESEKT  OP  A  WMR  STRAISSR. 

Brighton,  JoDC,  I8SS 
This  life,  dear  Corry,  who  can  doubt  7 — 

Resembles  much  friend  Ewart's'  wine. 
When  Jirst  the  rosy  drops  come  out. 

How  beautiful,  how  clear  they  shine ! 

And  thus  awhile  they  keep  their  tint, 
So  free  from  even  a  shade  with  some. 

That  they  would  smile,  did  you  but  hint. 
That  darker  drops  would  ever  come. 

1  A  wine*inerchant 
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But  toon  the  ruby  tide  ruos  short, 
Each  minute  makes  the  sad  truth  plainer, 

Till  life,  like  old  and  crusty  port, 
When  near  its  dose,  requires  a  strainer. 


7*his  friendship  can  alone  confer. 
Alone  cau  teach  the  drops  to  pass, 

If  not  as  bright  as  once  they  were, 
At  least  unclouded,  through  the  gl 


Nor,  Corry,  could  a  boon  be  mine. 

Of  which  this  heart  were  fonder,  vainer, 

Than  thus,  if  life  grrow  like  old  wine, 
To  have  thy  frieudship  for  its  strainer. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  CHARACTER. 

Herb  lies  Factotum  Ned  at  last ; 

Long  as  he  breathed  the  vital  air. 
Nothing  throughout  all  Europe  pass'd. 

In  which  Ned  hadn't  some  small  share. 

Whoe'er  was  tn,  whoe'er  was  tnitt 
Whatever  statesmen  did  or  said, 

If  not  exactly  brought  about, 
'Twas  all,  at  least,  contrived  by  Ned. 

With  Nap,  if  Russia  went  to  war, 
'Twas  owing,  under  Providence, 

To  certain  hints  Ned  gave  the  Cza^« 
(Vide  his  pamphlet — price,  sixpence.) 

^f  France  was  beat  at  Waterloo — 
As  all  but  Frenchmen  think  she  was— 

To  Ned,  as  Wellington  well  knew. 
Was  owing  half  that  day's  applause. 

Then  for  his  news — no  envoy's  bag 
E'er  pass'd  so  many  secrets  through  it ; 

Scarcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 
Its  wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew  it 

Such  tales  he  had  of  foreign  plots. 

With  foreign  names,  one's  ear  to  buzz  in ! 

From  Russia,  eheft  and  o/s  in  lots. 
From  Poland,  owskia  by  the  dozen. 

When  George,  alarmed  for  England*8  creed, 
Tum'd  out  the  last  Whig  ministry. 

And  men  ask'd — who  advised  the  deed? 
Ned  modestly  confessed  'twas  he. 

For  though,  by  some  unlucky  miss, 
Ha  had  not  downright  seen  the  King, 


He  sent  such  hints  through  Viscount  TAt«, 
To  Maiquk  That,  as  dench'd  the  tiling. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts, 

The  Drama,  Books,  MS.  and  printed— 

Kean  leam'd  from  Ned  his  cleverest  parts. 
And  Scott's  last  woi^  by  him  was  hinted 

Childe  Harold  in  the  proofii  he  read. 
And,  here  and  there,  infused  some  sonl  in't- 

Nay,  Davy's  Lamp,  till  seen  wy  Ned, 
Had— odd  enough — an  awkward  hole  in't 

'Twas  thus,  all-doing  and  all-knowing. 
Wit,  statesman,  boxer,  chymist,  singer. 

Whatever  was  the  best  pie  gomg. 
In  that  Ned — trust  him — ^had  his  finger. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  SING  THEE  ? 


TO 


What  shall  I  sing  thee  7  Shall  I  tell 
Of  that  bright  hour,  remember'd  well 
As  though  it  shone  but  yesterday, 
When,  loitering  idly  in  the  ray 
Of  a  spring-sun,  I  heard,  o'erhead. 
My  name  as  by  some  spirit  said. 
And,  looking  up,  saw  two  bright  eyes 

Above  me  from  a  casement  sliine. 
Dazzling  my  mind  with  such  surprise 

As  they,  who  sail  beyond  the  Line, 
Feel  wl.en  new  stars  above  them  rise  ; — 
And  it  was  tliine,  the  voice  that  spoke, 

Like  Ariel's,  in  the  mid-air  then ; 
And  thine  the  eye,  whose  lustre  broke— 

Never  to  be  forgot  again ! 

What  shall  I  sing  thee?  Shall  I  weave 
A  song  of  that  sweet  summer-eve, 
(Summer,  of  which  the  sunniest  part 
Was  that  we,  each,  had  in  tlie  heart,) 
When  thou  and  I,  and  one  like  thee. 

In  life  and  beauty,  to  the  sound 
Of  our  own  breathless  minstrelsy. 

Danced  till  the  sunliglit  faded  round. 
Ourselves  the  whole  idcil  Ball, 
Lights,  music,  compan) ,  and  all ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  the  languid  strain 

Of  lute  like  mine,  whose  day  is  pest. 
To  call  up  even  a  dream  again 

Of  the  fresh  light  those  moments  cast. 
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COUNTRY  DANCE  AND  QUADHILLE. 
Omk  niglil  III*  nymph  call'd  Cotmrn  Dancs — 

(Whom  fDlkH,  oriDt^JlUVO  U91'd  K>  ill, 

Pnhrring  a  caiupllo  fmm  i'ninoe, 
That  mincing  thing,  NamnlU  Qu*nuu,B;— 

Having  bren  thawd  fiom  London  down 

To  that  moat  liunible  liauiit  of  all 
Slie  nwd  ID  graop — a  Coiinlry  Town — 

Went  uiiiling  la  the  New-Ycar'i  BolL 

"  Hera,  hen,  at  looit,*'  ilia  cried,  "  Ihangh  driren 
"  From  London'!  gay  »nd  ahiiilng  Intclu — 

"Thongh,  [ike  ■  Peri  can  from  heaven, 
"  I've  kilt,  forever  loat,  Almack'a — 

"  Though  not  a  London  Mica  olive 

"  Would  now  fur  her  acquaintaiice  own  me  ; 
"  And  apinile™,  even,  of  forty -five, 

"  Upon  tlieir  hoiion  ne'er  have  known  mo ; 


"  Here,  here,  at  least. 

"  And— «tHta  of  aoni 
"  Who  vainly  itf  tu  p 

"  See  Diiughl  but  (t 


w  duiidy  Loncera, 

I.  QuaJrillo- 

Wue  Country  Dancera. 


"  Here  ilill  t  reign,  and,  freah  in  charma, 
>•  .My  throne,  like  Mogni  Chartn,  miae 

"  'Mong  atunly,  (inrbom  lege  and  amvi, 

"Thalicom  the  threaleu'd  chaiitt  AngUiin 

"Tiraa  thua  alie  aaid,  aa  'mid  the  din 

Of  foolmen,  and  the  town  aedun, 

£be  lighted  at  the  King'a  Head  Inn, 


The  Sfiuina  and  their 

With  young  Sqiiiriu 

And  my  Lord'a  daugh 

Sqnire*..  all, 

lenfrem  the  Hall. 
hearla,  no  doubt,)— 

All  these,  as  light  aha  tripp'd  up  Main, 
When,  hark  !  »me  new,  oullaad:sh  ain, 

Alum  in  vain  her  ea 

lf."Dil«ntipnlpiti 

Aa  plain  as  English 

-con  it  be  7 

ra  would  'acope  It— 

bsw  can  Kiapa  iL 

"Courage!"  liowt-ver— in  alio  goee. 

With  Jipr  bi*l,  ■wfi']iliiii  country  grace ; 
Whfn,  »l, ,«  Irae.  iK-r  «wt  of  foei^ 

Oh  for  the  lyre,  or  violin. 

Or  kit  of  lliat  gny  Muw,  Tetpaichore, 
To  sing  the  rage  Iheoe  nympha  were  in. 

Tlieir  louka  and  language,  aln  and  trickaay 


There  alood  QuADa>i.i.K,  with  cat-like  face, 
(The  beau-ideal  of  French  beauty,) 

A  hindboi  thin^,  all  art  and  laco 
Dawn  from  her  noae-tip  to  lier  alioe-lte. 

Her  flounces,  fresh  from  Fielerina — 
From  ilippolytt,  her  rougo  end  hair — 

Her  poetry,  fnini  Lnmarlinr— 
Her  marals,  from — the  Lord  knowa  where. 

And,  when  ahe  danced — ao  alidingly. 
So  hear  the  ground  ahe  plied  her  art. 

You'd  awear  her  mother-earth  and  she 
Had  mode  a  compact  ne'er  lo  part. 

Her  face  too,  all  the  white,  urdate. 
No  «igna  of  life  or  motion  ahowing, 

tjke  a  bright  ptadult'i  dial-plute — 
So  itilt,  you'd  hardly  think  'twaa  going. 

Full  fronting  lier  itood  Caunfry  Daac* — 
A  fresh,  frank  nymph,  wliom  you  would  knew 

For  Engliih.  at  a  aingle  glance— 
Engliidi  atl  o'er,  frem  top  lo  toe. 

A  liltte  gaaehr,  'lis  fair  to  omi, 

And  rather  given  to  skipa  and  bouncea ; 

Endangering  thereby  many  a  gown. 
And  pluying,  ofl,  the  devil  with  Bounce* 

Unlike  Mil m 'lilt — who  would  prefer 


No  rouge  did  alio  of  Albion  wear  ; 

Let  her  but  run  that  two-heat  race 
She  callg  a  Sti,  not  Dian  e'er 

Came  rosier  from  the  woodland  cliaaa. 

Such  wan  the  nymph,  whoso  mill  had  in't 
Such  anger  now— whose  evea  of  blue 

(Eyes  of  that  bright,  viclorioira  tint. 
Which  Engliah  maidj  call  Wattrloo") 

Like  summer  lighlninga,  in  the  dusk 
Of  a  warm  evening,  flashing  broke. 

While— lo  the  luue  of  .llun^y  Ma.-Ji,"' 
Which  ttruck  up  now — slie  proudly  apuke  : — 


In  old  En;l 


strain? 


LLANEOUS  POEMS. 


645 


foreign  lands, 
all  beholdersi 
hands 
1  backs  and  slioulders— 

.^ruls  both  grew  bod^ 
.^fleeced  by  funding  blockheads, 
/Bull  not  only  had, 
Ased  to,  *  Money  in  both  pockets.' 

the  change ! — Oh,  L— d — y, 
/here  is  the  land  could  *scape  disasters, 
J)  99tek  a  Foreign  Secretary, 
kided  by  Foreign  Dancing  Masters? 

to  ye,  men  of  ships  and  shops ! 
lulers  of  day-books  and  of  waves  ! 
idriird,  on  one  side,  into  fops, 
.nd  drill'd,  on  t*ot.her,  into  slaves ! 

too,  ye  lovely  victims,  seen, 
dke  pigeons,  trussM  for  exhibition, 
h  elbows,  a  la  crapaudine, 
i.nd  feet  in — God  knows  what  position ; 

nni*d  in  by  watchful  chaperons, 
Dspectors  of  your  airs  and  graces, 
.0  intercept  all  whisper'd  tones, 
jid  read  your  telegraphic  faces ; 

ible  with  the  youth  adored, 

0  that  grim  cordon  of  Mammas, 

interchange  one  tender  word, 

*hough  whisper'd  but  in  queue  de  chatt. 

did  you  know  how  bless'd  we  ranged, 
Ire  vile  Quadrille  usurp'd  the  fiddle— 
at  looks  in  getting  were  exchanged, 
i^hat  tender  words  in  doton  the  middlt 

7  many  a  couple,  like  the  wind, 
/hich  nothing  in  its  course  controls* 
.  time  and  chaperons  far  behind, 
jid  gave  a  loose  to  legs  and  souls ; 

w  matrimony  throve—ere  stopp*d 
ly  this  cold,  silent,  foot-coquetting — 
v  charmingly  one's  partner  popped 
V  important  question  in  pou$»etting. 


35 


"  While  now,  alas — no  sly  advances— 
*<  No  marriage  hints-^Att  goes  on  badly — 

**  Twixt  Panon  Malthus  and  French  Dances, 
**  We,  girls,  are  at  a  discount  sadly. 

"  Sir  William  Scott  (now  Baron  Stowell) 
"  Declares  not  half  so  much  b  made 

"  By  Lk^nsce    and  he  must  know  well — 
'*  Since  vile  Quadrilling  spoil'd  the  trade." 


She  ceased — ^tears  fell  from  every  Mii 
She  now  had  touch*d  the  true  pathetic :  - 

One  such  authentic  fact  as  this 
Is  worth  whole  volumes  theoretic. 

Instant  the  cry  was  "  Country  Dance  !** 
And  the  mak!  saw,  with  brightening  face. 

The  Steward  of  the  night  advance, 
And  lead  her  to  her  birthright  place. 

The  fkklles,  whkh  awhile  liad  ceased. 
Now  tuned  again  their  summons  sweet, 

And,  for  one  happy  oight,  at  least, 
Old  England*s  trinmph  was  complete. 


GAZEL. 


IIasti,  Maami,  the  spring  is  nigh  ; 

Already,  in  th'  unopen'd  flowers 
That  sleep  around  us.  Fancy's  eye 

Can  see  the  blush  of  future  bowers  ; 
And  joy  it  brings  to  thee  and  me. 
My  own  beloved  Maami  I 

The  streamlet  fnnen  on  its  way. 
To  feed  the  marble  Founts  of  Kings, 

Now,  loosen*d  by  the  vernal  ray, 
Upon  its  path  exulting  springs^ 

As  doth  this  bounding  heart  to  thee. 

My  ever  blissful  Maami ! 

Such  briglit  hours  were  not  made  to  st^y ; 

Enough  if  they  a  while  remain. 
Like  Irem's  bowers,  that  fade  away. 

From  time  to  time,  and  come  again 
And  life  shall  all  one  Irem  be 
For  us,  my  gentle  Maami. 

O  haste,  for  this  impatient  heart. 
Is  like  the  rose  in  Yemen's  vale. 

That  ronds  its  inmost  leaves  apart 
With  pasrion  for  the  nightingale ; 

So  languishes  this  soul  for  thee. 

My  bright  and  blushing  Maami ! 


J 
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LINES 


ON  THB   DEATH  OP 


JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESO,  OF  DUBLIN. 

If  over  life  was  prospeioiuly  cast. 

If  ever  life  was  like  the  lengthen*d  flow 

Of  some  sweet  music,  sweetness  to  the  last, 
'Twas  his  who,  moum'd  by  many,  sleeps  below. 

The  sunny  temper,  bright  where  all  is  strife, 
The  simple  heart  above  all  worldly  wiles ; 

Light  wit  that  plays  along  the  calm  of  life. 
And  stirs  its  languid  surface  into  smiles ; 

Pure  charity,  that  comes  not  in  a  shower, 
Sudden  and  loud,  oppressing  what  it  feeds, 

But,  like  the  dew,  with  gradual  silent  power, 
Felt  in  the  bloom  it  leaves  along  the  meads ; 

The  happy  grateful  spirit,  that  improves 
And  brightens  every  griit  by  fortune  given ; 

That,  wander  where  it  will  with  those  it  loves, 
Makes  every  placft  a  home,  and  home  a  heaven : 

All    these  were   bis. — Oh,   thou  who  read*st  this 
stone. 

When  for  thyself,  thy  children,  to  the  sky 
Thou  humbly  prayest,  ask  this  boon  alone. 

That  ye  like  him  may  live,  like  him  may  die ! 


GENIUS  AND  CRITICISM. 

Scripsit  quidein  fata,  led  leqiiltur. 

Sbnbca,. 

Op  old,  the  Sultan  Genius  reign*d, 
As  Nature  meaut,  supreme,  alone ; 

With  mind  uucheck'd,  and  hands  uuchainM, 
His  viows,  his  conquests  were  his  own. 

But  power  like  his,  that  digs  its  grave 
With  its  own  sceptre,  could  not  last ; 

So  Genius*  self  became  the  slave 
Of  laws  that  Genius'  self  had  pass'd. 

As  Jove,  who  forged  the  chain  of  Fate, 
Was,  ever  ader,  doom*d  to  wear  it ; 

His  nods,  his  struggles  all  too  late^ 
'*  Qui  temel  ju98tt,  temper  paret/* 


To  check  young  Gonios*  proud  career. 
The  slaves,  who  now  his  throne  invaded. 

Made  Criticism  his  prime  Visir, 
And  from  that  hour  his  gkiriet  fiided. 

Tied  down  in  Legislation's  school. 
Afraid  of  even  his  own  ambition. 

His  very  victories  were  by  rule, 
And  he  was  great  but  by  permisrinn 

His  most  heroic  deeds— the  sanne. 
That  dazzled,  when  spoataaeoos  actwos- 

Now,  done  by  law,  seero'd  ootd  and  tame. 
And  shorn  of  all  their  fint  attraetianiL 

If  he  but  stirr'd  to  take  the  air. 

Instant,  the  Vizir's  CouneU  sat— 
"  Good  Lord,  your  Highness  can't  go  tli 
Bless  me,  your  Highness  can't  do  that' 


•* 


If,  loving  pomp,  he  chose  to  buy 

Rich  jewels  for  his  diadem, 
**  The  taste  was  bad,  the  price  was  high— 

"  A  flower  were  simpler  than  a  gem." 

To  please  them  if  he  took  to  flowei»— 
"  What  trifling,  what  unmeaning  things ! 

"  Fit  for  a  woman*s  toilet  hours, 
•'  But  not  at  all  the  style  for  Kings." 

If,  fond  of  his  domestic  sphere. 

He  play'd  no  more  the  rambling  comet — 
**  A  dull,  good  sort  of  man,  'twas  clear, 

"  But,  as  for  great  or  brave,  far  from  it" 

Did  he  then  look  o'er  distant  oceans. 

For  realms  more  worthy  to  enthrone  him  7 

"  Saint  Aristotle,  what  wild  notions  ! 
"  Serve  a  *  ne  exeat  regno'  on  him." 

At  length,  their  last  and  worst  to  do, 
They  round  him  placed  a  guard  of  watchmen, 

Reviewers,  knaves  in  brown,  or  Uue 
Tum'd  up  with  yellow— chiefly  Scotchmen ; 

To  dog  his  footsteps  all  about. 

Like  those  in  Longwood's  prison  grounds. 
Who  at  Napoleon's  heels  rode  out. 

For  fear  the  Conqueror  should  break  bounds 

Oh  for  some  Champk>n  of  his  power. 

Some  Ultra  spirit,  to  set  free. 
As  erst  in  Shakspeare's  oov'rsign  hour. 

The  thundeA  of  his  Royalty !— 
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idicate  hb  ancient  line, 

1  fin:,  the  true,  the  only  one, 

^ht  eternal  and  divine, 

t  rule*  beneath  the  Ueved  sua 

So  niight  I  sh  on  the  sliame  and  paini 
That  o*er  me  at  this  instant  come, 
When  Beanty,  seeking  Wit  in  vain, 
Knocks  at  the  portal  of  my  brain. 
And  gets,  for  answer,  *<  Not  at  booM  !** 

^'ovmher,  1838. 

TO  LADY  J»R»»Y, 

AIKCO  TO  WEITK   •OJrcrUIlVa    IN  BKE   ALBUM. 

Written  at  Middleum. 

lums,  albums,  how  I  dread, 
r  everlasting  scrap  and  scrawl ! 
•flen  wish  that  from  the  dead, 
mar  would  pop  forth  his  head, 
1  make  a  bonfire  of  you  all ! 

^t  I  'scape  the  spinster  band, 
blushless  blues,  who,  day  and  night, 
uns  in  doorways,  take  their  stand, 
ylay  bards,  with  book  in  hand, 
ing  forever,  "  Write,  sir,  write  !'* 

TO  THE  SAME. 
;n  looking  thbougr  her  album. 

No  wonder  bards,  both  high  and  few, 
FVom  Byron  down  to  *  *  *  *  *  and  me, 

Should  sedi  the  fame,  which  aO  bestow 
On  him  whose  task  is  praising  thee. 

Let  but  the  theme  be  J*r**y*s  eyes, 
At  once  all  errors  are  forgiven  ; 

As  ev'n  old  Stemliold  still  we  prize. 
Because,  though  dull,  he  •.ugs  of  heaven. 

SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

bllowing  trifles,  having  enjoyed,  in   their 
n    through    the   newspapers,   all    the  ce- 
(id  length  of  life  to  which  they  were  en- 
3uld   have   been   suffered  to  pass  quietly 
vion   without   pretending   to   any    further 
a,  had    they  not   already  been  published, 
lective  form,  both   in    London   and  Paris, 
ach  case,  been  mixed  up  with  a  number  of 
Auctions,  to  which,  whatever  may  be  their 
e  author  of  the   following   pages  has  no 
V  natural  desire  to  separate  his  own  prop- 
thiess  as  it  is,  from  that  of  others,  is,  he 
ly,  tlie  chief  motive  of  the  publication  of 
ne. 

SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS 
POEMS. 

TO  SIR  HUDSON  LOWE. 

Eflhre  catuam  nomlnls, 

UtmmDe  nmm  boc  to! 

Nmnen  dedere,  sa  nomen  hoe 

Secnta  noram  regula.                Automcs. 

1810. 
Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  Sir  Hudson  Loir, 
(By  name,  and  ah !  by  nature  so,) 

As  thou  art  fond  ti  persecutions. 
Perhaps  thou*st  read,  or  heard  repeated, 
How  Captain  Gulliver  was  treated. 

When  thrown  among  the  Lilliputians; 
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They  tied  him  down — theae  tittle  men  did— 
And  haring  yaliuntly  ascended 

Upon  the  Mighty  Man's  protuberance, 
They  did  eo  atrut ! — upon  my  soul, 
It  must  have  been  extremely  droll 

To  Bee  their  pigmy  pride's  exuberance . 

And  how  the  doufirhty  mannikins 
Aroused  themselves  with  sticking  pins, 

And  needles  in  the  great  man's  breeches : 
And  how  some  very  little  things. 
That  pass'd  for  Lords,  on  scaffoldings 

Got  up,  and  worried  him  with  speechea 

Alas,  alas !  that  it  should  happen 

To  mighty  men  to  be  caught  napping  !— 

Though  different,  too,  these  persecutions ; 
For  Gullirer,  there,  took  the  nap. 
While,  here  the  Nap,  oh  sad  mishap. 

Is  taken  by  the  Lilliputians ! 


AMATORY  COLLOQUY  BETWEEN  BANK 
AND  GOVERNMENT. 

182S. 
Bank. 

Is  all  then  forgotten  7  those  amorous  pranks 
You  and  I,  in  our  youth,  my  dear  Government, 
play'd  ; 

When  you  call'd  me  the  fondest,  the  truest  of  Banks, 
And  eujoy'd  the  endearing  advancee  I  made ! 

When  left  to  ourselves,  unmolested  and  free. 
To  do  all  that  a  dashing  young  couple  should  do, 

A  law  against  paying  was  laid  upon  me. 

But  none  against  owing,  dear  helpmate,  on  you. 

And  is  it  then  vauish'd  ? — that  "  hour  (as  Othello 
So  happily  calls  it)  of  Love  and  Direction  ?"* 

And  must  we,  like  other  fond  doves,  my  dear  fellow. 
Grow  good  in  oiu:  old  age,  and  cut  the  connection? 

Government 
Even  so,  my  beloved  Mrs.  Bank,  it  must  bo  ; 

This  paying  in  cash  plays  the  devil  with  wooing  ^ 
We've  both  hud  our  swing,  but  I  plainly  foresee 
There  must  soon  be  a  stop  to  our  billAng  and 
coouig. 


»  ••  An  hour 

or  love,  nt  worldly  matter  and  direction.'* 

I  It  appears,  however,  that  Ovid  was  a  friend  to  the  re- 
ptl  in  of  iMiynient  la  specie  :■*- 


Propagation  in  reason — a  small  shUd  or  two^* 
Even  Reverend  Malthas  himself  is  a  friend  to ; 

The  issue  of  some  folks  is  moderate  and  few — 
But  oure,  my  dear  coqwrate  Bank,  there's  no  end 

to! 

So— hard  though  it  be  on  a  pair,  who've  alread) 
Diqtoeed  of  so  many  poimds,  shillings,  and  pence; 

And,  in  spite  of  that  pink  of  prusperiiy,  Frvddy,' 
So  lavish  of  cash  and  so  sparing  of 


our 


The  day  is  at  hand,  my  Papyria*  Venus, 
When — ^high   as   we   once    jsed   to   carry 
capers — 

Those  soft  biUet'doux  we're  nr -«  passing  between  os, 
Will  serve  but  to  keep  Mn.  Coutts  in  cuil-papeis 

And  when — if  we  etiU  must  continoe  our  lore, 
(After  all  that  has  pass'd,)— our  amour,  it  is  dear. 

Like  that  which  Miss  Dan&e  managed  with  Juve, 
Must  all  be  transacted  in  inUlion,  my  dear ! 
Fetruarfy  1896. 


I 


DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  A  SOVEREIGrf 
AND  A  ONE  POUND  NOTE. 

**  O  ego  Don  felix,  qaam  tn  fogis,  at  pavet  acres 
Agnu  lupos,  capreeque  leones.**  Hoa 

Said  a  Sov'reign  to  a  Note, 

In  the  pocket  of  my  coat, 
Where  they  met  in  a  neat  purse  of  leather, 

"  How  happens  it,  I  prithee, 

«  That,  though  I'm  wedded  with  thee, 
**  Fair  Pound,  we  can  never  live  together  7 

"  Like  your  sex,  fond  of  change, 

"  With  silver  you  can  range, 
*'  And  of  lots  of  young  siipences  be  mother ; 

"  While  with  me — upon  my  word, 

**  Not  my  Lady  and  my  Lord 
•*  Of  W— stm— th  see  so  little  of  each  other !" 

The  indignant  Note  replied, 

(Lying  crumpled  by  his  side,) 
"  Shame,  shame,  it  is  youreelf  that  roam,  Sir— 

**  One  cannot  look  askance, 

"  But,  whip !  you're  off  to  France, 
**  Leaving  nothing  but  old  rags  at  home.  Sir. 


finem,  tpteie  celeste  rertnati. 


Luctibus  imposuit,  veoitqae  salutifer  urtti.** 

JUtL  1.  XV.  V.  743. 
I  Honorable  Frederick  R — ^b — ns — n. 
4  So  called,  to  distinguish  her  from  the  *'  Aorsa  *  or  Otlim 
Venus. 
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"  Toar  scampering  began 

"  From  the  moment  Parson  Van, 

Poor  man,  made  us  one  in  Love*s  fetter ; 
"  •  For  better  or  for  worse* 
"  Is  the  usual  marriage  curse, 

But  ours  is  all '  worse'  and  no  *  better.* 


*'  In  Tain  are  laws  passed, 

'*  There's  nothing  holds  yon  fast, 
Tho'  you  know,  sweet  Sovereign,  I  adore  yon— 

'*  At  the  smallest  hint  in  life, 

<*  You  forsake  your  lawful  wife, 
As  other  Sovereigns  did  before  you. 

«« I  flirt  with  Silver,  true— 

"  But  what  can  ladies  do. 
When  disowned  by  their  natural  protectors  T 

"  And  as  to  falsehood,  stuff! 

*'  I  shall  soon  befaUe  enough. 
When  I  get  among  those  wicked  Bank  Direc- 

tOIB." 

The  Sovereign,  smiling  on  her. 

Now  swore,  upon  his  honor, 
!*o  be  henceforth  domestic  and  loyal ; 

But,  within  an  hour  or  two. 

Why — 1  sold  him  to  a  Jew, 
iud  he's  now  at  Na  10  Palais  RoyaL 


N  EXPOSTULATION  TO  LORD  KING. 

CXoem  das  finem,  Rex  magna,  laborum  T*        ViaaiiM 

leSG. 

w  can  you,  my  X/ord,  thus  delight  to  torment  all 
*he  Peers  of  the  realm  about  cheapening  thei^ 

com,* 
en  you  know,  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
Vm  hardly  worth  while  being  very  high  bom  7 

ly  bore  them  so  rudely,  each  night  of  your  life, 
^n  a  question,  my  Lord,  there's  so  much  to  abhor 

in? 
question — like    asking    one,    '*  How    is    your 

wife  r— 
it  once  so  confounded  domestic  and  foreign. 


the  proceedinft  uf  the  Lords,  Wednesday,  Msieh  L. 
(.  wben  lii»rd  Klny  wna  severely  refiruved  by  several  of 
ootle  Peers,  fur  makiof  so  mnny  speeches  against  the 
I  Lews. 

TMs  noUe  Earl  said,  thiit  **  wben  he  henrd  the  peticlon 
e  (knot  liKites*  bont  and  shnemakers.  be  rbimlht  It  mnst 
galosi  tbe  *eoms*  which  they  inflicted  on  the  Mr  ses.** 


As  to  weavers,  no  matter  how  pooriy  they  feast ; 

But  Peers,  and  such  animals,  fed  up  for  tliow, 
(Like  the  well-phjrsick'd  elephant,  lately  deceased,) 

Take  a  wonderful  quantum  of  cramnung,  yoo 
know. 

You  might  see,  my  dear  Baron,  how  bored  and  dis- 
tress'd 
Were  their  high  noble  hearts  by  your  merciless 
tale, 
When  the  force  of  the  agony  wrong  even  a  jest 
From    the    frugal    Scotch    wit   of    my    Loid 
L-d-4-le!* 


Bright  peer !   to  whom   Nature  and 
gave 
A  humor,  endow'd  with  effects  so  provoking. 
That,  when  the  •  *hole  Hous^  looks  nnnsnally  grave, 
You  may  always  conclude  that  Loid  L-d-d-le's 
joking . 

And  then,  those  mrortunate  weaven  ci  Perth — 
Not    to    know  the  vast  diflferenoe    Provklenoe 
dooms 
Between  weavers  of  Perth  and  Peers  of  high  birth, 
'Twist  those  who  have  iUtr-kioniB,  and   those 
who've  but  looms ! 


"To    talk   now   of  starving r*— as  great   Ath— 1 
said'— 
(And  the  nobles  all  cheer'd,  and  the  bisiiopi  all 
wonder'd,) 
**  When,  some  years  ago,  he  and  others  had  fed 
**  Of  these  same  hungry  devils  about  fifteen  him- 
dredr 

It  follows  from  hence — and  the  Duke's  very  words 
Should  be  publish'd  wherever  poor  rogues  of  this 
craft  are— 

That  weavers,  once  rescued  from  starving  by  Lords, 
Are  bound  to  be  starved  by  saki  Lords  ever  after. 

When    Rome  was  uproarious,  her  knowing  patri- 
cians 
Made  '*  Bread  and  the  Circus^  a  cure  for  each 
row  ; 
But  not  so  the  plan  of  our  noble  physicians, 
"  No  Bread  and  the  Tread-mill's"  the  regimen 
now. 


>  The  Dnke  of  Athol  said,  thai  **  at  a  former  period,  wben 
these  weavers  were  In  great  distress,  tbe  landed  Interest  of 
Perth  had  supported  UOO  nf  them.  It  was  a  piMir  return  fbf 
these  very  mea  bow  to  petition  against  tbe  persons  who  bad 
fedtbesB.** 
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So  oeaM>  iny  dear  Baron  of  Ockham,  your  proae, 
Ac  I  shmll  my  poetry — neither  couvinces ; 

And  all  we  have  spoken  and  written  bat  shows, 
When  yoo  tread  on  a  nobleman's  com,*  how  be 
winces. 


THE  SINKING  FUND  CRIEa 

*'Now  what,  wo  ask.  Is  become  of  this  Sinking  Fnad^ 
these  eif  hi  mUllnns  of  snrplns  above  expendlmre,  which 
were  to  reduce  the  Interest  of  the'  nstlimal  debt  by  the 
amount  of  fcHir  hundred  thousand  pounds  annually  T  Where, 
indeed,  Is  ths  Bhakinf  Fund  itself  T'*— TV  Tit 


Takb  your  bell,  take  your  bell, 

Good  Crier,  and  tell 
To  the  Bulls  and  the  Bears,  till  their  ean  are 
8tunn*d, 

That,  lost  or  stolen. 

Or  fairn  through  a  hole  in 
The  Treasury  floor,  is  the  Sinking  Fund ! 

O  yee !  O  yee ! 
Can  anybody  guess 
What  the  deuce  has  become  of  this  Treasory  won- 
der? 
It  has  Pitt's  name  on*t. 
Ail  brass,  in  the  front, 
And  R — b — ns — n*s,  scrawrd  with  a  goose-quill, 
under. 


Folks  well  knew  what 

Would  soon  be  its  lot, 
When  Frederick  and  Jeuky  set  hob-nobbiug,' 

And  said  to  each  other, 

**  Suppose,  dear  brother, 
*<  We  make  this  funny  old  Fund  worth  robbing. 


Whoever  will  bring 

This  aforesaid  thing 
To  the  w*ll-known  house  of  Robinson  and  Jenkia, 

Shall  be  paid,  with  thanks^ 

In  the  notes  of  banks. 
Whose  Funds  have  all  leam'd  **  the  Art  of  Sinking.* 

O  yes !  O  yes  * 
Can  anybody  gness 
What  the  devil  has  become  of  this  Treasniy  woq« 
der? 
It  has  Fitt*s  name  on't. 
All  brass,  ui  the  front. 
And  R — ^b— ns — ^n*s,  scrawrd  with  a  goose-qtuD, 
under. 


ODE  TO  THE  GODDESS  CERE& 


«» 


We  are  come,  alas ! 

To  a  very  pretty 
Eight  Hundred  Millions  of  score,  to  pay. 

With  but  Five  in  the  Ull, 

To  discharge  the  bill. 
And  even  that  Fjve,  too,  whipp'd  away ! 

Stop  thief !  stop  thief ! — 
From  the  Sub  to  the  Chief, 
These  Gemmen  of  Finance  are  plundering  cattle-^ 
Call  the  watch — call  Brougham, 
Tell  Joseph  Hume, 
}   Tliat  best  of  Charleys,  to  spring  his  rattle. 

I  An  Improvement,  we  flntter  onrseives,on  Lord  L.*8juke. 
*  In  18S4.  when  the  Sinkiny  Fund  wiis  mised  by  the  im 
INsllluB  of  new  taxes  to  the  sum  of  five  millions. 


BTSim 


"Leflfere  Csreri  PhosboqueJ 


•• 


Viaaik 


Dear  Goddess  of  Com,  whom  the  anctenta,  ws 
know, 
(Among  other  odd  whims  of  those  comical  bodiei,} 
Adom'd  with  somniferous  pof^ies,  to  show 
Thou  wert  always  a  true  Country-gentleman'* 
Goddess. 

Behold,  in  hb  best  shooting-jacket,  before  thee. 

An  eloquent  *Squire,  who  most  humbly  beseechfs. 
Great  Queen  of  Murk-lane,  (if  the  tliuig  doesa't 
bore  thee,) 
Thou*lt    read   o*er   the   last   of  his — netfr-lsst 
speeclies. 

Ah  !  Ceres,  thou  know'st  not  the  slander  and  scorn 
Now   heap*d   upon    England's  'Squirearchy,  so 
boosted; 
Improving  on  Hunt,'  *tis  no  longer  tlie  Com, 
'Tis  the  growere  of  Com   tliai   are  now,  alas! 
roosted. 

In  speeches,  in  books,  in  all  shapes  they  attack  us— 
Reviewers,  economists — fellows,  no  doubt. 

That  yoo,  my  dear  Ceres,  aud  Venus,  and  Bacchus, 
And  Gods  of  high  fashion  know  little  about 

*  A  sort  of  "  brenkfiist-powder/*  corapmed  uf  foaslsd  xn, 
was  about  Uilt  thue  introduced  by  Mr.  Hunt,  u  a 
fur  cofleo. 


I 
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Tliere's  B — nth — m,  whoio  Enj^lish  b  all  his  own 
making, — 
Who  thinks  just  as  little  of  settling  a  nation 
As  he  would  of  smoking  his  pipe,  or  of  taking 
(What  he,  himself,  calls)  his  <*  post-prandial  ▼!• 
bration."' 

Thers  are  two  Mr  M ^lls,  too,  whom  those  that 

love  reading 
Through  all  that's  unreadable,  call  very  clever ; — 

And,  whereas  M 11  Senior  makes  war  on  good 

breeding, 
M        U  Junior  makes  war  on  all  breeding  what- 
ever! 

In  short,  my  dear  Goddess,  Old  England's  divided 

Between  ultra  blockheads  and  superfine  sagos  ;—> 
With  which  of  these  classes  we,  landlords,  have 
sided 
Thou'lt  find  in  my  Speech,  if  thou*lt  read  a  few 
pages. 


For  therein  Fve  proved,  to  my  own  satisfaction. 
And  that  of  all  'Squires  Fve  the  honor  of  meet- 

ingf 
That  'tis  the  most  senseless  and  foul-mouth'd  de- 
traction 
To  say  that  poor  people  are  fond  of  cheap  eating. 

On  the  contrary,  such  the  "  chaste  notions'**  of  food 
That  dwell  in  each  pale  manufacturer's  heart, 

Tliey  would  scorn  auy  luw,  be  it  ever  so  good, 
That  vould  make  thee,  dear  Goddess,  less  dear 
than  thou  art ! 

And,  oh !  for  Monopoly  what  a  blest  day. 

When  the  Laud  and  the  Silk*  shall,  in  fond  com- 
bination, 
(Like  Sulky  and  Hilkyt  that  pair  in  the  play,*) 
Cry  out,  wito  one  voice,  for  High  Reuts  and 
Starvation ! 

Long  life  to  tne  Minister ! — no  matter  who. 

Or  how  dull  he  may  be,  if,  with  dignified  spirit, 
he 
Keeps  the  ports  iliot — and  the  people's   mouths, 
too, — 
We  shall  all  have  a  long  run  of  Freddy's  pros- 
perity. 

1  The  venerable  Jeretny*s  phraw  fnr  his  after-dinner  walk. 

I  A  pbmso  in  one  of  Sir  T — in — s*s  last  speeches. 

*  Gfeai  eiliifts  were,  at  that  time,  raaldnf  fur  the  eiclosion 
af  forel|m  tlik. 

«  -  R(»d  to  Ruin.- 

a  This  la  mennt  not  so  much  fnr  a  pan.  at  In  allaslon  to 
Che  natiinU  hlstriry  of  the  Unlcum,  which  ti  anppoaed  to  be 
aooDethlng  between  the  Bus  and  the  Aslniu,  and,  as  Rees't 


And,  as  for  myself,  who've,  like  Hannibal,  sworn 
To  hate  the  whole  crew  who  would  take  mG 
rents  Irom  ns, 
Had  England  but  One  to  stand  by  thee,  IVv  Cnnv 
That    last,    honest    Uni-Com*    wouM    t«»    Sir 
Th— m— «! 


A  HYMN  OF  WELCOME  AFTER  THE 

RECESS. 


**  Aniinas  saplentlores  fieri  quiescendo. 


It 


And  now — croes-buns  and  pancakes  oV 
Hail,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  once  more ! 

Thrice  hail  and  welcome,  Houses  Twain . 
The  short  eclipse  of  April- Day 
Having  (God  grant  it !)  pass'd  away, 

Collective  Wisdom,  sliine  again ! 

Come,  Ayes  and  Noes,  through  thick  and  tliin,- 
With  Paddy  H — Imes  for  whipper-in,-— 

Whate'er  the  job,  prepared  to  back  it ; 
Come,  voters  of  Supplies — bestowers 
Of  jackets  upon  trumpet-blowera. 

At  eighty  mortal  pouuds  the  jacket  !* 


Come^free,  at  length,  from  Joint-Stock 
Ye  Senators  of  many  Shares, 

Whose  dreams  of  premium  knew  no  h^Huidary 
So  fond  of  aught  like  Company, 
That  you  would  even  have  taken  tea 

(Had  you  been  ask'd)  with  Mr.  Goundry.^ 


Come,  matchless  country -gentlemen ; 
Come,  wise  Sir  Thomas— wisest  then. 

When  creeds  and  com -laws  are  debated ; 
Come,  rival  even  the  Harlot  Red, 
And  show  how  wholly  into  bread 

A  'Squire  is  transubtlantimted. 

Come,  L— derd — e,  and  tell  the  world. 
That — surely  as  thy  scratch  is  curl*d. 

As  never  scratch  was  curt'd  before — 
Cheap  eating  does  more  harm  than  good. 
And  working-people,  spoil'd  by  food. 

The  lees  they  eat,  will  work  the  ou>re. 


Cyclopedia  assures  ns,  has  a  particular  liking  hir  every 
thing  **  chaste.** 

*  An  item  of  expense  which  Mr.  Hume  In  vain  Andeavtf« 
ed  to  fet  rid  of: — imtnpelers.  It  appears,  like  the  nea  ol 
All-Boals,  nnajil  be  ***m«  watiti.** 

"*  The  fentlemnn,  lately  befiire  the  pab!!;,  who  kept  hit 
Joini-BUKk  Tea  Coaipony  all  to  himself,  singing  "  71i  solo 
adoro.** 
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Come,  G — lb— rn,  with  thy  glib  defence 
(Which  thou*cl8t  have  made  for  Peter's  Pence) 

or  Church-Rates,  worthy  of  a  halter ; 
Two  pipes  of  port  {old  port,  'twas  said 
Dy  honest  Newpoii^)  bought  and  paid 

By  Papists  for  the  Orange  Altar  !* 

Come,  H — rt — n,  with  thy  plan,  so  merry, 
For  peopliug  Canada  from  Kerry — 

Not  so  much  rendering  Ireland  quiet, 
As  grafting  on  the  dull  Canadians 
That  liveliest  of  earth's  contagions, 

The  6u//-pock  of  Hibernian  riot ! 

Come  all,  in  short,  ye  wondrous  men 
Of  wit  and  wisdom,  come  again  ; 

Though  short  your  absence,  all  deplore  it — 
Oh,  come  and  show,  whate*er  men  say. 
That  you  can,  after  April-Day, 

Be  just  as — sapient  as  before  it 


WKDNBSOAT 

Little  doing — ^for  sacred,  oh  Wednesday,  thoo  art 
To  the  seven-o'clock  joys  of  full  many  a  tabl»~ 

When  the  Members  all  meet,  to  make  much  of  that 
part. 
With  which  tliey  so  rashly  fell  oat,  in  the  Fable. 


MEMORABILIA  OF  LAST  WEEK. 

MONDAY,   MARCH   13,    1826. 

The  Budget— quite  charming  and  witty — no  hear- 

iug. 
For  plaudits  and  laughs,  the  good  things  that 

were  in  it ; — 

Great  comfort   to  find,  though   the  Speech   isnU 

cheering. 

That  all  its  gay  auditors  were,  every  minute. 

What,  still  more  prosperity  ! — ^mercy  upon  vu, 
**Thi8  boy'll  be  the  death  of  me"— oft  as,  al- 
reui.y, 

Sucli  smooth  Budgeteers  have  genteelly  undone  us. 
For  Ruin  made  easy  there's  no  one  like  Freddy. 

TUKSDAT. 

Much  grave  apprehension  expressed  by  the  Peers, 
Lest  —  calliug   to   life  tlie   old    Peachums   and 
Lookitts — 
The  large  stock  of  gold  we're  to  have  in  three 
years, 
Should  all  find  its  way  into  highwaymen's  pock- 
ets !* 
«  •  •  •  • 

j  1  Sir  John  Newport. 

I  t  This  chnrge  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  the  sacmmental  wine 

I  U  a  pre*  tons  f«}ieclnien  of  the  sort  of  mtes  levied  opon  their 

'  Cathcill;  fellow-parishioners  by  the  Irish  Prolest&nts. 

"The  thirst  that  from  the  sonl  doth  rise 
Doth  aak  a  drinli  divine.** 


It  appear'd,  though,  to-night,  that— «a  dioich-war- 

deus,  yearly. 
Eat  up  a  small  baby — ^those  c<  fflMirant  ■iniien^ 
The  Bankrupt-Corn  rniasionera,  bolt  very  nearly 
A  moderate-sized  bankrupt,  tout  ehaud,  for  their 

dinners  !* 
Nota  bene — a  rumor  to-day,  m  the  City, 
'*  Mr.   R — ^b—  ^is — ^n    just  has  restgn*d*' — ^what  a 

pity! 
The  Bulls  and  the  Bears  all  fell  a  sobbing, 
When  they  heard  of  the  fate  of  poor  Cock  Rohi*; 
While  thus,  to  the  nursery  time,  so  pretty, 
A  murmuring  Slock-6ave  breathed  her  ditty : — 

Alas,  poor  Robin,  he  crow'd  as  long 

And  as  sweet  as  a  prosperous  Cock  eonld  crow; 
But  his  note  was  small,  and  the  ^/d- finch's  song 

Was  a  pitch  too  high  for  Robin  to  ga 

Who'll  make  hbahnnid? 

"  I,"  said  the  Bank,  **  though  he  play'd  ne  a  prank, 
•<  While  I  have  a  rag,  poor  Rob  shaU  be  leU'd 
in't, 
"  With  many  a  pound  Til  paper  him  round, 

like  a  plump  rouleau — without  the  gold  in't* 

•  •  •  •  • 


f 


I 


f 


4( 


ALL  IN  THE  FA.MILY  WAY. 

A   NEW   PASTOaAL  BALLAD. 
(SUHO  IN  THE   CHASACTKa  Of  •arTAKlOA.) 

*'  The  Pnblic  Debt  Is  dae  Oom  onraelves  to  ourselves,  anil 
resolves  itself  into  a  Family  Accoant.**— ^r  RmUH  Pttti 
Letter. 

Tune— ^  Unks  «r«  tdlfmrmtVd  wOA  Ues. 

Mt  banks  are  all  fumish'd  with  rags, 
So  thick,  even  Freddy  can*t  thiu  'em ; 

Tve  torn  up  my  old  money-bags. 
Having  little  or  naught  to  put  in  'em. 

s  "  Another  objection  to  a  metallic  correney  was,  that  it 
produced  a  greater  namber  of  highway  rolitieries.**— D«tel« 
in  the  Lords. 

*  Mr.  Abereroinby*s  statement  of  the  eoonDO^  laven 
biMs  of  the  Conimissiooen  of  Eaaknpts. 
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My  Inideftnien  are  smasliiii^  by  dozeni. 
But  thitf  *M  all  nothing,  they  say  ; 

For  baukruiiUi,  since  Adam,  are  cousins,— 
So,  it*s  All  in  the  family  way. 

My  Debt  not  a  penny  takes  fhtm  me, 

Aj  sages  the  matter  explain ; — 
Bob  owe  it  to  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Jiwt  owes  it  to  Bob  back  again. 
Since  all  have  thus  taken  to  owing, 

Tiiere's  nobody  IcH  that  can  pay; 
And  this  is  the  way  to  keep  going, — 

Ail  quite  in  the  family  way. 

My  senators  vote  away  millions, 

To  put  in  Prosperity's  budget ; 
And  though  it  were  billions  or  trillions, 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it 
Tis  all  but  a  family  Aop, 

Twas  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay  ; 
Hands  round ! — why  the  deuce  should  we  stop  7 

'TIS  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  laborers  used  to  eat  mutton, 

As  any  great  man  of  the  State  does ; 
And  now  the  poor  devils  are  put  on 

Small  rations  of  tea  and  potatoes. 
But  cheer  up,  John,  Sawney,  and  Paddy, 

The  Kit  g  is  your  father,  they  say ; 
So,  ev*n  if  yuu  starve  for  your  Daddy, 

Tis  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble, 

My  poor  ones  have  nothing  to  chew  ; 
And,  even  if  themselves  do  ndl  grumble. 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 
But  coolly  to  fast  enfainille. 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray ; 
And  famine  itself  is  genteel, 

When  oue  starves  iu  a  family  way. 

I  have  found  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

A  secret  for  next  Budget  day ; 
Though,  perhaps,  he  may  know  it  already 

As  he,  too,  *s  a  sage  iu  his  way. 
When  next  for  the  Treasury  scene  he 

Announces  **  the  Devil  to  pay,*' 
Let  him  write  on  the  bills,  "  Nota  ben*, 

•<  Tm  all  in  the  family  way." 


BALLAD  FOR  THE  CAMBRIDGE 
ELECTION. 

**  I  authorised  my  CnmmUtee  to  Uike  the  itep  which  thefy 
did.  of  pniposing  a  (kir  ciHii|mrison  ofiuvncth.  upon  the  tli- 
demtMndlnir  ChHt  mkiekner  af  the  tw  tkmmiA  pmve  U  ki  IM§ 
wfkMU  ihiiald  five  wny  lo  the  other.**— i:xlrsct  Jram 
Mr.  IV.  J.  B--kt$*§  Letter  U  Mr.  0~4h-n 

13— KKs  is  weak,  and  G — lb— n  too. 

No  one  e'er  the  fact  dei  <«d ; — 
Which  is  «<  weakest'*  of  the  two, 

Cambridge  can  alone  decide. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say 

G — lb— n  of  the  Pope  afraid  is, 
B— kes,  as  much  afraid  as  he ; 
i  Never  yet  did  two  old  ladies 

On  this  point  so  well  agree. 
Choose  between  tliem,  Cambridge,  pray, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  mode  pursues. 
Each  the  same  conclusion  reaches ; 

B^kes  is  foolish  in  Reviews, 
G — lb— n,  foolish  iu  his  speeches. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say* 

Each  a  different  foe  doth  damn. 
When  his  own  affairs  have  gone  ill ; 

B— kes  he  damncth  Buckingham, 
G — lb— n  damneth  Dan  O'CounelL 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  jumy, 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Once,  we  know,  a  horse's  neigh 
Fix*d  th'  election  to  a  throne. 
So,  whichever  tirst  shall  bray, 

Choobe  him,  Cambridge,  for  thy  own. 
Choose  him,  choose  him  by  his  bray. 
Thus  elect  him,  Cambridge,  pray. 
June,  IHSQw 


MR.  ROGER  DODSWORTH. 


TO  THS  Borroa  or  tbb  timbs. 


189S. 


Sir,— Ilavinf  Ju^i  heard  of  (he  wonderful  mnrrectloa  nl 
Mr.  Riifcr  Dod^wiirth  fnmi  uniler  an  evMianeke,  where  he 
hnd  remained.  Hem  frajrpe.  It  leems,  fiir  the  last  160  yenn,  I 
hMsten  Ut  liiijHirl  tu  yuu  a  few  retleciUins  on  the  •ul^ct.'— 
Yuur«,  Slc  LAUDATiia  TBMfoaii  Am. 

What  a  lucky  turn  up! — just  as  Eld^n's  >.vitli* 
drawing, 
To  find  thus  a  gentleman,  fh>c'n  in  Uie  year 
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Sixteen  hundred  and  sixtv,  who  only  wants  thaw- 
ing, 
To  serve  for  our  times  quite  as  well  as  the 
Peer; — 

To  fafing  thus  to  light,  not  the  Wisdom  alone 
Of  our  Anceston,  such  as  'tis  found  on  our 
shelves, 

But,  in  perfect  condition,  full-wigg'd  and  full-grown, 
To  shovel  up  one  of  those  wise  bucks  themselves ! 

Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth,  and  send  him  safe  home- 
Let  him  learn  nothing  useful  or  new  on  the 
way; 
With  his  wisdom  kept  snug  from  the  light  let  him 
come, 
And  our  Tories  will  hail  him  with  "  Hear  !**  and 
"  Hurra  •" 

What  a  Cod-send  to  them  ! — a  good,  obsolete  man, 
Who  has  never  of  Locke  or  Voltaire  been  a 
reader;^ 
Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth  as  fast  as  you  can, 
And  the  L^nsd — ^les  and  H — ^rtf— -rds  shall  choose 
him  for  leader. 

Yes,  sleeper  of  ages,  thou  thalt  be  their  chosen  ; 

And  deeply  with  thee  will   they  sorrow,  good 
men. 
To  think  that  all  Europe  has,  since  thou  wert  frozen, 

So  alter'd,  thou  hardly  wilt  know  it  again. 

And  Eld — n  will  weep  o*er  each  sad  innovation 
Such  oceans  of  teon,  thou  wilt  fancy  that  he 

Has  been  also  laid  up  in  a  long  congelation. 
And  is  only  now  thawing,  dear  Roger,  like  thee. 


copy  OF  AN  INTERCEPTED  DISPATCH. 

FROM  HIS  EXCBLLBNCT  DON  STRRPITOSO  UIABOLO, 
ENVOY  EXTRAORDINARY  TO  IIIS  SATANIC  MA- 
JESTY. 

St.  James**  Street,  Joly  1, 1826. 

Great  Sir,  having  just  had  the  good  luck  to  catch 
An  official  young  Demon,  preparing  to  go. 

Ready  booted  and  spurred,  with  a  black -leg  dispatch. 
From  tlie  Hell  here,  at  Cr — ckf— rd*s,  to  otir  Hell, 
below — 

I  write  these  few  lines  to  your  Highness  Satanic, 
To  say  that,  firrt  having  oboy*d  your  directions, 

And  doae  all  the  mischief  I  could  in  **  the  Panic,** 
My  next  special  caro  was  to  help  the  Elections. 


Well  knowing  how  dear  wero  tlioso  times  to  thy 
soul. 
When  every  good  Christian  tonnented  hk  bro- 
ther, 
And  caused,  in  thy  realm,  such  a  saving  of  ooal, 
From  all  coining  down,  ready  g;riJl*d  by  eadi 
other ; 

Remembering,  besides,  how  it  paiird  thee  to  part 
With  the  Old  Penal  Code— that  ehef'tTammei 
Law, 
In  which  (though  to  own  it  too  modest  thou  art) 
Wo  could  plainly  perceive  the  fine  touch  of  thy 
claw; 

I  thought,  as  we  ne'er  can  those  gooc*  umes  revive, 
(Though  Eld — ^n,  with  help  from  your  Highooi 
would  try,) 

'Twould  still  keep  a  taste  for  Hell*s  music  am. 
Could  we  get  up  a  tliund*ring  No-Popery  cry  ;— 

That  yell  which,  when  choms'd  b«   Jcs  and  derics. 

So  like  is  to  ourSt  in  its  spirit  and  tone. 
That  I  often  nigh  laugh  myself  into  hysterics, 

To  think  that  Religion  should  make  it  her  own. 

So,  having  sent  down  for  th*  original  notes 
Of  the  chorus,  as  simg  by  your  Majesty's  choir, 

With  a  few  pints  of  lava,  to  gargle  the  throats 
Of  myself  and  some  others,  who  cng  it  **  with 
fire,"' 

i 

Thought  I,  '*  if  the  Marseillois  Hymn  could  com-  ! 
maud  I 

**  Such  audience,  though  yell'd  by  a  Sans-culotte 
crew, 
**  What   wonders  shall  toe  do,  who've  men  in  our 
band, 
"That  not  only  wear  breeches,  but  petticoatt  { 

too."  : 

I 

Such  then  were  my  hopes ;  but,  with  sorrow,  tojt  j 

Highness, 

I*m  forced  to  confess — ^be  the  cause  what  it  will, 

Whether  fewness  of  voices,  or  hoarseness,  or  shy-  < 

nesB, —  I 

Our  Beelzebub  chorus  has  gono  off  but  ilL  ■ 

Tlie  truth  is,  no  placeman  now  knows  his  right  key, 
The  Treasury  pitch-pipe  of  late  is  so  various ; 

And  certain  Inue  voices,  that  look'd  for  a  fee 

At  the  York  music-meeting,  now  think  it  pie-  ■ 

carious.  i 


I 


>  C9*fuoc0—fL  mnsiA-book  diraelftoa 
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Even  tome  of  our  Reverends  might  have  been 
wanner^— > 
Though  one  or  two  capital  roarers  we*ve  had ; 
Doctor  Wise'  is,  for  instance,  a  charming  per- 
former, 
And  Huntingdon  Maberley'a  yoU  was  not  bad ! 

Altogether,  however,  tlie  thing  was  not  hearty  ;— 
Even  EUd — n  allows  we  got  on  but  so  so ; 

And  when  next  wo  attempt  a  No-Popery  party. 
We  muttt  please  your  Highness,  recruit  from 
below. 

But,  hark,  the   young   Black-leg  is  cracking  his 
whip- 
Excuse  me,  Great  Sir — there's  no  time  to  be 
civil  'f^ 
The  next  opportunity  shan't  be  let  slip. 
But,  till  then, 

I'm,  in  haste,  your  most  dutiful 

Devu. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

■COGESTED  BY  TUB   LATE   WORK   OF  THE    REVEEENn 
MR.   IRV — NO   "  ON   PROPHECY." 

1890. 

A  MrLLENNiuM  ht  hand! — I'm  delighted  to  hear 
it— 

As  matters,  both  public  and  private,  now  go. 
With  multitudes  round  us  all  starving,  or  near  it, 

A  good  rich  Millennium  will  come  a  propos. 

Only  think.  Master  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold, 
Imitead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Rags, 

A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 

Sound  bullion  throughout,  from  the  roof  to  the 
flags— 

A  City,  where  wine  and  cheap  com'  shall  abound— 

A  celestial  Coeaigntt  on  whose  buttery  shelves 
We  may  swear  tlie  best  things  of  tliis  world  will 
be  found. 
As  your  Saints  seldom  fail  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves! 


>  This  revemid  gentlsman  dUtinguUhsd  himaelf  at  the 
Reailng  slecUon. 

s  **  A  messare  ofwbent  for  a  penny,  and  three  measarsi 
of  bnrley  for  »  pennyV'^iUv.  vl. 

s  flee  Ihs  <imtlon  of  thb  reveiend  fwntleman,  where  he 
deacribei  ll«e  connnbial  Joys  of  PniadUe,  and  paints  the 
aoirls  hnvenns  nmnd  **eteb  happy  fidr.*' 

«  When  WhtolnQ  pis«enied  to  Prinee  Eiifene  the  Eisny  In 
which  he  attempted  ti>  coaaeet  hto  vletoriet  ovw  the  Torks 


Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  raptures  Blynmn,* 
Divine  Squintifobus,  who,  placed  within  reach 

Of  two  oppotita  worlds,  by  a  twist  of  your  visioii. 
Can  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sty  look  at  each  ;-- 

Tlianks,  thanks  for  the  hq>es  thou  afibrdest,  that  we 
May,  ev'n  in  oar  own  times,  a  Jubilee  share. 

Which  so  long  has  been  promised  by  prophets  like 
thee. 
And  so  often  postponed,  we  began  to  despair. 

There  was  Whiston,*  who  learnedly  took  Prince 
Eugene 
For  the  man  who   must  bring  the  Millennium 
about; 
There's  Faber,  whose  pious  productions  have  been 
All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out ; — 

There  was  Counsellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.  P., 
Who  discoursed  on  the  subject  with  signal  eclat. 

And,  eaob  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millenniiun  break  out  m  the  town  of  Ar- 
magh!* 

There  was  also— but  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 
With   your   Brotherses,  Southcotes,  and  names 
less  deserving. 
When  all  pest  Millennrams  hencefoith  must  give 
way 
To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv— ng. 

Go  on,  mighty  man, — doom  them  all  to  the  shelf. — 
And  when  next  thou  with  Ph>phecy  troublest  thy 
sconce. 
Oh  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (Chapter  iv.)  that  sees  nine  ways  at 
once. 


THE  THREE  DOCTORS. 

Ductnribus  Ictamur  tribut. 

Though  many  great  Doctors  there  be. 
There  are  three  that  all  Doctors  out-tc^. 

Doctor  Eady,  that  famous  M.  D., 
Doctor  S— fh — y,  and  dear  Doctoi  Slop.* 

with  Revelation,  the  Prince  Is  ui«l  lu  hnve  lepHed,  that 
**he  WMi  nut  ftware  he  hiul  ever  h«4  the  huo«ir  of  belni 
known  lo  St.  John.** 

*  Mr.  DnblM  was  «  member  of  the  Irteh  Pirlbuiienl,  sad* 
on  all  other  •uhjecia  bui  the  Millennium,  a  vary  M»a«lble 
perMHi:  he  choie  Animith  ns  the  aeene  uf  Ms  Mllleiuiiwai, 
on  aecoani  of  the  name  ArmefedUun,  mentlooeU  la  Reva- 
latlon. 

•  The  editor  of  the  Mttrnlni  Uorald,  eo  nkknaaieiL 
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Hie  irarger — the  proser— the  bud— > 

All  quacks  in  a  difTerent  ttyle ; 
Doctor  S — th — ^y  writes  hooka  by  the  yard 

Doctor  Eady  writAB  puSb  by  the  mile !' 

Doctor  Slop,  in  no  merit  outdone 
By  his  scribbling  or  physicking  brother, 

Can  d  )se  us  with  stuff  like  the  one, 
Ay,  and  doze  us  with  stuff  like  the  other 

Doctor  Eady  good  company  keeps 
With  **  No  Popory**  scribes  on  the  walls ; 

Doctor  S-— th — y  as  gloriously  sleeps 
With  '*  No  Popery"  scribes,  on  the  stalls. 

Doctor  Slop,  upon  subjects  divine. 

Such  btidlamite  slaver  lets  drop. 
That,  if  Eeudy  should  take  the  mad  line, 

He*I)  be  sure  of  a  patient  in  Slop. 

Seven  millions  of  Papists,  no  less, 

Doctor  S— th — ^y  attacks,  like  a  Turk  f 

Doctor  Eady,  !•«  bold,  I  confess, 
Attacks  but  his  maid-of-all-work.' 

Doctor  S— th— y,  for  Mm  grand  attack, 
Both  a  laureate  and  pensioner  is ; 

While  poor  Doctor  Eady,  alack, 

Has  been  had  up  to  Bow-street,  for  his ! 

And  truly,  *h«i  law  does  so  blunder. 

That,  though  little  blood  has  been  spilPd,  he 

May  probably  suffer  as,  under 
The  Chalking  Act,  known  to  be  guilty. 

Sj  much  for  the  merits  sublime 

(With  whose  catalogue  ne*er  should  I  stop) 
Of  the  tlu-ee  greatest  lights  of  our  time. 

Doctor  Eady,  and  S — th — y,  and  Slop ! 

Should  you  aak  me,  to  which  of  the  three 
Great  Doctors  the  preference  should  fall, 

As  a  matter  of  course,  I  agree 
Doctor  Eady  must  go  to  the  walL 

But  as  S — th — y  with  laurels  is  crown*d. 
And  Slop  with  a  wig  and  a  tail  is. 

Let  Eady*8  bright  temples  be  bound 
With  a  swingeing  "  Corona  Murali*  !*** 


I  Atlnding  to  the  display  of  this  doctor*!  name,  In  ehalk, 
on  all  the  walls  roond  the  metnipolls. 

•  This  sentpblc  doctor.  In  the  preface  to  his  lait  work, 
{Vindieim  Eeeletim  JIngUeanm,)  is  pleased  to  anathematize 
not  only  all  Catholics,  but  all  advocates  of  Catholics: — 
"They  have  for  their  Immeoiale  allies  (he  says)  every  fkc- 
tion  that  Is  banded  afalnst  the  ^tate,  every  demafocne, 
every  Irrelicious  and  seditious  jonmalist,  every  open  and 
every  Insidioas  enemy  to  Monarchy  and  to  Christianity.** 

*  See  the  late  accounts  In  the  newspapers  of  the  appear- 


EPITAPH  ON  A  TUFT-HUNTE2. 

Lament,  lament.  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 

Put  mourning  round  thy  page,  Debrsltt 

For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  prefen'd 
A  Visconnt  to  a  Marquis  yet 

Beside  him  place  the  God  of  Wit, 
Before  him  Beauty's  rosiest  giris, 

Apollo  for  a  Btar  he'd  quit, 
.ind  Love's  own  sister  for  an  Earl*s. 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  afibrd, 
He  took,  of  course,  to  peers'  relations ; 

And,  rather  than  not  i^ort  a  Lord, 
Put  up  with  even  the  last  creations. 


Even  Irish  names,  could  he  but  tag  *ein 
With  <*  Loxd"  and  <•  Duke,**  were  sweet 

And,  at  a  pinch.  Lord  Ballyraggum 
Was  better  than  no  Lord  at  aU. 

Heaven  grant  him  now  some  noUe  nook* 
For,  rest  his  soul !  he'd  rather  be 

Genteelly  damn'd  beside  a  Duke, 
Than  saved  m  vulgar  company 


tocaD, 


ODE  TO  A  HAT. 


"altam 


^iflcat  caput.* 


JCVBSAL. 


Ha'»i    reverend  Hat ! — sublime  *mid  all 
The  minor  felts  that  rouud  thee  grovd  ;— 

Thou,  that  the  Gods  «*  a  Delu"  call. 

While  meaner  mortals  call  thee  <*  shovel  ** 

When  on  thy  shape  (like  pyramid, 

Cut  horizontally  in  twoi*) . 
I  raptured  gaze,  what  dreams,  unhid. 

Of  stalls  and  mitres  bless  my  view ! 


ance  of  thi^  gentleman  at  one  of  the  Potice-offlees,  In  eon- 
sequence  of  an  allefed  atsanit  on  his  **  nMUd-^fall-fmrk.** 

«  A  crown  granted  as  a  re«vard  amnof  the  RnanM  to 
persons  who  performed  any  estraonllnary  vxpkiits  ii|mi 
wMti.  «nch  as  seating  them,  baticrfng  ihem.  kc.— >Nw  daoM* 
writing  apon  them,  to  the  extent  Oi  Eady  does,  •onM 
equally  establish  a  claim  tn  the  honor. 

•  So  deorribed  by  a  Reverend  Histnnao  of  tlie  Chwch  >- 
**  A  Delta  hat,  like  the  borlsonial  sectkm  of  a  ryraoiM.**— 
GaANT*i  Hiatery  t^f  th»  MSmgii»k  Ckmrtk. 
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That  brim  of  bruns,  bo  sleekly  good— 
Not  flapp'd,  like  dull  Wealeyans',  down. 

But  looking  (as  all  churchmen's  should) 
Devoutly  upward— towards  tlie  crown. 

Gods !  when  I  gaze  upon  that  brim, 

So  redolent  of  Church  all  over, 
What  swarms  of  Tithes,  in  vision  diro,^ 
Some  pig-taird,  rcme  like  cherubim, 

With  ducklings'  wing»— around  it  hover ! 
Tenths  of  all  dead  and  living  things, 
That  Nature  into  bemg  bnngs, 
From  calves  and  com  to  chitterlings. 

Say,  holy  Hat,  that  hast,  of  cocks, 
The  very  cock  most  orthodox. 
To  whiehf  of  all  the  well-fed  throng 
Of  Zion,'  joy'st  thou  to  belong  7 
Thou*rt  not  Sir  Harcourt  Lees's — no— 

For  hats  grow  like  the  heads  that  wear  'em ; 
And  hati,  on  heads  like  his,  would  grow 

Particniariy  karum-oearum. 
Who  knows  but  thou  may'st  deck  the  pate 
Of  that  famed  Doctor  Ad^mth — te, 
(The  reverend  rat,  whom  we  saw  stand 
On  his  hind-legs  in  Westmoreland,) 
Wlio  changed  so  quick  from  blue  to  yellow. 

And  would  from  yellow  back  to  blue. 
And  back  again,  convenient  fellow. 

If  'twere  his  interest  so  to  da 

Oi   haply,  smartest  of  triangles, 

Thou  art  the  hat  of  Doctor  Ow — n ; 
The  hat  that,  to  his  vestry  wrangles. 

That  venerable  priest  doth  go  in, — 
And,  then  and  there,  amid  the  stare 
Of  all  St  Olave's,  takes  the  chair. 
And  quotes,  with  phiz  right  orthodox, 

Th'  example  of  his  reverend  brothers, 
To  prove  that  priests  all  fleece  their  flocks, 

And  he  must  fleece  as  well  as  others. 


Bleas'd  Hat !  (whoe'er  thy  lord  may  be) 
Thus  low  I  take  off  mine  to  thee. 
The  homage  of  a  ra}'mau's  eaetor. 
To  the  spruce  delta  of  his  pastor. 
Oil  mayst  thou  be,  as  thou  proceedest, 

Still  smarter  cock'd,  still  brush'd  the  brighter, 
TiD,  bowing  all  the  way,  thou  leadest 

Thy  sleek  possessor  to  a  mitre ! 


I  Archbishop  MngeeaflbcUnnntely  calls  the  Chnrch  E«tab- 
IbhswDt  of  l/elaod  **  the  little  Zlon.** 

s  A  dbtribotlwn  was  niade  of  the  Emperor  Alexander's 
■mtaury  wardrobe  by  Us  ioceessor. 


NEWS  FOR  COUNTRY  r-QUSINS 

1890. 

DsAR  Coi,  as  I  know  neither  you  nor  Miss  Draper, 
When  Parliament's  up,  ever  take  in  a  paper. 
But  trust  for  your  news  to  such  stray  odds  and  ends 
As  you  chance  to  pick  up  from  political  friends — 
B^'iug  one  of  this  w<«U-inform*d  class,  I  sit  down 
To  transmit  you  the  last  newest  news  that's  in  town. 

As  to  Greece  and  Lord  Cochrane,  things  couIdu*t 
look  better — 

His  Lordship  (who  promises  now  to  fight  faster) 
Has  just  taken  Rhodes,  and  dispatch'd  off  a  letter 

To  Daniel  0*Connell, to  make  him  Grand  Master; 
Engaging  to  change  the  old  name,  if  he  can, 
From  the  Knights  of  St  John  to  the  Knights  of 

St  Dan;— 
Or,  if  Dan  should  prefer  (as  a  sKIl  better  whim) 
Being  made  the  Colossus,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

From  Russia  the  last  accounts  are  that  the  Czar — 
Most  generous  and  kind,  as  all  sovereigns  are. 
And  whose  first  princely  act  (as  you  know,  I  sup- 
pose) * 
Was  to  give  away  all  his  late  brother's  old  clothesP^- 
Is  now  busy  collecting,  with  brotheriy  care, 
The  late   Emperor's  nightcaps,  and  thinks  of 
bestowing 
One  nightcap  apiece  (if  he  has  them  to  spare) 
On  all  the  distinguish'd  old  ladies  now  going. 
(Wliile  I  write,  an  arrival  from  Riga — ^the  **  Bro- 

there"— 
Having  nightcaps  on  board  for  Lord  Eld — n  and 
others.) 

Last  advices  from  India — Sir  Archy,  'tis  thought. 
Was  near  catching  a  Tartar,  (tlie  first  ever  caught 
In  N.  Lat  SlO^—and  his  Highness  Biumese, 
Being  very  hard  press'd  to  shell  out  the  rupees. 
And  not  having  rhino  sufficient,  they  say,  meant 
To  pawn  his  august  Golden  Foot'  for  the  payment 
(How  lucky  for  monarchs,  tliat  thus,  when  they 

choose. 
Can  establish  a  running  account  with  the  Jews !) 
The  security  being  what  Rotlischild  calls  "  goot," 
A  loan  will  be  shortly,  of  course,  set  on  foot ; 
The  parties  are  Rothschild,  A.  Baring  and  Co. 
With  three  otlier  great  pawnbrokers :  each  takes  a 

toe 


s  This  potentate  stylet  htmself  the  Uoaarch  of  the  GoMez 
Foot 


I 
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Jkmd  eiigrages  (IcKt  Gold-foot  should  give  lu  legAMl, 
Aa  he  did'once  before)  to  pay  down  on  the  naiL 

Th»  is  all  for  the  pretseiit — what  vile  pens  and  paper! 
Youn  trulyi  dear  Cousin — best  love  to  Miss  Draper. 


A  VISION. 

BT  TIIK   AUTHOR  OF  CHRISTABBX. 

<*  Ur  !*'  said  the  Spirit,  and,  ere  I  coold  pray 
One  hasty  orison,  whiri*d  me  away 
To  a  Limbo,  lying — I  wist  not  where- 
Above  or  below,  in  earth  or  air ; 
For  it  glimmer*d  o  er  with  a  doubtful  light, 
One  coutdn*t  say  whether  *twas  day  or  night ; 
And  *twas  cross'd  by  many  a  mazy  track, 
One  didn't  know  how  to  get  on  or  back  ; 
And  I  felt  like  a  needle  that's  going  astray 
(With  its  one  eye  out)  through  a  bundle  of  hay ; 
When  the  Spirit  he  grinn'd,  and  whisper'd  me, 
"  Thou'rt  now  in  the  Court  of  Chancery !" 

Around  me  flitted  unnumber'd  swarms 
Of  shapeless,  bodiless,  tailless  forms  ; 
(Like  bottled -up  babes,  that  grace  the  room 
Of  that  worthy  knight,  Sir  Everard  Home) — 
All  of  them,  things  iialf-kilPd  in  rearing  ; 
Some  were  lame — some  wanted  hearing; 
Some  had  through  half  a  century  run, 
Though  they  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
Others,  more  merry,  as  just  beginning. 
Around  on  a  point  of  law  were  spinning ; 
Or  balanced  alod,  'iwixt  Bill  and  Answer, 
Lead  at  each  end,  like  a  tight-rope  dancer. 
Some  were  so  cross,  that  nothing  could  please  'cm  *- 
Some  gulp'd  down  affidavits  to  ease  'em  ; — 
All  were  in  motion,  yet  never  a  one, 
Let  it  move  as  it  might,  could  ever  move  on. 
**  These,"  said  the  Spirit,  **  you  plainly  see, 
**  Are  what  they  call  Suits  in  Chancery !" 

I  heard  a  loud  screaming  of  old  and  young, 

Like  a  chorus  by  fil\y  Vellutis  sung ; 

Or  an  Irish  Dump  ("  the  words  by  Moore'O 

At  an  amateur  concert  scream'd  in  score  ; 

So  hanh  on  my  ear  that  wailing  fell 

Of  the  wretches  who  in  this  Limbo  dwell ! 

It  sf«m*d  like  the  dismal  symphony 

Of  the  shapes  iEneas  in  hell  did  see ; 


Or  those  frogs,  whoav  tef»«  haEbuout  oook 
Cut  off,  and  left  the  &ogs  in  the  brookt 
To  cry  all  night,  till  life's  last  drega, 
«  Give  us  oar  legs !— give  us  our  legs  !** 
Touch'd  with  the  sad  and  sorrowful  scene, 
I  ask'd  what  all  this  yell  miglit  mean, 
When  the  Spirit  replied,  with  the  grin  of  glee 
«  'Tis  the  cry  of  the  Suitors  in  Chancery  V 

I  look'd,  and  I  saw  a  wizard  rise,' 

With  a  wig  like  a  cloud  bb»«A«  men's  eyes. 

In  his  aged  hand  he  held  a  wand. 

Wherewith  he  beckon'd  his  embryo  band* 

And  they  moved  and  moved,  as  he  waved  it  o'er. 

But  they  never  got  on  one  inch  the  more 

And  still  they  kept  limping  to  and  Iro, 

liike  Ariels  round  old  Prospero— 

Saying,  **  Dear  Master,  let  us  go,** 

But  still  old  Prospero  answer'd  <*  Na** 

And  I  heard,  the  while,  that  wizard  elf 

Muttering,  muttering  spells  to  himself. 

While  o'er  as  many  old  papers  he  tum*d. 

As  Hume  e'er  moved  for,  or  Omar  bum'd. 

He  talk'd  of  his  virtue—"  though  ^«mie,  less  nio^ 

(He  owii'd  with  a  sigh)  preferr*d  hn  Face**— 

And  he  said, «« I  think"—"  I  doubt"—'*  I  hope," 

Caird  God  to  witness,  and  damn'd  the  Pope ; 

With  many  more  sleights  of  tongue  and  hand 

I  couldn't,  for  the  soul  of  me,  undexstaud. 

Amazed  and  posed,  I  was  just  about 

To  ask  his  name,  when  the  screams  without. 

The  merciless  clack  of  the  imps  within. 

And  that  conjuror's  mutterings,  made  such  a  dia, 

That,  startled,  I  woke^leap*d  up  in  my  bed — 

Found  the  Spirit,  tlie  imps,  and  the  conjuror  fled, 

And  bkiss'd  my  stars,  right  pleased  to 

That  I  wasn't,  as  yet,  in  Chancery. 


THE  PETITION  OF  THE  ORANGEMEN 
OF  IRELAND. 

1836. 
To  the  people  of  England,  the  humble  Petition 

Of  Ireland's  disconsolate  Orangemen,  showing — 
That  sad,  very  sad,  is  our  present  condition  ; —  i 

Our  jobbing    all   gone,   and   our  noble   selves 
going;— 

That,  forming  one  seventh,  within  a  few  fractions, 
Of  Ireland's  seven  milik>ns  of  hot   he»Js  and 
hearts, 

The  Lord  Chancellor  Eld— a. 
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t  the  basest  of  all  base  transactions 

p  us  from  murd*ring  the  otiior  six  parts ; — 

:o  laws  made  for  ti)e  good  of  the  many, 
Tibly  suggest  there  is  nothing  letss  true ; 
nan  lawH  (and  our  own,  more  than  any) 
de  by  and  for  a  particular  few  ; — 

:h  it  delights  every  true  Orange  brother, 
you,  in  England,  such  ardor  evince, 
ing  which  sect  most  tormented  the  other, 
m*d  with  most  gtuto,  some  hundred  years 
ice ; — 

love  to  behold,  while  Old  England  grovm 

nt. 

Southey  and  Butler  nigh  coming  to  blows, 

e    whether   Duiu^an,   that  strong-bodied 

int, 

uly  and  really  pulKd  the  Devil's  nose ; 

toother  Saint,  Dominic,  burnt  the  DevU*8 

w — 

;r  Edwy  intrigued  with  Elgiva's  old  mo- 

5r»— 

ly  such  points,  from  which  Southey  can 

aw 

iiona  most  apt  for  our  hathig  each  other. 

v^ery  well  known  this  devout  Irish  nation 
w,  for  some  ages,  gone  happily  on, 
in  two  kinds  of  Substantiation, 
rty  in  Trans  and  the  other  in  Con  ;• 

your  petitioning  Cons,  have,  in  right 

said  monosyllable,  ravaged  the  lands, 

ezxied  the  goods,  and   aunoy*d,  day  and 

jht, 

\\e  bodies   and   souls  of  the   sticklers  for 

rans ; — 

trust  to  Peel,  Eldon,  and  other  such  sages, 
pping  us  still  in  the  same  state  of  mind  ; 
jcli  as  the  world  used  to  be  in  those  ages, 
still    smaller    s}'llablcs   maddeu'd    man- 
ad; — 

)  words  ex  and  per*  served  as  well,  to  annoy 
neighbors  and  friends  with,  as  con  a:*d 
ms  now ; 


1  impnrtnnt  discassioni  as  these  the  greater  part 
they*s  Vindiei^  Excletim  JInglicamm  Is  devoted, 
stantiatlnn — the  troe  Rcfoniied  tielief;  at  least, 
jf  Lather,  and,  as  Mosheim  asserts,  of  Melanc- 

John  of  Racusa  went  to  Constantinople,  (at  the 


And  Christians,  like  S— th— y,  wlio  stickled  for  ot, 
Cut  the  tliroats  of  all  Christians  who  stickled  for 


AM' 


That,  relying  on  England,  whose  kindness  already 
So  often  has  help'd  us  to  play  this  game  o^er, 

We  have  got  our  red  coats  and  our  esrabiiiea  ready, 
And  wait  but  the  word  to  ihow  sport,  an  before. 

That,  as  to  the  expense— the  few  millions,  or  ao. 
Which  for  all  such  divefsious  John  Bull  has  to 
pay— 
*Tis,  at  least,  a  great  comfort  to  John  Bull  to  know, 
That  to  Orangemen  •  pockets  'twill  all  find  its 

way. 
For  which  your  pctltiouera  ever  will  pray, 

&<&  &C.  ^LC  dLC    &C. 


COTTON  AND  CORN. 

A   DIALOGUE. 

Said  Cotton  to  Com,  t'other  day, 
As  they  met  and  exchanged  a  nluto— 

(Squire  Com  in  his  carriage  so  gay, 
Poor  Cotton,  half  fainish'd,  on  foot :) 

**  Great  Squire,  if  it  isn't  uncivil 
**  To  hint  at  starvation  before  you, 

**  Look  down  on  a  poor  hungry  devil, 

"  And  give  him  some  bread,  I  implore  yoa ." 

Quoth  Com  then,  in  answer  to  Cotton, 
Percf'iving  he  meant  to  make  free—' 

**  Low  fellow,  you've  surely  forgotten 
**  The  distance  between  you  and  me ! 

**  To  expect  that  we.  Peers  of  high  birtli, 
**  Should  waste  our  illustrious  acres, 

<<  For  no  other  purpose  on  earth 

"  Than  to  fatten  cuned  calico-makers  !— 

**  That  Bishops  to  bobbins  should  bend^- 
**  Should  stoop  from  their  Bench's  sublimity, 

**  Great  dealers  m  lawn,  to  befriend 
**  Such  contemptible  dealers  in  dimity ! 


time  this  dispute  between  **  ex**  and  **  per**  was  gnlng  on,) 
he  found  the  Turks,  we  are  Inid,  **  Innxhtnf  at  the  Clirlsttans 
for  lieing  divided  by  two  such  InsiicnlflCNnt  ptrtirles.** 

«  The  Arlan  contniveray  — Befme  tlwit  Unie,  says  Hoolicff, 
**  In  order  in  be  a  snund  believing  Christian,  Pies  wen  not 
curious  what  syllables  or  ptutldes  of  speech  they  used.** 


. 


»1 


M->::/iLr^  "a-c-iLLs. 


*  Jt  uui0t  u  1^  Vft  ic  uir  Mamk-  .< — 
iiiVjriif^  u'  jin»— ^pic  lift  jarurr:. 
V'  uo.  t:autL  •Jkuc  :i«»*c  liirvt  igwL  Itfnu  * 

hit  mc^'wt — 'Viif}..  •ruvc  i:«l  irvtr 

TB^if  rViri  11  1.11  \..A.tii^  vr-jifpL  !:«- limuj^ 

*-  truuc*  Con  wuic  M  LvrVf  ikuitk  jnq|^'* 


T»  E 

\3iL 


^flovTa 


OiC  vama  uxil 


yiffBL  A   CB    IBS 


scnujf 


THE  CANOM2AT10V  OF  ^AI^■T 
B— TT— RVi— rnL 


Ikva  E^ai'ft  laaik:; 


lS  ti«T  eid 


1 

I 


T>>v.-X*.  iftf^  sr-tT  jr-.T,  xzii  ■■■rj  r-Aj  ^■*^t/#»  "-.::i..         T>*  t--»-C  cf  Juoielf  &:m!  hit  cfciicLSed  ea 
lit*    a-^'-w  £:uu>t  »  14^  li<e  w-ne  .M-j^  f-jr  *!     O:.  -j  eac::ier  ^xribt  ^l_ie  An  ari'T«rm»La(* 
L'^  E:^.:Di   sf^ilr,   aatl   kocr  d    -  Whc^e  Daf  i 

Mm  r ' 

Tf**  ^/ntruvM  rf  lf«. m.'>a;f  ©'•r  ia:>d  »LKf  oVr  ■«,      Ci-::.??*  rln  ! — by  Judas,  we  wi'.l  caarsiv  i:«; 
Vfmiti,:if2  '/a  <rjf  fl — u — nr — T'/i  t^btyt*,  r '^d,  F.-r  C»3t  »  ^j»  bobby  and  t«-«dJJ2x^  fa»  bi«; 

•       **'' .'"/^-'if^tt,  ifebiw^^^Ia*,  Sa;x:t,  a:.d  5L  P.  Aw:,  L^'■•.^h  wu*  mrn  may  pcty  aau  "Ttb  ni 

d«p*?  hh^, 
Cittu^,  rr-*/>,  <*f  JotLr.1,   co.-i.e    d'.-.ra    frc-n  thy         lit* J  dik^c  *>j:  ti*  better  »ij7--a:ct  for  all  th» 

Awi  1fr^t^x  liltl*  .Sr,:.Vi — if  AJHt'l  \'A  fur—  Cui:  q-:kk:y  lo«:«iher  LSe  whole  trrae  cf  Caaten, 

tfrjch    a   i»;;J«l  win  to  B — 11^ — r:r — r.i/a  boscm  be         Couroke  aii  the  *mo«#  Ta^-rae  cf  the  naimi; 
^Ut  BhDg   Shaker*   and   Snufflen    aud   Jampefs  u 

//i*  '-jtitrj'Y'ifii.h  and  JAiV/e  being'  rr.ucS  ou  a  par.  RictTs, 

To  witness  ir.elr  B — ;t — rw — rlh'»  CannnTratiai 
^*/T  W'i*h,  Sair^t  J'y':'::.n.,  o;x'^e  more  to  bsKoId 

A    y/ofid    th',4    ho.-;!    f.o;:or'd    by  chcallnj    eo     Vca,  humSiy  I've  rer.r'red  h»  merit*  to  piial, 
r/i^tfiy  ;  Yea,  feebly  have  M  -.A  all  ha  g;fts  to  portray, 

'Hiou'lt  find  Kt'H  anio::;;  ub  one  Ferw>na::e  old,  *  And  they  form  a  sum-total  for  making  a  Saiut, 

VVbo   aliio   by  trick*   and  the    Stal^  makes   a  '      That  ttie  Devil's  own  Advocate  could  not  gab 
jy;»ny  say. 


I  A  rr<fiii  prirt  of  th«  income  of  Jonnna  t^otbcott  arose 
tvmi  \\vt  Hfmlv  of  ili«  lx»rd*s  ivritection  m-hicli  the  lold  to 
h^'f  t*A\ttmf.r%. 

>  Mr*.  Ann«  Ix'ff,  fh«  **rh'i<en  vcsmP*  of  the  Shakerm, 
niifl  *•  >lMli<!r  «if  all  th«  children  of  rcf eneraiion/* 


s  Toad  Lane,  in  MaDcbester.  where  Mother  Lee  was  bov 
In  her  **  Address  lo  Yiiany  BelieTerfi.''  she  my*,  thnt  **li 
a  matter  of  no  iuipiirtance  with  them  ftvHB  whence  tl 
means  of  their  deliverance  come,  whether  from  a  stabW : 
Bethlehem,  or  Crom  Toad  Lane,  Manchester." 
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np  h'lfrh,  all  ye  Juropere,  ye  Rantera  all  roar, 
^hile  B — tt — rw — rth'e  spirit,  upraiaed  from  your 

eyes, 
:e  a  kite  made  of  foolscap,  in  glory  shall  soar, 
rVith  a  long  tail  of  rubbish  behind,  to  the  kkies' 


AN  INCANTATION. 

BUNQ  BY  THE  BUBBLE  SriRn*. 

Air. — Comt  vith  Me,  and  we  will  f 
IVkere  the  rockt  tj"  coral  ffroio 

Comb  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  bubbles,  as  we  go  ; 
Bubbles,  bright  ait  ever  Ho|m» 
Drew  from  fancy— or  from  soap ; 
Bright  as  e'er  the  South  Sea  seat 
From  its  frothy  element ! 
Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  bubbles,  as  we  go. 
Mix  the  lather,  Johnny  W — Iks, 
Thou,  who  rhym'st  so  well  to  bilks  f 
Mix  the  lather — who  can  be 
Fitter  for  such  tank  than  thee, 
Grout  M.  P.  for  Sudthury  I 

Now  the  frothy  charm  u  ripe, 
Puffing  Pelef,'  bring  thy  pipe, — 
Thou,  whom  ancient  Coventry 
Once  so  dearly  loved,  tiiat  she 
Knew  not  which  to  her  was  sweeter, 
Peeping  Tom  or  Puffing  Peter  ;— 
Puff  the  bubbles  high  in  air, 
Pufi*t))y  best  to  keep  them  Uiere 

Bravo,  bravo,  Peter  M — re  ! 
Now  the  rainbow  humbugs'  soar. 
Glittering  all  with  golden  hues. 
Such  as  huunt  the  dreams  of  Jews  ; — 
Some,  reflecting  mines  that  lie 
Under  Chili's  glowing  sky. 
Some,  thotie  virgin  pearls  that  sleep 
Cloister'd  iu  the  southern  deep  ; 

SUTMif  Indications  of  chnracter  may  be  sonietlmos  traced 
Jm  rhyiuet  to  names.  Marvell  thuu^ht  so,  when  he  wruia 

"Sir  EdwHrd  Suuon, 
The  foolbh  Knlithi  who  rhymes  u>  mutton.** 
The  meniher.  dnriny  a  lonf  perif»d.  for  Coventry. 
An  hnmb  •  Inittatiou  of  one  of  oar  niodern  poets,  who, 
I  |Hjem  ncntnst  War,  aft«r  denrribing  the  Hplendld  habili- 
nt«  «if  the  soldier,  thus  opostmphizcs  him — "  thou  rnln* 
V  laflUn  :** 


Others,  as  if  lent  a  ray 
From  the  streaming  Milky  Way, 
Glistening  o*er  with  curds  and  wliey 
From  the  cows  of  Aldemey. 

Now's  the  moment — who  shall  first 
Catch  the  bubbles,  ere  they  burst  ? 
Run,  ye  Sqaires,  ye  Via(;ounts,  run, 
Br — gd — n,  T — ynh — m,  P — Im — t — n  ; — 
John  VV-i-lks  junior  runs  beside  ye ! 
Take  the  good  the  knaves  provide  ye  !^ 
See,  with  uptum'd  eyes  and  hands. 
Where  the  Sharemnu*  Br — gd — n,  stands. 
Gaping  for  the  froth  to  fall 
Down  his  giUlet — /y^  and  aU. 

Seel 

But,  hark,  my  time  is  out^— 
Now,  like  some  great  water-spout. 
Scattered  by  the  caiuion*s  thunder, 
Btirst,  ye  bubbles,  ail  asunder ! 

{Ifere  IAm  $Uig9  darkens — a  diaemrdant  crash  it  heard  from 
the  ^reheetra — the  knken  hmkhlet  descend  in  a  eajMmaeeau» 
hut  uncltanljf  mist  aver  tha  heads  of  the  f}raatatie  Persanm^ 

and  the  scene  drepSf  leaving  the  huhble-huntsrs ail  iu  tka 

suds.}  • 


A  DREAM  OF  TURTLE. 

BT  SIB  W.  CURTIS. 

'TwAS  evening  time,  in  the  twilight  sweet 
1  sail'd  along,  when — whom  sliould  1  meet 
But  a  Turtle  journeying  o'er  the  sea, 
*'  On  tlie  service  of  his  Majesty."* 


When  spying  him  first  through  twilight  dim, 

I  did*nt  know  what  to  make  of  him  ; 

But  said  to  myself,  as  slow  he  plied 

His  fins,  and  roU'd  from  side  to  side 

Conceitedly  o'er  the  watery  path — 

"  'Tis  my  Lord  of  St— w— 11  taking  a  bath. 


1898. 


"  And  i  hear  him  now,  among  the  fishes, 
"  Quoting  Vatel  and  Burgersdicius !' 


•♦» 


*  *'  Lovely  Thais  sits  beside  thee : 

Take  the  gimd  the  Gods  provide  thee/* 

i  So  called  by  a  sort  of  Tuscan  dulclAcatiun  of  the  cA,  la 
the  word  "  Chninnan.** 

•  We  are  told  that  the  passport  of  thH  irrand  diplomatls 
Tunle  (sent  by  the  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs  to  a  tertaia 
noble  envoy)  described  him  as  "on  his  majesty  s  serrice.** 

— —  dnplbnt  sQprenii 
Grata  tesludo  JovU. 
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But,  no-— 'twas,  indeed,  a  Turtle,  wide 
And  plump  as  ever  these  eyes  descried  ; 
A  Turtle,  juicy  as  ever  yet 
Glued  up  the  iips  of  a  Baronet ! 
And  much  did  it  grieve  my  soul  to  see 
Thbt  an  animal  of  such  dignity 
Like  an  absentee  abroad  should  roam, 
When  he  ought  to  stay  and  be  ate  at  home 

But  now  *'  a  change  came  o*er  my  dream," 
Like  the  magic  lantem*s  shifting  slkler ; — 
I  looked,  and  saw,  by  the  evening  beam, 
-    On  the  back  of  that  Turtle  sat  a  rider— 
A  goodly  man,  with  an  eye  so  menry, 
I  knew  'twas  our  Foreign  Secretary,' 
Who  there,  at  his  ease,  did  Mt  and  smile, 
Like  Waterton  on  his  crocodile  ;* 
Cracking  such  jokes,  at  ev'ry  motion. 

As  made  the  Turtle  squeak  with  glee, 
And  own  they  gave  him  a  lively  notion 
Of  what  his  forad'meai  bails  would  be 

So,  on  tlie  Sec  in  his  glory  went, 

Over  thai  briny  element. 

Waving  his  hand,  as  he  took  farewell. 

With  grucefiil  air,  and  bidding  me  tell 

Inquiring  friends  that  the  Turtle  and  he 

Were  gone  on  a  foreign  embassy — 

To  soften  the  heart  of  a  Diplomate, 

Who  is  known  to  doat  U|X)U  verdant  fat, 

And  to  let  admiring  Europe  see. 

That  calipash  and  calipee 

Are  the  English  forms  of  Diplomacy. 


THE  DONKEY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 


A  FABLE. 


fessn!!  Jam  fudat  aselliis. 


"  Parco  illi ;  vestrum  delicluiu  est  luinan." 

ViRQiL,  Copa. 

A  Donkey,  whose  talent  for  burdens  was  wondrous, 
So  much  llmt  you'd  swear  he  rejoiced  in  a  loud, 

One  day  hud  to  jog  under  panniers  so  pond'rous, 
That — down  the  poor  Donkey  fell  smuck  on  the 
roud ! 

His  owners  and  drivers  stood  round  in  amaze-^ 
What !  Neddy,  the  patient,  the  prosiierous  Neddy, 

1  Mr  Cannini;. 

•  tt'HnHerinfs  tn  South  Jlmfirica.    "  It  was  the  first  and 
last  tifiio  (says  Mr.  Waterton)  I  was  ever  on  a  crocodile's 


>  AMudinK  to  an  early  poem  of  Mr.  Colsrldge's,  addressed 
Is  an  Ass,  and  beginning,  **  I  hall  thee,  brother  !** 


So  eaay  to  drive,  through  the  dtrtiat  ways* 
For  every  description  of  job-woik  so  ready ! 

One  driver  (whom  Ned  might  have  **  haJTif  m  & 
"  brothel^*) 

Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  Donkey's  renowo 
For  vigor,  for  spirit,  for  one  thing  or  other— 

\S  I  en,  lo,  'mid  his  praises,  the  Donkey  came  dovB ! 

But,   how   40   upraise   him?— one   shoats»   fMhtr 
whistles, 
While  Jenky,  the  Conjuror,  wisest  of  all. 
Declared  tliat  an  "  over-piuducUon  of  IhiatlesT*— 
(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare) — ^*  was  the  caise  of  Ui 
fall" 


Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he 
<*  There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fit  will  soon 

<*  The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  other  jack 
"  And  this  is  his  mode  of  *  traiuitUn  le  fttctl 


tn 


Some   look'd   at  his  hoofs,  and,  with  learned  gri- 
maces. 
Pronounced  that  too  long  without  riioes  be  lad 
gone— 
*<Let  the  blacksmith  provide  him  a  mnund  mtttX 
boM 
(The  wise-acres  said,)  '*  and  he*s  sure  to  jog  oa." 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  Neddy,  in  torture  and  fear, 
Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  aUe  to  groan ; 

And — what  was  still  dolefuUer — lending  an  ear 
To  advisers,  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  his  owb. 

At  length,  a  plain  rustic,  whoso  wit  went  so  far 
As  to  see  others'  folly,  roar'd  out,  as  he  pass'd^ 

"  Quick,  off  with  the  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  are, 
"  Or,  your  prosperotis  Neddy  will  soon  kick  his 
last!" 

October^  182G 


ODE  TO  THE  SUBUME  PORTE. 


1P26. 


Great  Sultan,  how  wise  are  thy  state  oompositioBs! 

And  oh,  above  all,  I  admire  that  Decree, 
In  which  thou  commaud'st,  that  all  the  politiciaitf 

Shall  forthwith  be  strangled  and  cast  in  the 


<  A  certain  conntry  gentleimin  havtac  aald  la  the  He 
"  that  we  must  return  at  last  to  the  fbiid  of  oar  aaei 
somebody  asked  Mr.  T.  **  what  f«iod  the  fsallsaMa  assstr 
—**  Thistles,  1  snppose,*'  answered  Mr.  T. 
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fortuue  to  know  a  lean  Benthamite  spinsteF^ 

id,  who  her  faith  in  old  Jeremy  puts ; 

Iks,  with  a  lisp,  of  "  the  last  new  Westmtii- 

terr 

opes  you're  delighted  with  **MilI  upon  Gluts;" 

Is  you  how  clever  one  Mr.  Fun-blank  is, 
charming  his  Articles  'gainst  the  Nobility  ;— 
ures  you  that  even  a  gentleman's  rank  is, 
remy*8  school,  of  no  sort  of  utility. 

ler,  ye  Gods,  a  new  Number  perusing— 
I.— «•  Ou  the  Needle*§  variations,  *  by  PI— « ;* 
—By  her  fav'rite  Fun-blank*^«o  amusing ! 
ir  man !  he  makes  Poetry  quite  a  Law  case." 

— »*  Upon  Fallacies,*'  Jeremy's  own — 

r  Fallacy  being,  his  hope  to  find  readers ;) — 

— **  Upon  ilonesty,"  author  unknown  ;— 

5. — (by  the  young  Mr.  M )  "  Hints  to 

JrcedePB." 

Ian,  oh.  Sultan,  though  oft  for  the  bag 
le  bowstring,  like  thee,  I  am  tempted  to  call— 
drowning's  too  good  for  each  blue-stocking 

id  bag  this  she  Benthamite  first  of  them  all ! 

f 
(t  she  should  ever  again  lift  her  head 
the  watery  bottom,  her  clack  to  renew — 
)g,  as  a  siuker,  far  better  than  lead, 
lid  hang  round  her  neck  her  own  dariing 
Review. 


CORN  AND  CATHOUCS. 


Utruni  horam 
Diriut  borum  7 


Ineerti  Jluciorit, 


r !  still  those  two  infernal  questions, 
at  with  our  meals,  our  slumbers  mix- 
8poil  our  tern|)er8  and  digestions — 
trual  Com  and  Catholics  ! 

I  were  there  ever  two  such  bores? 
thing  else  talk'd  of  night  or  mom — 
ng  in  dcors,  or  out  of  doors, 
t  endless  Catholics  and  Corn  ! 


limited  political  tailor. 

iminvtnking  featlemao  hax  been  at  the  troobls  of 
with  the  auintanee  of  Cocker,  the  number  f  if  nteta- 
Moore's  *"  Life  nf  Shertdnn,**  and  has  fnand  them  to 
M  oeiirly  as  possible,  to  9S35-HU)d  loroe  firaetwmt. 


Never  was  such  a  brace  of 

While  Ministen,  still  worse  tlutn  either, 
Skill'd  but  in  feathering  their  nests, 

Plague  us  with  both,  aqd  settle  neither. 

So  addled  in  my  cranium  meet 
Popery  and  Cora,  that  oft  I  doubt. 

Whether,  this  year,  'twas  bonded  Wheat, 
Or  bonded  Papists,  they  let  out 

Here,  landlords,  here,  polemics  nail  yon, 
Arm'd  with  all  rubbish  they  can  rake  up ; 

Prices  and  Text*  at  once  assail  you— 
From  Daniel  these,  and  thoee  from  Jacobs' 

And  when  you  sleep,  ^Ifh  head  still  torn 
Between  the  two,  their  shapes  you  siix. 

Till  sometimes  Catholics  seem  Corn- 
Then  Cora  again  seems  Catholics. 

Now,  Dantzic  wheat  before  you  floats— 

Now,  Jesuits  from  California— 
Now  Ceres,  Imk'd  with  Titus  Oats, 

Comes  dancing  through  the  <*  Porta  Cornea  *** 

Oft,  too,  the  Cora  grows  animate. 
And  a  whole  crop  of  heads  appears. 

Like  Papists,  bearding  Church  and  State 
Themselves,  together  by  the  ears  !  , 

In  short,  these  torments  never  cease ; 

And  oft  I  wish  myself  transferr'd  off 
To  some  far,  lonely  land  of  peace. 

Where  Cora  or  Papists  ne'er  were  heard  oC 

Yes,  waft  me.  Parry,  to  the  Pole ; 

For — if  my  fate  is  to  be  chosen 
'Twixt  bores  and  iceberg»— on  my  soul, 

I'd  rath'ir,  of  the  two,  be  frozen ! 


A  CASE  OF  LIBEL. 


«t 


'The  greater  the  truth,  the  worse  the  libel. 


A  CKRTAiN  Sprite,  who  dwells  below, 

(*Twere  a  libel,  perhaps,  to  mention  where,) 

Came  up  incog.,  some  years  ago. 
To  try,  for  a  change,  the  London  air. 


>  Aathor  of  the  late  Report  on  Foreign  Com. 
*  The  Horn  Gate,  thmogh  which  the  ancient*  snpprsed 
all  tnie  dreams  (snch  as  thoae  of  the  Puplih  Plot,  Ite.;  to 
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So  wer  he  look'd,  and  dreas'd,  and  talk'd, 
And  hid  his  tail  and  horns  so  handy, 

YouM  hardly  have  known  him  as  he  walk*d, 
From  C        c,  or  any  other  Dandy. 

(His  home,  it  seems,  are  made  t'unsorew  ; 

So,  he  has  but  to  take  them  out  of  the  socket, 
And — just  as  some  fine  husbands  do— 

Conveniently  clap  them  into  his  pocket) 

In  short,  he  looked  extremely  natty, 

And  even  contrived — to  his  own  great  wonder- 
By  dint  of  sundry  scents  from  Gattie, 

To  keep  the  sulphurous  hogo  under. 

And  so  my  gentleman  hoof 'd  about, 

Unknown  to  all  bat  a  chosen  few 
At  White*8  and  Crockford's^  where,  no  doubt, 

He  had  many  potUobitt  falling  due. 

Alike  a  gamester  and  a  wit, 

At  night  he  was  seen  with  Crockford's  crew. 
At  mom  with  learned  dames  would  sit — 

So  pass'd  his  time  'twixt  black  and  blue 

Some  wbh'd  to  make  him  an  M.  P., 
But,  finding  W^lks  was  also  one,  he 

Swore  in  a  rage,  **  he'd  be  d— d«  if  he 
**  Would  ever  sit  in  one  house  with  Johnny." 

At  length,  as  secrets  travel  fast, 

And  devils,  whether  he  or  she, 
Are  sure  to  be  found  out  at  last. 

The  afiuir  got  wind  most  rapidly. 

The  Press,  the  impartial  Press,  that  snubs 
Alike  a  fiend^s  or  an  angeKs  capers — 

Miss  Puton*s  soon  as  Beelzebub's — 

Fired  off  a  squib  in  the  morning  papers : 


I  "  We  warn  good  men  to  keep  aloof 

I  "  From  a  grim  old  Dandy,  seen  about, 

I  "  With  a  fire-proof  wig,  and  a  cloven  hoof 

!  "  Throufrh  a  neat-cut  Hoby  sinoldng  out" 

Now, — the  Devil  being  a  gentleman, 

Who  piques  himself  on  well-bred  dealings, — 

You  may  guess,  when  o'er  these  lines  he  ran, 
How  much  they  hurt  and  shocked  his  feelings. 

Away  he  posts  to  u  Man  of  Law, 

And  'twould  make    you    laugh  could  you  have 
seen  'em, 
As  paw  shook  hand,  and  hand  shook  paw. 

And  'twas    "  hail,  good  fellow,  well  met,"  be- 
tween 'em. 


Straight  an  indictment  was  preferr'd*- 
And  much  the  Devil  enjoy'd  the  jest. 

When,  asking  about  the  Bench,  he  heard 
That,  of  all  the  Judges,  his  own  was  Bett} 

In  vain  Defendant  profier'd  proof 
That  Plaintiff's  self  was  the  Father  of 

Brought  Hoby  forth,  to  swear  to  the  hoof, 
And  Stultz  to  speak  to  the  tail  of  the  DeviL 

The  Jury  (saints,  all  snug  and  rich, 
And  readers  of  virtuous  Sunday  papers) 

Found  for  the  plaintiff— on  hearing  which 
The  Devil  gave  one  of  his  lodiest  capen 

For  oh,  'twas  nuts  to  the  Fathei       Lies 
(As  this  wily  fiend  is  named  in  the  Bibte) 

To  find  it  settled  by  laws  so  wise. 
That  the  greater  the  truth,  the  wone  the  libs 


LITERARY  ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wanted — Authors  of  all-work,  to  job  for  the 
son. 

No  matter  which  party,  so  faithful  to  neither ; 
Good  hacks,  who,  if  posed  for  a  rhyme  or  a  reasoBi 

Can  manage,  like  «*»»*»,  to  do  without  either. 

If  in  jail,  all  the  better  for  out-o*-door  topics ; 

Your  jail  is  for  Travellers  a  charming  retreat ; 
They  can  take  a  day's  rule  for  a  trip  to  the  Tropics, 

And  sail  round  the  world,  at  their  ease,  in  the 
Fleet 

For  a  Dramatist,  too,  the  most  useful  of  schools— 
He  can   study  high    life   in   the  King's  Beach 
community ; 

Aristotle  could  scarce  keep  him  more  within  rvU^ 
And  ot place  he,  at  least,  must  adhere  to  the  unitf 

Any  lady  or  gentleman,  come  to  an  age 

To  have  good  **  Remuiiscenccs,"  (three-score  or 
higher,) 
Will  meet    with    encouragement — so    much,   fer 
page. 
And  the  spelling  and  grammar  both  found  by  the 
buyer. 

No  matter  with  what  their  remembrance  is  stock'4 
So  they'll  only  remember  the  quantum  desired  ^ 

Enough  to  fill  handsomely  Two  Volumes,  ort. 
Price  twenty-four  shillings,  is  all  that*s  required 

>  A  eelctNrated  Judge,  so  named. 


I 

I 


1 
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ly  treat  us,  like  Kelly,  with  o\d  jeU'd*e9prit9, 
3ibdin,  may  tell  of  each  farcical  frolic  ; 
y  inform  us,  like  Madame  Genlis,' 
^u^rbread -cokes   always  give  them  the 
olic. 

aim,  a  new  stock  of  Pamphlets  on  Com, 

Farmers"   and  "  Landholden,** — (worthies 

rhose  lands 

i  all  in  bow-pots,  their  attics  adorn, 

hose  share  of  the  &oil  may  be  seen  on  their 

auds.) 

ry  Sermons,  in  ever  so  dull  a  vein, 
fa  market ; — should  they,  too,  whope^  em, 
rude  Papists,  like  Murtagh  O'S — 11 — v — n,* 
h'mg  extra  allowed  for  th'  additional  venom. 

'hyHic,  Com,  Poetry,  Boxing,  Romance, 
eel  lent  subjects  for  turning  a  penny  ; — 
I  upon  all  m  an  author's  sole  chance 
taiuiug,  at  last,  the  least  knowledge  of  any. 

les  out  of  ten,  if  his  title  is  good, 
latenal  within  of  small  consequence  is ; — 
only  write  fuie,  and,  if  not  understood, 
-that's  the  concern  of  the  reader,  not  his. 

ne — an  Essay,  now  printing,  to  show, 
:Iorace  (as  clearly  as  words  could  express  it) 
taxing  the  Fund-holders,  ages  ago, 
he  wrote  thus — '*  Quodcunque  in  Fund  is, 

ffMM  it.   ' 


THE  IRISH  SLAVE.* 


1827. 


,  as  I  lay,  a  wailing  sound, 
s  dead — he  is  dead,**  the  mmor  flew ; 
liwed  my  chain,  and  tum*d  me  round, 
«k*d,  through  the  dungeon-window, "  Who?* 

y  livid  tormentors  pass  ; 
grief  *twas  bliss  to  hear  and  see ! 
er  came  joy  to  them,  alas, 
didn*t  bring  deadly  bane  to  me. 


ndy  aho  fRVom  us,  !n  her  Memoirs,  trllh  the  ad- 
\w*e  itfinthecnrieM.  who  have,  from  time  tn  iiine« 
plllH  that  nsreed  M'ilh  her;  alwnys  deitiring  that 
himld  be  (vrdennl  **  eommt  p9ur  tlU^* 
ileniHn  who  dhctnfuithed  himself  by  hit  evidence 
Irish  CcMumitieec. 


Eager  I  look'd  through  the  mist  of  night, 
And  aak*d,  ^  What  foe  of  my  race  hath  died? 

"  Is  it  he~tliat  Doubter  of  law  and  right, 
*<  Whom  nothing  but  wrong  could  e*er  decide— 

*<  Who,  long  as  he  sees  but  wealth  to  win, 
"  Hath  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  or  doubt 

**  What  soitors  for  justice  he*d  keep  in, 
*'  Or  what  suitors  for  freedom  he*d  shut  out — 

"  Who,  a  clog  forever  on  Truth's  advance, 
"  Hangs  roond  her,  (like  the  Old   Man  of  th« 
Sea 

*<  Round  Sinbad's  neck,*)  nor  leaves  a  chan:  a 
*<  Of  shakine  him  off— is*t  he?  is*t  he?*' 

Ghastly  my  grim  tormentors  smiled, 

And  thmsting  me  back  to  my  den  of  wo. 

With  a  laughter  even  more  fieae  and  wild 
Than  their  funeral  howling,  answer'd  **  No.** 

Dut  the  cry  still  pierced  my  prison -gate. 
And  again  I  ask'd,  **  What  scourge  is  gone  7 

"  Is  it  he— that  Chief,  so  coldly  great, 
**  Whom  Fame  unwillingly  shines  upon — 

<*  Whose  name  is  one  of  th'  iII-omen*d  words 
*<  They  link  with  hate,  on  his  native  plains ; 

*'  And  why  7 — they  lent  him  hearts  and  swords, 
<*  And  he,  in  return,  gave  scoffi  and  chains ! 

"  Is  it  he  7  is  it  he  V  I  loud  inquired. 

When,  hark  ! — there  sounded  a  Royal  knell ; 

And  I  knew  what  spirit  had  just  expired, 
And,  slave  as  I  was,  my  triumph  fell. 

He  had  pledged  a  hate  unto  me  and  mine. 
He  had  led  to  the  future  uor  hope  nor  chok:e, 

But  seal*d  that  hate  with  a  Name  Divine, 
And  he  now  was  dead,  and — I  couldnU  rejoice ! 

He  had  fann*d  afresh  the  burning  brands 

Of  a  bigotry  waxing  cold  and  dim  ; 
He  had  arm*d  anew  my  torturer's  hands. 

And  them  did  I  curse — ^but  sigh*d  for  him. 

For,  hi*  was  the  error  of  head,  not  heart  ; 

And— oh,  bow  beyond  the  ambush'd  foe, 
Who  to  enmity  adds  the  traitor's  part. 

And  carries  a  smile,  with  a  curse  below ! 


*  According  to  ihe  common  reading.  **  qaodcunqoo  la 
ftandit.  aeeaclL** 

*  Written  on  Ilia  death  of  the  Dnke  of  York 

■  *'  Yon  fell,  said  they,  into  the  hands  of  the  Old  Mas  of 
the  8ea,  and  are  the  Amt  who  ever  escaped  ttraagling  by  his 
niHlicloas  tricks.**— Story  #/  SiiAad, 
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If  ever  a  heart  made  bright  amends 
For  the  fatal  fault  of  an  erring  head — 

(jio,  learn  Ait  fame  from  the  lips  of  friends. 
In  the  orphan*8  tear  be  his  glor^r  read. 

A  Prince  withoat  pride,  a  man  without  guile, 
To  the  last  anchanging,  warm,  sincere, 

For  Worth  he  had  ever  a  hand  and  smile, 
And  for  Misery  ever  his  pune  and  tear. 

Touched  to  the  heart  by  that  solemn  toll, 
I  calmly  sunk  in  my  chains  again  ; 

While,  still  as  I  said,  «  Heaven  rest  his  soul !" 
My  mates  of  the  dungeon  sigh'd  **  Amen  V 

Jaaiiary,  18S7. 


I 


ODE  TO  FERDINAND. 

Qurr  the  sword,  thou  King  of  men, 
Grasp  the  needle  once  again  ; 
Making  petticoats  is  far 
Safer  sport  than  making  war ; 
Trimming  is  a  better  thing, 
Than  the  being  trimmM,  oh  King  .* 
Grasp  the  needle  bright  with  which 
Thou  did^  for  the  Virgin  stitch 
Garment,  such  as  ne*er  before 
Mouarch  stitchM  or  Virgin  wore. 
Not  for  her,  oh  semsler  nimble  I 
Do  I  now  invoke  thy  thimble ; 
Not  for  her  thy  wanted  aid  is, 
But  for  certain  grave  old  ladies, 
Who  now  sit  in  England's  cubinet* 
Waiting  to  be  clothed  in  tabinet. 
Or  whatever  choice  etoffe  is 
Fit  £br  Dowagers  in  ofHco. 
First,  thy  care,  oh  King,  devote 
To  Dame  Eld — n*s  petticoat 
Make  it  of  that  silk,  whose  dye    ** 
Shifts  forever  to  the  eye, 
Just  as  if  it  hardly  knew 
Whether  to  be  pink  or  blue. 
Or — material  fitter  yet — 
If  thou  couldst  a  remnant  get 
Of  that  stuff,  with  which,  of  old, 
Sage  Penelope,  we're  told, 
Still  by  doing  and  undoing, 
Kept  her  9uiior»  always  wooing — 
That's  the  stufi*  which  I  pronounce,  » 
Fittest  for  Dame  Eld — n's  flounces. 

After  this,  we'll  try  thy  hand, 
Mantua-making  Ferdinand, 


18Z7. 


For  old  Goody  W— stm    1-d ; 
One  who  loves.  Like  Mother  Cole, 
Church  and  State  with  all  her  soul ; 
And  has  paw'd  her  life  in  frolics 
Worthy  of  your  Apostolics. 
Choose,  in  dressing  this  old  flirt. 
Something  that  wo'n't  show  the  dirt. 
As,  from  habit,  every  mhmte 
Goody  W— stm — 1— d  is  in  it 

This  is  all  I  now  shall  ask. 
Hie  thee,  monarch,  to  thy  task ; 
Finbh  Eld — n's  frills  and  bordera. 
Then  return  for  further  orders. 
Oh  what  progress  for  our  sake, 
Kings  in  millinery  make ! 
Ribands,  garters,  and  such  things. 
Are  supplied  by  other  Kings,— 
Ferdinand  his  rank  denotes 
By  providing  petticoats. 


HAT  VKRsus  WIG 


1887 


*'  At  the  Interment  of  the  Dake  of  York,  Lnvd  EM— a  hi 
order  to  gunrd  Kgninit  the  cfftr-ts  or  the  denapi  stood  vyat 

his  hftt  daring  the  whole  of  the  ceremnay.*' 

metiis  oinnes  et  Inexomhile  fiitnni 

Schjeclt  petlibos,  strepitonique  AchemoiisaTarL 

TwixT  Eld— n's  Hat  and  Eld— n's  Wig 
There  lately  rose  an  altercation, — 

Each  with  its  own  importance  Ivg, 

Disputing  which  most  serves  the  nation 

Quoth  Wig,  with  consequential  air, 
**  Piooh  !  pooh  !  you  surely  can*t  design, 

"  My  worthy  beaver,  to  compare 
"  Your  station  in  the  state  with  mine. 

"  Who  meets  the  learned  legal  crew  ? 

*'  Who  fronts  the  lordly  Senate's  pride  ? 
"  The  Wig,  the  Wig,  my  friend— while  you 

**  Hang  dangling  on  some  peg  outside. 

"  Oh,  'tis  the  Wig,  that  rules,  like  Love, 
"  Senate  and  Coart,  with  nke  eclat-^ 

"  And  wards  below,  and  lords  above, 
'*  For  Law  is  Wig  and  Wig  is  Law  !* 


"  Love  rules  the  oaart  ths  camp,  the  grove. 
And  nM»s  below  and  grata  sbnve^ 
For  Xiove  is  Heaven  and  Heaves  Is  Lore.*^— Scsrr 
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"  ^ITho  tried  the  lon^,  Long  W — ll— clt  suit, 
**  Which  tried  one*8  pationce,  in  return  7 

"  Not  thon,  oh  Hat !— though,  eoultTtt  thou  do't, 
**  Of  other  brim*^  than  thine  thou*dst  learn. 

'  Twas  mine  our  master's  toil  to  share ; 

••  When,  like  *  Truepenny,*  in  the  play,' 
**  He,  every  minute,  cried  out '  Swear,* 

"  And  merrily  to  swear  went  they ;" — 

"  WTien,  loath  poor  W — ll — bl — y  to  condemn,  lie 

'*  With  nice  discrimination  weigh'd, 
*'  Whether  'twas  only  *  Hell  and  Jemmy,' 

**  Or  *  Hell  and  Tommy'  that  he  play'd. 


"  No,  no,  my  worthy  beaver, 

**  Though  cheapened  at  the  cheapest  hatter's, 
<*  And  smart  enough,  as  beavers  go, 

*'  Thou  ne'er  wort  made  for  public  matters." 

Here  Wig  concluded  his  oration. 

Looking,  as  wigs  do,  wondrous  wise ; 

While  thus,  full  cock'd  for  declamation. 
The  veteran  Hat  enraged  replies  :— 

"  Ha !  dost  thou  then  so  soon  forget 

**  What  thou,  what  England  owes  to  me? 
''  Ungrateful  Wig ! — when  will  a  debt. 
So  deep,  so  vast,  be  owed  to  thee  7 


(• 


•*  Think  of  that  night,  that  fearful  night, 
**  When,  through  the  steaming  vault  below, 

**  Our  master  dared,  in  gout's  despite, 
'*  To  venture  his  podagric  toe ! 

**  Who  was  it  then,  thou  boaster,  say, 

"  When  thou  hadst  to  thy  box  sneak'd  off, 

"  Beneath  his  feet  protecting  lay, 

*'  And  saved  him  from  a  mortal  cough  7 

**  Think,  if  Catarrh  had  quencli'd  that  sun, 
'*  How  blank  this  world  had  been  to  thee ! 

**  Withoot  that  head  to  shine  upon, 
•*  Oh  Wig,  where  would  thy  glory  be  7 

**  Yon,  too,  ye  Britons, — had  this  hope 

**  Of  Church  and  state  been  ravish 'd  from  ye, 

"  Oh  think,  how  Canning  and  the  Pope 

"  Would  then  have  play'd  up  <  Hell  and  Tom- 
my I* 


*  **  Sriwt—n.  a&iifbty  woman.** — Gaosa. 

•  *'r7A««(ttieiieath].— Swear! 

**iirraM~liii,  ha!   ray*it  thoa  lol    Art  thon  tbers, 
t 


"  At  sea,  there's  but  a  plank,  they  say, 
"  'Twixt  seamen  and  annihilation  ; 

**  A  Hat,  that  awful  moment,  lay 
"  'Twixt  England  and  Emancipation ! 


"  Oh :  I  !■ 


»> 


At  this  "  Oh  !  !  !" 
Reporter 
Wafc  taken  poorly,  and  retired ; 
Which  made  him  cnt  Hat's  rhetoric  shorter. 
Than  justice  to  the  case  required 

On  :m  return,  he  fonnd  these  shocks 

Of  eloquence  all  ended  quite ; 
And  Wig  lay  snoring  in  his  box. 

And  Hat  was— hung  up  for  the  night 


The  Timte 


THE  PERIWINKLES  AND  THE  LOCUSTS. 

A  SALMAGUNDIAN  MVHN. 

**To  Pftnnrre  vi'as  afilpned  tlie  I^ntrdiihlpof  Bnlmngaadl, 
which  was  yearly  worth  fi.7W.l(M.789  ryaU,  henldM  the 
revenae  of  the  l.oentitM  and  Periteinklta.  ^nitnintiBf  cme 
year  with  another  to  the  value  of  S,433,?6i$,**  Ifcc.  lie.— 
Rabblaxs. 

"  Hurra  !  hurra  I"  I  heard  them  say. 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shouted  all  the  way. 
As  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went. 
To  open  in  state  his  Pariiament 

The  Salmagundians  once  were  rich, 

Or  thought  they  were— no  matter  which — 

For,  every  year,  the  Revenue* 

From  their  Periwinkles  larger  grew ; 

And  their  rulers,  skill'd  in  all  the  trick 

And  legerdemain  of  arithmetic, 

Knew  how  to  place  I,  2,  3,  4, 

5,  6,  7,  8,  and  9  and  10, 
Such  various  ways,  behi**d,  before. 
That  they  made  a  unit  seem  a  score. 

And  proved  themselves  most  wealthy  men ! 
So,  on  tliey  went,  a  prosperous  crew, 

The  people  wise,  the  rulers  clever — 
And  God  help  those,  like  me  and  you. 
Who  dared  to  doubt  (as  some  now  do) 
That  the  Periwinkle  Revenue 

Would  thus  go  flourishing  on  forever. 


i  His  Lordship*!  demand  flir  (Veth  aflidavlis  was  InceHaai 
*  Aceenied  as  In  8wtfl*t  line— 

**  Not  10  a  nation*!  reveaoet  are  paid.** 
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<*  Hurra !  hurra !"  I  heard  them  Bay, 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shouted  all  the  way, 
As  the  Great  Panurge  in  glory  went 
To  open  his  own  dear  Parliament. 

But  folks  at  lenji^h  began  to  doubt 
What  all  this  conjuring  was  about ; 
For,  every  day,  more  deep  m  debt 
They  saw  their  wealthy  rulers  get : — 
"  Let*s  look  (said  they)  the  items  through, 
**  And  see  if  what  we're  told  be  true 
"  Of  our  Periwinkle  Revenue." 
But,  Lord !  they  found  there  wasn't  a  tittle 

Of  truth  in  aught  they  heard  before ; 
For,  they  gaiu*d  by  Periwinkles  little, 

And  lost  by  Locusts  ten  times  more  ! 
These  Locusts  are  a  lordly  breed 
Some  Salmagundians  love  to  feed. 
Of  all  the  beasts  that  ever  were  bom. 
Your  Locust  most  delights  in  corn  ; 
And,  though  his  body  be  but  small. 
To  fatten  him  takes  the  devil  and  all ! 
"  Oh  fie !  oh  fie !"  was  now  the  cry, 
As  they  saw  the  gaudy  show  go  by. 
And  the  Laird  of  Salmaguudi  went 
To  open  his  Locust  Parliament ! 


NEW  CREATION  OF  PEERS. 
BATCH  TUB  Fiiurr. 

**  HU  *prenr1ce  ban* 
He  trie<l  on  man, 
And  then  he  mado  the  lasses.** 

1827. 

"  Anu   now,"  quoth  the   Minister,   (eased   of   his 
panics, 
And  ripe  for  each  pastime  the  summer  afl'brds,) 
<*  Having  had  our  full    swing  at    destroying    me- 
chanics, 
"  By  way  of  eet-off,  let  us  make  a  few  Lords. 

"  "1 16  pleasant — while  nothing  but  mercantile  ft:ac> 
tures, 
"  Some  simple,  some  compound,  is  diuu*d  in  our 
ears — 
"Tc  think  that,  though  robb*d  of  all  coarse  manu- 
factures, 
"  We  still  have  our  fine  manufacture  of  Peers ; — 


"  Those  GobeUn  productions, .  which  Kiogi  lake  a 
pride 
*<  In  engroBBing  the  whole  fabrication  and  trade  of: 
"  Choice  tapestry  things,  very  grand  on  ome  iide. 
But  showing,  on  t'oUier,  what  raga  they  are 
made  of." 


•I 


The  plan  being  fix*d,  raw  material  was  soughtr— 
No  matter  how  middling,  if  Tory  the  creed  be ; 

And  first,  to  begin  with.  Squire  W  — ,  *twii 

thoaght. 
For  a  Lord  was  as  raw  a  material  as  need  be. 


Next  came,  with  his  penckcrj  for  painting  and  pelf. 
The  tasteful  Sir  Charies,'  so  reno^Vd,  far  sod 
near. 

For  purchasing  pictures,  and  selling  himself — 
And  both  (as  the  public  well  knows)  Tery  dear. 

Beside  him  Sir  John  comes,  witli  equal  idat,  in  }— 
Stand    forth,  chosen    pair,  while    for   titles  we 
measure  ye ; 
Both  eounoisseur  baronets,  both  fond  of  drawing. 
Sir   John,    after   nature,    Sir    Charles,  on  the 
Treasury. 

But,  bless  us ! — behold  a  new  candidate  oome— 
In    his    hand   he   upholds  a   preaenption,  new 
written ; 
He  poiseth  a  pill -box  *twixt  finger  and  thimnb, 
And  he  asketh  a  seat  'mong  the  Peers  of  Great 
Britain ! ! 

"  Forbid    it,"    cried    Jenky,    '*  ye    Yieooants,   ye  i 
Earls  !— 
**  Oh   Rank,  how  thy  glories  would  fall  disen- 
chanted, 
**  If  coronets  glistened  with  pills  'stead  of  pearis, 
"  And  the   strawberry-leaves  were    by   rhnbsib 
supplanted  I 

r 

'*No — ask  it  not,  ask  it  not,  dear  Doctor  H — I- 
f— nl— 
«  If  naught  but  a  Peerage  can  gladden  thy  life,     , 
"  And  young  Master  H — If — rd  as  yet  b  too  small  [ 
for't, 
"  Sweet  Doctor,  we'll  make  a  s&c  Peer  of  thy 
wife. 


"  Next  to  bearing  a  coronet  on  our  own  brows, 
*'  Is  to  bask  in  its  light  from  the  brows  cf  ■» 
other; 

1  Created  Locd  F— rnb— gb. 
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-andeur  o*er  the«  shall  reflect  from  thy 

OUM, 

'er   V — y   F — ^tz — d  'twill  shine  through 
B  mother/** 

ded  the  Firtt  Batch— and  Jeuky,  much 

ed, 

ig  no  joke  to  make  Lords  by  the  heap,) 

irgedntra  of  ether — the  same  that  inspired 

^ech  'gainst  the  Papists— «nd  prosed  off  to 

3ep. 


:H  on  the  UMBRELLA'  QUES- 
TION. 

BT   LORD    ELD N. 

umhrellet  video.*** — Ex.  Juvenil.    GsoRon  Can- 
nu 

1837. 

it  Vm  accused  of  a  trick  that,  God  knows,  b 

St  into  which,  at  my  age,  I  could  fall— 

ng  this  grave  House   of    Peers,  by  their 

Mies, 

)ver  I  choose,  princes,  bishops,  and  alL 

M,  on  the  question  before  us  at  present, 

ubt  I  shall   hear,   **'Tis  that   cursed  old 

How, 

dgbear  of  all  that  is  lib'ra!  and  pleasant, 

wou't    let   the   Lords  give  the  man  his 
nbrella !" 

id  that  your  Lordships  should  knuckle  to 

mcient — but  were  I  as  old  as  King  Priam, 
h,  1  confess,  to  your  credit  *twould  be, 
ud  such  a  twaddling  old  Trojan  as  I  am. 

*  our  Protestant  laws  I  am  jealous, 

long  as  God  spares  me,  will  always  main- 

.in, 

ce  having  taken  men's  rights,  or  umbrellas, 

t*er  should  consent  to  restore  them  again. 

:urity  have  you,  ye  Bishops  aud  Peers, 
I  you  give  back  Mr.  Belfs  parapluie, 


t  the  peraoni  mentioned  m  likely  to  be  raised  to 
[e,  are  the  mother  of  Mr.  V— y  F— tx— d.  «x. 
which  Interested  the  pol)lic  very  much  at  this 
.  gentleman,  of  the  nnme  of  Bell,  havinf  leA  hii 
lehind  him  In  the  lloa^e  of  Lords,  the  doorkeep. 
ng,  no  doubt,  on  the  privileges  if  that  noble  body) 


That  he  mayn't,  with  its  stick,  come  about  all  your 
ears, 
And  then — where  wotild  your  Protestant  peri- 
wigs be  7 

No,  heaven  be  my  judge,  were  I  d>Hng  to-day. 
Ere  I  dropp'd  in  the  grave,  Jke  a  medlar  that's 
melk>w, 
"  For  God's  sake" — at  that  awful  moment  I'd  say— 
"For  God's  sake,  don't  give  Mr.  Bell  his  iwi- 
brella." 

[*'Thl9  address,'*  layi  a  miniiterlal  Jonmal,  ** delivered 
with  BniaKing  emphasis  and  earnestness,  (xxasioned  an  ex- 
tnioniinary  sensation  in  the  House.  Nothing  since  the 
memorable  address  of  the  Duke  «.  York  has  produced  so 
remarkable  an  impression.**] 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

BT  JOIM   BULL. 

"*  DuNin,  March  \%  1837.— Friday,  after  the  arrival  nf  the 
packet  bringlnK  the  account  of  the  defbat  of  the  CHtholle 
Question.  In  the  Himse  of  ComnHms,  orders  were  sent 
to  the  Pigeon  House  to  forward  A.IMIU.(1U0  roundN  of  mus- 
ket-bali  cartridge  to  the  different  garrisons  round  the 
country.** — Freeman*s  Jonmal, 

I  HAVB  found  out  a  gift  for  my  Erin, 
A  gift  that  will  surely  content  her  ; — 

Swoet  pledge  of  a  love* so  endearing  ! 
Five  millions  of  bullets  Tve  svnt  her. 

She  ask'd  me  for  Freedom  and  Right, 
But  ill  she  her  wants  understood ;— 

Ball  cartridges,  moniing  and  night. 
Is  a  dose  that  will  do  her  more  good. 

There  is  hardly  a  day  of  our  lives 
But  we  read,  in  some  amiable  triuls. 

How  husbands  make  love  to  their  wives 
Through  the  medium  of  hemp  aud  of  vinla 

One  thinks,  with  his  mistress  or  mate 

A  good  halter  is  sure  to  agree — 
That  love*knot  which,  eariy  and  late, 

I  have  tried,  my  dear  Erin,  on  thee. 


refused  to  refltnre  it  to  him ;  and  the  alMive  speech.  whicl| 
may  be  considered  as  a  nendant  to  that  of  the  fjearned  Earl 
on  the  Catholic  Question,  ariMe  out  of  the  Uransiiction. 
*  From  Mr.  Canning's  translation  of  Jekyl*s — 
'*  I  say.  my  good  fallows. 
As  vou've  no  unibiellas.* 
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While  another,  whom  Hymen  has  bleaa'd 
With  a  wife  Uiat  is  not  over  placid, 

Consigns  tho  dear  charmer  to  rest, 
With  a  dose  of  the  best  Prussic  acid  ' 

Thus,  Erin !  my  love  do  I  show— - 
Thus  quiet  thee,  mate  of  my  bed  ! 

And,  as  poison  and  hemp  are  too  slow, 
Do  thy  business  with  bullets  instead. 

Should  thy  faith  in  my  medicine  be  shaken. 
Ask  R— d — n,  that  mildest  of  saints  ; 

HeMI  tell  thee,  lead,  inwardly  taken. 
Alone  can  remove  thy  complaints  ; — 

That,  blest  as  thou  art  in  thy  lot, 

Nothing's  wanted  to  make  it  more  pleasant 
But  being  hang*d,  tortured,  and  shot, 

Much  ollener  than  tliou  art  at  present 

Even  W — II — ^t — n*s  self  hath  averr'd 
Thou  art  yet  but  half  sabred  and  hung 

And  I  loved  him  the  more  when  I  heard 
Such  tenderness  fall  from  his  tongue. 

So  take  the  five  millions  of  pills. 
Dear  partner,  I  herewith  enclose  ; 

'Tis  the  cure  that  aJI  quacks  for  thy  ills, 
From  Cromwell  to  Eld — n,  propose. 

And  you,  ye  brave  bullets  that  go, 
Hov  I  wisli  that,  before  you  set  out. 

The  D^vil  of  the  Freischutz  could  know 
The  goud  work  you  are  going  about 

For  he*d  charm  ye,  in  spite  of  your  lead, 

Into  such  su|)eniatural  wit. 
That  you'd  all  of  you  know,  as  you  sped, 

Where  a  bullet  of  sense  ought  to  hit 


A  LATE  SCENE  AT  SWANAGE.» 


Rcgiiis  BX-sul  adeuitis. 


VlEO. 


1827. 
To  Swanage— 4.hat  neat  little  town,  in  whose  bay 
Fair  Thetis  shows  off,  in  her  best  silver  slippers — 
Lord  BagH*  took  his  annual  trip  t*other  day. 
To  tusle  the  sea  breezes,  and  chat  with  the  dip- 
pers. 

1  A  NtnfiH  bAthlnc-pliiee  on  the  ttmtt  c  DorBetshlre,  long 
•  flivorite  tmiinier  roMirt  of  the  ex>noltleinBn  In  qnentlun, 
and  till  tki»  «eiM«it,  much  frrquentcd  also  *y  genUemen  of 
Umt  f  harch.  ' 

*  The  I^ord  Chanccllnr  Eld--ii. 


There-— leam'd  as  he  is  in  eonmidniini  vaA  \xy 
Quoth  he  to  his  dame,  (whom  he  oH  piays  the 
wag  on,) 
«  Why  are  chancery  suitors  like  b>thei»7** — "  Be* 
.cause 
*'  Their  tuits  are  put  off,  till — ^they  haTen't  a  lag 


» 


on. 


Thus  on  he  went  chatting—*  v  Jt,  1o,  while  he  dati, 
'^ith  a  face  full  of  wonder  aiound  him  he  looki ; 

For  he  misses  his  parsons,  his  dear  shovel  hats. 
Who  used  to  flock  round  him  at  Swanage  lika 
rooks. 


"  IIow  x  this,  .  ady  Bags  7 — to  this  region  aquatic 
"  La&t  year  they  came  swarming,  to  make  nw 
their  bow, 
«  As  thick  as  Burko*s  cloud  o*er  the  vales  of  Car- 
natic, 
"  Deans,  Rectors,  D.  D.'s — ^wbere  the  devil  are 
they  now  7" 

«  My  dearest  Lord  Bags !"  saith  his  dame,  **  ms 
you  doubt  7 
"  I  am  loath  to  remind  you  of  things  ao  nnpieaaaat ; 
"  But  don*t  you  peroeivoi  dear,  the  Church  hate 
found  out 
'*  That  you're  one  of  tho  peopio  called  £2*%  at 
present  7** 

"  Ah,  true^you  have  hit  it — I  am^  indeed,  one       ' 
"  Of  thoBO  ill-fated  Ex's,  (his  LordsJiip  replies,) 

*<  And,  with  tears,  1  confess— God  forgive  roe  tlie 
pun ! — 
"  We  X*s  have  proved  ourselves  net  to  be  Y^a" 


WO !  WO  :• 

Wo,  wo  unto  him  who  would  check  or  disturb  it 
That  beautiful  Light,  which  is  now  on  its  way ; 

Which,  beaming,  at  flrst,  o'er  the  boga  of  Belturbet, 
Now  brightens  sweet  Ballinafad  with  its  ray ! 

Oh  F — nih — m.  Saint  F— mh — m,  how  much  do 
we  owe  thee ! 

How  form*d  to  all  tastes  are  thy  varioos  employs ! 
The  old,  as  a  catcher  of  Catholics,  know  thee. 

The  young,  as  an  amateur  scourger  of  boys. 

>  BuK^ested  by  a  speech  of  the  Rbhopof  Cb— at— r  «w  the 
subject  of  the  New  ReforaiatUin  is  Irelaoil.  la  which  hb 
LiinJshIp  denoonced  **  Wo !  Wo  *  Wo  !**  prettf  abaodaailf 
on  all  those  who  dared  lo  laierfbis  with  Its  pragnss. 
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Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  foch  doings  would 
nnother ! — 

On,  Ijuther  of  Cavan  !  On,  Saint  of  KWgnggy ! 
With  whip  in  one  hand,  and  with  Bible  in  Mother, 

Like   Muugo*8  tormentor,  both  "preachee  and 


Come,  Sainti  from  all  quarters,  and  marshal  his  way ; 

Come,  L — rt — n,  who,  scorning  profane  erudition, 
Popp'd  Shakspeare,  they  say,  in  the  river,  one  day, 

Tliough  'twas  only  old  fiowdler*s  Velluti  edition. 

Como,  R— den,  who  doubtest — so  mild  are  thy 
vicws^ 

Whether  Bibles  or  bullets  are  best  for  the  nation ; 
Who  leav*st  to  poor  Paddy  no  medium  to  choose, 

Twixt  good  old  Rebellion  and  new  Reformation. 

What  more  from  her  Saints  can  Hibemia  require? 

St  Bridget,  of  yore,  like  a  dutiful  daughter, 
Supplied  her,  'tis  said,  with  perpetual  fire,' 

And  Saints  keep  her,  now,  in  eternal  hot  water. 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  would  check  then*  career. 
Or  stop  the  Millennium,  that's  sure  to  await  us. 

When,  bless'd  with  an  orthodox  crop  every  year. 
We  shall  learn  to  raise  Protestants,  fast  as  pota- 
toes. 

In  I  Jdnapping  Papists,  our  ruleri,  we  know. 

Had  been  trying  their  talent  for  many  a  day  ; 
Till  F — mh— m,  when  all  had  been  tried,  came  to 
I  show, 

i        Like    the    Gorman  flea-catcher,  "anoder  goot 
way." 

And  nothing's  more  simple  than  F — mh — m's  re- 
ceipt ; — 
*<  Catch  your  Catholic,  first — soak  him  well  in 
poteen* — 
"  Add  ealary  sauce,'  and  the  thing  is  complete. 
"  You  may  servo  up  your  Protostant,  smoking 
and  clean.** 


j  **  Wo,  wo  to  the  wag,  who  would  laugh  at  such 

I  cookery !" 

I  Thus,  from  his  perch,  did  I  hear  a  black  crow* 

I  Caw  an^ly  out,  while  the  rest  of  the  rookery 

!  Open'd  their  bills,  and  re-echo'd  **  Wo !  wo  .*** 


1  7*h«  Ineztlnfttishable  Are  of  St  Bridget,  at  Kildare. 

•  Whiskey. 

*  **  We  andentand  that  aeveml  appUcatinnt  have  lately 
been  nraile  tn  th«  IVutettNnt  clersynien  of  this  tiiwn  by  fel* 
!4«ni,  taMinlrf  ng.  *  What  are  thoy  giving  a  head  fur  converts  1*  ** 


TOUT  POUR  LA  TRIPE 

**  If,  In  China  or  among  the  natives  of  1ndla«  we  Halmed 
civil  advantages  which  were  omnected  with  rellgtiias 
mafEes.  little  as  we  might  vkIuo  thnse  forms  In  oui  lieitrts, 
we  should  think  common  decency  reqalred  m  to  ab^utln 
from  tieatInK  them  with  nibnslve  cnntamcly ;  and.  though 
unable  to  consider  them  sacred,  we  woald  not  sneer  at 
the  name  of  fbl,  or  Inngh  at  the  imputed  divinity  of 
FifUseii.**— Omn'cr,  T^Msdoy,  Jam,  18. 

1897. 

CoMC,  take  my  advice,  never  trouble  your  cranium. 
When  **  civil  advantages"  are  to  be  galn'd. 

What  god  or  what  goddess  may  help  to  obtain  you 
'em, 
Hindoo  or  Chinese,  so  they're  only  obtain'd. 

In  this  world  (let  me  hint  in  your  organ  anrieular) 
All  the  good  things  to  good  hypocrites  fall ; 

And  he,  who  in  swallowing  creeds  is  p«irticolar. 
Soon  will  have  nothing  to  swtUlow  at  pXL 

Oh  place  me  where  Fo  (or,  as  some  call  him,  Fot) 
Is  the  god,  from  whom  **  civil  advantages"  flow. 

And  you'll  find,  if  there's  any  tiling  snug  to  be  got, 
I  shall  soon  be  on  excellent  terms  with  old  Fo, 

Or  were  I  where  Vi§hnut  that  fbor-hmnded  god. 
Is  the  quadruple  giver  of  pensions  and  places, 

I  own  I  should  feel  it  unchristian  and  odd 
Not  to  find  myself  also  in  Viahnu*9  good  graoM 

For,  among  all  the  gods  that  htunanely  attend 
To  our  wants  in  this  planet,  the  gods  to  my  wislie<« 

Are  those  that,  like  Viehnu  and  others,  de:»cend 
In  tiie  form,  so  attractive,  of  loaves  and  of  fishes  !f 

So  take  my  advice— for,  if  even  the  devil 

Should  tempt  men  again  as  an  idol  to  try  him, 

'Twere  best  for  us  Tories,  even  then,  to  be  civil. 
As  nobody  doubts  we  sliould  get  something  by 
him. 


ENIGMA. 


Monstmm  nulla  virtnte  rtdemphum, 

CoMS,  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree. 
And  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 


«  Of  the  mok  species— G9rvM«  frMjfUegMS.  I.  e.  a  great  eoo 
samer  of  ci»m. 

•  Vishnu  wnu  (as  Sir  W.  Jones  calls  hiro)  **  a  pl«eUbns 
god,**— his  first  Avatar  being  in  the  shape  of  a  flsh. 


I 


J 
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I  am  nearly  one  hundred  and  thirty  years  old, 

And  therefore  no  chicken,  as  you  may  suppose  \-~ 
Though  a  dwarf  in  my  youth,  (as  my  nurses  have 
told,) 
I  have,  ev*ry  year  since,  been  outgrowing  my 
clothes ; 
Till,  at  last,  such  a  corpulent  giant  1  »tand. 

That,  if  folks  were  to  furnish  me  now  with  a  suit. 
It  would  take  ev'ry  morsel  of  scrip  in  the  land 

But  to  measure  my  bulk  from  the  head  to  the  foot 
Hence,  they  who  maintain  me,  groMm  sick  of  my 
stature, 
To  cover  me  nothing  but  ragt  will  supply ; 
And  the  doctois  declare  that,  in  due  course  of  na- 
ture. 
About  the  year  30  iu  rags  I  shall  die. 
Meanwhile,  I  stalk  hungry  and  bloated  around, 

An  object  of  infrett,  most  painful,  to  all ; 
In  the  warehouse,  the  cottage,  the  palace  I'm  found. 
Holding  .citizen,  peasant,  and  king  in  my  thraU. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  oh  riddle-me-ree. 
Come,  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 

Whes  the  lord  of  the  couttting-house  bends  o*er  his 
book. 
Bright  pictures  of  profit  delighting  to  draw, 
0*er  his  shoulders  with  large  cipher  eyeballs  I  look, 
Aud  down  drops  the  pen  from  hw  paralyzed  paw ! 
When  the  Premier  lies  dreaming  of  dear  Waterloo, 
And  expects  through  another  to  caper  and  prank 
it. 
You'd  laugh  did  you  see,  when  I  bellow  out "  Boo !" 
How  he   hides  his  brave  Waterloo  head  in  tlie 
blanket 
When  mighty  Belshazzar  brims  high  in  the  hall 
His  cup,  full  of  gout,  to  the  GauKs  overthrow, 
Lo,  **  Ei^rht  Hundred  Millions'*  1  write  on  the  wall, 
Aud  the  cup  falls  to  earth  and — the  gout  to  his 
toe! 
But  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  when  largely  I  cram 
My  maw  with    the    fruits  of  the  Squirearchy's 
acres, 
Aud,  knowing  who  made  me  the  thing  that  I  am, 
I«ike  the  niouster  of  Frankenstein,  worry  my  ma- 
kers. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree. 
And  tell,  if  thou  kuow'st,  who  /  may  be. 


1  One  of  the  ihow«  of  London. 

<  Miire  (mrticulnrlir  his  Gntce*!  celebmteJ  amendment  to 
the  (*<trn  BUI ;  fur  which,  and  the  clrcuiiMtances  connected 
nitU  it,  see  Annoal  Register  for  a.  d.  lcfi^7. 


DOG-DAY  REFLECTIONa 


BY  A  DAMDT  KETT  IN  TOWM. 


*'  Vox  clamantis  In  deserto.** 


imt. 


Said  Malthus,  one  day,  to  a  clown 

Lying  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  in  the  san^— 

"  What's  the  number  of  souls  in  this  town  T— 
"  The  number !  Lord  bless  you,  there's  none. 


I  • 


"  We  have  nothing  but  dabs  in  this  place, 
«  Of  them  a  great  plenty  there  are  ; 

'  But  the  soles,  please  your  rev*renoe  and  graesi 
"  Aro  all  Mother  side  of  the  bar." 

And  80  'tis  in  London  jut  now. 
Not  a  soul  to  be  seen,  up  c;  ''own  ;•— 

Of  dabs  a  great  giut,  1  allow. 

But  your  soleSf  every  one,  out  of  town. 

East  or  west,  nothing  wondrous  or  new ; 

No  courtship  or  scandal,  worth  knowing ; 
Mrs.  B ,  and  a  Mermaki^  or  two* 

Are  th^only  loose  fish  that  are  going. 

Ah,  where  is  that  dear  bouse  of  Peers. 

That,  some  weeks  ago,  kept  ns  m'!iny  ? 
W^here,  Eld — n,  art  thou,  with  thy  tears  ? 

And  thou,  with  thy  sense,  L— d — d — ^y  ? 

Wise  Marquis,  how  much  the  Lord  May'r, 
In  the  dog-days,  with  thee  must  be  puzxlod  !— 

It  being  his  task  to  take  care 
That  such  animals  shan't  go  unmuzzled. 

Thou,  too,  whose  political  toils 

Are  so  worthy  a  captain  of  horse—- 

WhoMo  amendments'  (like  honest  Sir  Boyle's) 
Aro  "  amendments,  that  make  matlen  worse  T 

Great  Chieftain,  who  takest  such  pftins 
To  prove— what  is  granted,  nem,  con,^ 

With  how  mod*rate  a  portion  3f  brains 
Some  heroes  contrive  to  get  on. 

And,  thou,  too,  my  R— d — k1 — e,  ah,  where 
Is  the  peer,  with  a  star  at  hb  button, 

Whose  quarters  could  ever  compare 

With  R — d — sd— e's  five  quarters  of  mutton  '* 


*  Prom  a  speech  of  BIr  Boyle  RocheTs,  In  ths  Irish  Wmm 
of  Commons. 

« The  leamlnf  bis  Lordship  displayed,  on  tbe  sel^eet  of 
the  baicber*s  **  fiOh  qoarter**  of  mottcn,  will  not  spesdUy  bt 
forgotten. 
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Wbf ,  whj  have  y«  tak*n  your  fliglit, 
Ye  di*eninE  and  diguified  Crew  ? 

How  it!  Jo  Hires  Surcnt  6  n.ght. 
At  the  Hsymaikal,  pay  aa  Car  you  1 


BombaMe*  U  thee, 


For,  what 

.My  Ell-ii 
Or.  wh»«'«  II 

like  L— <1 


I  doubt  if  fy'q  GriffiDboar'  coutd 
(I'hDDfin  iiiiinii's  a  tuinitMl  lad) 

[dtcM  any  joke  lialf  ao  pxid 

Aa  tliat  prtcioua  one,  "  Thia  'a  loo  bad 

Then  come  again,  come  again  >  Spriug  ! 

Oh  liaiXe  (liee,  with  Fun  id  Ihy  Iruio; 
And — of  all  things  the  runnieM — bring 

Tlicae  exalted  Uriinaldii  agnin! 


And  be  vanlly  prefsn  hie  own  little  bow-wom 
To  the  loAieit  war-note  llie  lion  could  poui. 

Tb>  indeiid,  u  good  fun  aa  a  Cynic  couM  iat> 
To  aee  how  Ihia  cockney-bred  aeller  c  iibc.la 

Takra  graveiy  the  Lord  of  (he  Forest  lo  task, 
And  judgea  of  liom  by  pu|>|iy-dci([  lisbiu. 

Nay,  Ted  aa  ha  waa  (nud  Ihia  mokea  it  a  dirk  eai 
i  With  aopa  everj'  diiy  rroin  tlir  Liuii'n  Own  pan. 
He  lifta  up  hit  1^  nl  ilie  iinlijp  bouht'i  carcuiR, 

}k'i  a  good  book,  being  rich  in 


How   they   luffer  aoiaU 
Who'll  Teed  on  them  li 


ing,  and  .Vol  them  when 


ODE  TO  DON  MIGUEL, 


Hm  week  will  be  publitn'd  (aa  "  Livea"  are  the 
rage) 

n*  whole  Reminiicencoe,  wondroua  and  itrange, 
Qfa  inwll  puppy -dog.  that  lived  once  in  the  cage 

Of  Ihe  late  uoblfl  Liou  at  Eyelet  'Change. 


rbough  the  dog  la 


f  Ihe   kind  they  c 


*Tia  a  pippV ''"'  much  lo  good  br«fdiiig  preteodi ; 
Lad  few  dog"  have  *ich  ojiiMirtTiiiilKa  liuil 
Of  kuowii^  how  Uona  tw!iuvn^uin»n^  fricndi ; 

Row  Ihat  animal  eau,  how  he  inoree,  hew  he  driuka, 
b  bD  noted  down  by  lliia  B«»ell  m  nnall ; 

kad  Ha  plain,  Erom  each  aeutence,  llie  puppy-dog 
Ihinki 
Thtt  Ibe  lion  waa  no  auch  great  thing*  arte 

■iMlgh  he  roai'd    pretty   netl — this   the   puppy 

It  waa  all,  ho  aaya,  botraw'd — all  aecond-haad 


itm.t 
WiuT  !  Miguel,  not  palriolicT  oh,  f!e, 
After  80  much  good  teaching  *tia  quite  a  lakt-h 

Sir;— 
Fint  Bcliool'il,  ai  you  wprr,  under  Mettemich'i  eye, 
And  then    (aj  young  mlan  ny)    "fiuiih'd"  at 
Windmrl* 

I  ne'er  in  my  life  knew  a  caae  that  waa  harder ; —     | 
ich  ream  aa  you  had,  whei,  you  luude  ui  a  call ! 

lid  now,  to  turn  nlMlute  Don,  ifler  dIN  !  l 

e  authon,  like  Bayea.  lo  the  Myle  and  tlw  mailer    j 


Roait  ailda  for  Epic,  bn>U'd  dcrili  for  Satire,  I 

And  hMcli-jKilch  and  lr>/ft  Tor  rliymea  aiicli  aa 


That    Rulen   iltonld  feed  llie  aomc 
dimbt  1— 
Great  Deipola  on  ioui'IIi  HrTed  u] 


«ay,  IVa  n, 
i  la  Uuui* 


h  Ik  hDthv  kad  bccna  bi 


taU  phnkliD  UDiBKniHB. 
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Your  small  German  Princes  on  frogs  and  sour-krout, 
And  your  Viceroy  of  Hanover  always  on  goose. 

Some  Dons,  too,  have  (apcied  (though  this  may  be 
.fable) 
A  dish  ratlicr  dear,  if,  in  cooking,  they  {[^under 

it;— 

Not  content  with  the  common  hot  meat  on  a  table, 
They're  partial  (eh,  Mig  7)  to  a  dish  if  cold  under 
it! 

No  wonder  a  Don  of  such  appetites  found 
Even  Windi)or*s  collations  plebeianly  plain  ; 

Where  the  dishes  most  high  that  my  Lady  sends 
round 
Are  her  Maintenon  cutlets  and  soup  d  la  Reine, 

i    Alas !  that  a  youth  with  such  charming  beginnings, 
I        Should  sink,  all  at  once,  to  so  sad  a  conclusion. 
And,  what  is  still   woree,  throw   the   losings  and 
winnings 
Of  worthies  on  *Change  into  so  much  confusion ! 

The  Bulls,  in  hysterics — the  Bears  just  as  bad — 
The  few  men  who  have,  and  the  many  whoVe 
not  tick, 

All  shock*d  to  find  out  that  that  promising  lad. 
Prince  Metternich*s  pupil,  is — not  patriotic ! 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  PRESENT  GOVERN 
MENT  OF  IRELAND. 

1828. 

Oft  have  I  seen,  in  gay,  equestrian  pride. 

Some  Veli-rouge^l  youth  rouud  Astley's  Circus  ride 

Two     stately     steeds  —  standing,     with     graceful 

straildle, 
Like  him  of  Rhodes,  with  foot  on  either  saddle, 
While   to   soil   tunes — some  jigs,   and    some    m- 

dantea — 
He  steers  around  his  light-paced  Rosinantes. 

So  rides  alon;^,  with  canter  smooth  and  pleasant. 
That  horseman  bold,  Lord  Angiesea,  at  present ; — 
Papist  and  Protestant  the  courKers  twain, 
Thut  lend  their  necks  to  his  impartial  rein. 
And  round  the  ring^-each  honored,  as  they  go, 
Wtli  e<|uul  pressure  from  his  gracious  toe — 
To  the  eld  medley  tune,  half"  Patrick's  Day" 
Aud  half  **  Buyne  Water,"  take  their  cant'ring  way. 


>  This  quiet  c.-iAe  of  murder,  with  all  its  pnrticulHrs — the 
hluUif  the  iMuly  under  the  dinner-table,  iue.  Ate— If,  no 
duoht,  well  known  to  the  rCHdcr. 


While  Peel,  the  showman  in  the  middte* 

His  long-lash*d  whip,  to  cheer  the  doubtful  hacks 

Ah,  ticklish  trial  of  equestrian  art ! 

How  bless'd,  if  neither  steed  would  bolt  or  Mart  }— 

If  ProteetanVe  old  restive  tricks  were  gone, 

And  Papist* 9  winkers  could  be  stilJ  kept  on! 

But  no,  false  hopes — not  even  the  great  Doerow 

*Twixt  two  such  steeds  could  *8cape  an  overthrow: 

If  solar  hacks  play'd  Phadton  a  trici^. 

What  hope,  alas,  from  hackney*s  lunatic  ? 

If  once  my  Lord  hi^  graceful  balance  loees. 

Or  fulls  to  keep  each  foot  where  each  bone  choosei; 

If  Peel  but  gives  one  extra  touch  of  whip 

To  PapisVe  tail  or  ProtestanVe  ear-tip — 

That  instant  ends  their  glorious  horseniansh^ ! 

Off  bolt  the  sevefd  steeds,  for  mischief  free. 

And  down,  between  them,  oltunps  Lord  Angieset! 


THE  LIMBO  OF  LOST  REPUTATION& 


A    DREASI. 


*'  Cio  che  ti  pcrde  qui,  U  si  npaaa.**     Aaiorro. 


•* a  valley,  where  he  aees 

Things  that  on  earth  were  lusL**  Uiltos 

Know*st  thou  not  him*  the  poet  sings, 

Who  fiew  to  the  moon*s  serene  domain, 
And  saw  that  valley,  where  all  the  things, 

That  vanish  on  earth,  are  found  again — 
The  hopes  of  youth,  the  resolves  of  age. 
The  vow  of  the  lover,  the  dre&m  of  the  sage. 
The  golden  visions  of  mining  cits. 

The  promises  great  men -strew  about  them; 
Aiid,  pack*d  in  compass  small,  the  wits 

Of  monarchs,  who  rule  as  well  without  them !-» 
Like  him,  but  diviug  with  wing  profound, 
I  have  been  to  a  Limbo  under  ground. 
Where  characters  lost  on  earth,  (and  cried, 
III  vain,  like  H — rr — s's,  far  and  wide,) 
In  heaps,  like  yesterday's  orts,  are  thrown 
And  there,  so  worthless  and  Hy-blowu, 
That  ev*n  the  imps  would  not  purioin  them, 
Lie,  till  their  worthy  owners  join  them. 

Curious  it  was  to  see  this  mass 

Of  lost  and  torn -up  reputations ; — 
Some  of  them  female  wares,  alas. 

Mislaid  at  innocent  assignations ; 

s  Astolpha 
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that  had  tigWd  their  last  amea 

n  the  canting  lipe  of  saints  that  would  be ; 

mo  once  owu*d  by  *'  the  best  of  men,'* 

I  had  proved—no  better  tiian  they  shoald  be. 

o^.here,  a  poet's  fame  I  spiedt 

»  shining  fair,  now  8oak*d  and  black^-> 

•onder,"  (an  imp  at  my  elbow  cried,) 

r  1  pick'd  it  out  of  a  butt  of  sack  !*' 

en  a  yell  was  heard  o*er  head, 
a  chimney-sweeper's  lofty  summons ; 
!  a  devil  right  downward  sped, 
ig,  within  his  claws  so  red, 
ate8men*s  charactera,  found,  he  said, 
night,  on  the  floor  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons; 

liioh,  with  black  ofHcial  grin, 
V  to  tlie  Chief  Imp  handed  in  ; — 
lese  articles  much  the  worse 
their  journey  down,  as  you  may  suppose  ; 
e  80  devilish  rank — "  Odds  curse  I" 
the  Lord  Chief  Imp,  and  held  his  nose. 

10  !*'  quoth  he, "  I  know  full  well 
whom  these  two  stray  matters  fell ;" — 
casting  away,  with  loathful  slirug, 
cl««aner  waif,  (as  he  would  a  drug 
^isible's  own  dark  hand  had  niix'd,) 
'.e  on  the  other'  firm  he  fix*d, 
^ing,  though  mischief  laugh'd  in  his  eye, 
noral,  because  of  the  young  imps  by, 
.  a  pity  !"  he  cried — **  so  fresh  its  gloss, 
iig  preserved — 'tis  a  public  loss  I 
coines  of  a  man,  the  careless  blockhead, 
iug  his  diameter  in  hn  pocket ; 
lliere— without  considering  whether 
**s  room  for  tliut  and  liis  gains  together— 
ming,  and  cramming,  and  cramming  away, 
-out  slips  character  some  fine  day  ! 


jver" — and  here  he  view'd  it  rounds 
article  still  may  pass  for  sound. 

flaws,  soon  |>aich'd,  some  stains  are  all 
lann  it  has  had  in  its  luckless  fall. 

I'uck  !" — and  he  culPd  to  one  of  his  traiu^ 
9wner  may  have  this  back  again, 
gli  damaged  forever,  if  used  with  skilli 
ly  serve,  perha|)8,  to  trade  on  still ; 
eh  the  gem  can  never,  as  once,  be  set, 
I  do  for  a  Tory  Cabinet' 


»» 


HOW  TO  WRITE  BY  PROXY 

Qal  fucit  per  alitim  facit  per  se 

'Mono  our  neiglibors,  the  French,  in  the  good  olden 
time 

W^hcn  Nobility  flourisii'd,  great  Barons  and  Dukes 
Often  set  up  for  authors  in  prose  and  in  rh)*me. 
But  ne'er  took  the  trouble  to  write  their   own 
books. 

Poor  devils  were  found  to  do  this  for  their  betters ; — 

And  one  day,  a  Bishop,  addressing  a  Bluet 
Said,  *'  Ma'am,  have  yovi  read  my  new  Pastors 
Letters  ?" 
To  which  the  Blue  answer'd — **  No,  Bishop,  haT<t 
vou  ?" 

The  same  is  now  done  by  our  privileged  class ; 

And.  to  show  you  how  simple  the  process  it  needs. 
If  a  great  Major-General^  wishes  to  pass 

For  an  author  of  History,  thus  he  proceeds  >— 

First,  scribbling  liis  own  stock  of  notions  as  well 
As  he  can,  with  a  ^oose-quill  that  claims  him  as  Artn, 

He  settles  his  neckcloth — takes  snuff — rings  tlie  bell. 
And  yawningly  orders  a  Subaltern  in. 

The  Subaltern  com^s— sees  his  General  seated, 
In  all  the  self-glory  of  authorship  swelling ; — 
"  There,  look,"  saitii   hb  Lordsiiip,  "  My  work  is 
completed,— 
"  It  wants  notliing  now,  but  the  grammar  and 
spelling." 

Well  used  to  a  breach,  the  brave  Subaltern  dreads 
Awkward  breaches  of  syntax  a  hundred  times 
more ; 
Arid,  tliough  often  condemn'd  to  see  breaking  of 
heads, 
He  had  nc*er  seen   such  breaking  of  Prisciau's 
before. 

However,  the  job's  sure  to  pay — ^that's  enough— 
So,  to  it  he  sets  with  his  tinkering  hammer, 

Convinced  that  there  never  was  job  half  so  tough 
As  the  mending  a  great  Major-General's  grammar. 

But,  lo,  a  fresh  puzzlement  starts  up  to  view — 
New  toil  for  the  Sub. — for  the  Lord  new  expense : 

'Tis  discovered  that  mending  his  grammar  won't  do, 
As  the  Subaltern  also  must  find  liim  in  aenge  I 


»  II--k-n. 


*  Or  Llcntcnanl  Cencril.  n.-i  Ji  may  hnppen  to  be.- 


.-  s 
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At  last— even  this  is  acliieved  by  his  aid ; — 

Friend  Subaltern  pockets)  the  cash  and — the  story  ; 

Drums  beat — the  new  Grand  March  of  Intellect's 
play'd — 
And  off  struts  my  Lord,  the  Historian,  in  glory  ! 


IMITATION  OF  THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE. 


**  Coxi  quel  finUi  gll  9iplriii  maU 
Ui  qua.  <li  1&,  di  giu,  di  su  gU  mens.* 


Inferno,  canto  5. 


I  TURN*D  my  steps,  and  lo,  a  shadowy  throng 
Of  ghosts  came  fluttering  towards  me — blown  along, 
Like  cockchafers  in  high  autumnal  storms, 
Dy  many  a  fltful  gust  that  through  their  forms 
Whistled,  as  on  they  came,  with  wheezy  puff. 
And  pufTd  as — though  they'd  never  pufT  enough. 


"  Whence  and  what  are  ye  ?"  pitying  I  inquired 
Of  these  poor  ghosts,  who,  tatter'd,  toss'd,  and  tired 
With  such  eteruai  puffing,  scarce  could  stand 
On  their  lean  legs  while  answering  my  demand. 
"  Wo  once  were  authors" — thus  the  Sprite,  who  led 
This  tag-rag  regiment  of  spectres,  said — 
"  Authors  of  every  sex,  male,  female,  neuter, 
♦•  Who,  early  smit  with  love  of  praise  and — pewter,* 
**  On  C — lb— nV  shelves  first  saw  the  light  of  day, 

'*  In *s  puffi  exhaled  our  lives  away — 

"  Like  Slimmer  windmills,  doom'd  to  dusty  peace, 

"  When  the  brisk  gales,  that  lent  them  motion  cease. 

**  Ah,  little  knew  we  then  what  ills  await 

"  Much-lauded  scribblers  in  their  after  state ; 

"  BepufTd  on  earth — how  loudly  Str — t  can  tell — 

**  And,  dire  reward,  now  doubly  pufTd  in  hell !" 

Touched  with  compassion  for  his  ghastly  crew. 
Whose  ribs,  even  now,  the  hollow  wind  sung  through 
In  uiouniful  prose,— such  prose  us  Rosa's'  ghost 
Still  at  til'  accustom'd  hour  of  eggs  and  toast. 
Sighs  through  the  columns  of  the  M — rn — g  P — t, — 
Pensive  1  turu'd  to  weep,  when  he,  who  stood 
Foremost  of  all  that  flutulential  brood, 
Singling  a  *A«-gho8l  from  tlio  parly,  baid, 
"  Allow  me  to  present  Miss  X.  Y.  Z.,* 
*'  One  of  our  lettered  nymphs — excuse  the  pun— 
"  Who  gained  a  namo  on  eiuth  by — Imvuig  none  ; 
"  And  whose  initials  would  immortal  be, 
'*  Had  she  but  leam'd  those  plain  ones,  A.  B.  C. 


1  Tlie  classical  icrin  for  money. 

3  The  reader  mny  fill  up  this  grtp  with  any  one  of  the 
dissyllabic  publishers  nf  Iiondon  that  occurs  to  him. 

'  Ro*rt  .M:itiliia,  who  was  for  uiuny  years  the  writer  of  the 
political  articles  in  the  journHl  alluded  to.  and  whose  spirit 
still  seems  to  preside — *'  rcgnat  Rosa" — over  its  pages. 


"  Yon  smirking  ghost,  like  mmiimy  dry  and  omI, 
"  Wrapp'd  in  his  own  dead  liiymes — fit  windiag- 

sheet — 
"  Still  marvels  much  that  not  a  loul  ahould  care 
*'  One  single  pin  to  know  who  wrote  *  May  Fair  i^— 
**  While  this   young   gentleman,**    (here  forth  k. 

drew 
A  dandy  spectre,  pufTd  quite  through  aud  Uiroogk 
As  though  his  ribs  were  an  iEoliau  lyre 
For  the  old  Row's  soft  trade-vim^m  to  inspire,) 
<*  This  modest  genius  breathed  one  wish  aloue, 
<*  To  have  his  volume  read,  hiinaelf  unkuowo : 
*<  But  different  far  the  course  his  glory  took, 
*<  All  knew  tlie  author,  and — ^noue  read  tlie  book. 
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Behold,  in  yonder  ancient  figure  of  fan, 
Who  rides  the  Mast,  Sir  J^u^h 
In  tricks  to  raise  the  wind  hb  life  was  ipeut. 
And  now  the  wind  returns  the  coinpliineut 

This  lady  here,  tlie  Earl  of 'a  aaster, 

Is  a  dead  novelist ;  and  this  m  Miater — 
Beg  pardon — Honorable  Mister  Lf— «t — r, 
A  gentleman  who,  some  weeks  since,  came  over 
In  a  smart  puff*  (wind  S.  S.  EL)  to  Dover. 
Yonder  behind  us  limps  young  Vivian  Grey, 
Whose  life,  poor  youth,  was  long  since  blown  away. 
Like  a  torn  paper-kite,  on  which  the  wind 
No  further  purchase  for  a  puff  can  find.** 

And  thou  thyself — here,  anxious,  I  exclaim'd — 
Tf  11  us,  good  ghost,  how  thou,  thyself,  art  uttmeJ." 
Mo,  Sir  I"  he  blushing  cried — "  Ah,  tfiere's  Uie 

rub- 
Know,  then — a  waiter  once  at  Brooks's  Club, 
A  waiter  still  I  might  have  long  remained. 
And    long    the    club-room's    jokes    aud    g!a«es 

drain'd  ; 
But,  ah,  in  luckless  hour,  this  last  December, 
I  wrote  a  book,^  and  Colbum  dubb'd  me  *  Mnii- 

her'— 
*  Member  of  Brooks's  I' — oh  Promethean  pufF, 
To  what  wilt  thou  exalt  even  kitcheu-stutri 
With  crumbs  of  gossip,  caught  from  dining  wits. 
And  half-heard  jokes,  bequeath'd,  like  half-che«r*d 

bits. 
To  \y^y  each  night,  the  waiter's  perquisites  ; — 
With  such  ingredients,  served  up  oil  liefore. 
But  with  fresh  fudge  and  fiction  ganiisli'd  o'er, 
I  managed,  for  some  weeks,  to  doee  the  town, 
Till  fresh  reserves  of  nonsense  ran  me  down  ; 


4  Aof  the  channlnp  I^  E.  L.,  and  still  1«!(s,  Mrs.  F.  II- 
whose  (MN>try  is  among  the  moit  beuutifUl  of  the  presentdaj. 

>  "  tli!«uir>'  of  the  Cluln  of  London,**  annoanced  asbf 
"  a  Member  of  Brooks's.*' 
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ready  8ti!l  even  waiters*  souls  lo  aamn, 

And,  proving  Samson's  story  true« 

)evil  but  rang  his  bell,  and — here  1  am  ; — 

She  lost  her  vigor  with  her  queue. 

*  Coniiug  upt  Sir,*  once  my  favorite  cry, 

mgfd  for  *  Coming  down,  Sir,*  here  am  1 1*' 

Parties  are  much  like  fish,  *tis  said— 

The  tail  directs  them,  not  the  head  ; 

liad  the  Rpectre*8  lips  these  words  let  drop, 

Then,  how  could  any  party  fail, 

lo,  a  breeze— such  as  from          *b  shop 

That  steer'd  its  course  by  B— th— st's  tail? 

1  tlie  vernal  hour,  when  puflfs  prevail. 

Not  Murat's  plume,  throagh  Wagram's  fight, 

tds  tlio  aheeis  and  swells  the  lagging  tale — 

E'er  shed  such  gukling  gtories  from  it, 

le  poor  waiter  rudely  in  the  poop, 

As  erst,  in  all  true  Tories'  sight, 

hirling  him  and  all  his  grisly  group 

Blazed  from  our  old  Colonial  comet ! 

iry  ghosts — Miss  X.  Y.  Z. — 

If  you,  my  Lord,  a  Bashaw  were, 

neless  author,  better  known  than  read^ 

(As  W— 11— gt— n  will  be  anon,) 

-the  Honorable  Mr.  L — st — r. 

Thou  might'st  have  had  a  tail  to  spare  ; 

it,  not  least,  Lord  Nobody's  twin-sister— 

But  no,  alas,  thou  hadst  but  one. 

em,  ye  gods,  with  all  their  pros©  and  rhymes 

And  that — like  Troy,  or  Babylon, 

s  about  them,  far  into  those  climes 

A  tale  of  other  times — is  gone ! 

9  Peter  pitcird  his  waistcoat*'*  in  old  times, 

Yet — weep  ye  not,  ye  Tories  true — 

me  much  in  doubt,  as  on  I  press'd 

Fate  has  not  yet  of  all  bereft  us ; 

y  great  master,  through  this  realm  unbless'd, 

Though  thus  deprived  of  B — th — st's  queue. 

r  old  Nick  or  C — lb— n  puf&  the  best 

We've  E'-b— b's  eurlt  still  left  us  ;— 

Sweet  curls,  from  which  young  Love,  so  vicious, 

His  shots,  as  from  nine-pouuders,  issues ; 
Grand,  glorious  curls,  which,  in  debate, 

Surcharged  with  all  a  nation's  fate. 

His  Lordship  shakes,  as  Homer's  God  did,' 

lENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF  LORD 

And  oft  in  thundering  talk  comes  near  him  ;-«• 

B— TH— STS  TAIL.' 

%9                                                                                                                         9 

Except  that,  there,  the  Mpeaker  noddcvd. 

And,  here,  'tis  only  those  who  hear  him. 

n  a^^ain — unlook'd  for  bliss  I 

Long,  long,  ye  ringlets,  on  the  soil 

ih,  one  adjunct  still  we  miss  ; — 

Of  that  fat  cranium  may  ye  flourish. 

ender  tie,  attach'd  so  long 

With  plenty  of  Macassar  oil. 

e  same  head,  through  right  and  wrong. 

Through  many  a  year  your  growth  to  noiuisli ! 

B — th — 8t,  why  didst  thou  cut  off 

And,  ah,  should  Time  too  soon  unslieath 

at  memorable  tail  of  thine? 

His  barbarous  shears  such  locks  to  sever. 

—as  if  one  was  not  enough — 

Still  dear  to  Tories,  even  in  death. 

y  pig-tie  with  thy  place  resign, 

Their  lottt,  loved  relics  we'll  bequeath, 

hus.  at  once,  both  cut  and  run  ? 

A  Aair-Ioom  to  our  sons  forever. 

my  Lord,  'twas  not  well  done. 

s  not,  indeed — though  sad  at  heart, 
office  and  its  sweets  to  part, 

opes  of  coming  in  again, 

t  Tory  hopes !  beguiled  our  pain  ; 

lus  to  miss  that  tail  of  thine. 

THE  CHERRIES. 

i;/h  lon^%  long  yeani  our  rallying  sign— 

the  State  and  all  its  {Mwers 

A  PARABLE.* 

nanrv  in  tail  were  ours — 

* 

189B. 

e  it  til  OS  by  scissors  fall. 

See  those  cherries,  how  they  cover 

was  **  th'  unkindest  cut  of  all !" 

Yonder  sunny  garden  wall ; — 

m'd  as  though  th'  ascendant  day 

Had  they  not  that  network  over. 

>r}Msm  had  passed  away, 

Thieving  birds  would  eat  them  all 

ntesqnf  allusion  to  the  ol<l  snyine.  •'  Nine  milei 

1  "  Shakes  his  ambrosial  curls,  and  gives  the  nod. 

—11,  where  Peter  pitched  his  waistcoat.** 

Pors's  Htmer. 

lohle  I.Mnl.  if  Is  weU  known,  cut  oO*  this  mnch> 

i  Written  during  the  late  dlsctisslon  on  the  Test  and  Cir> 

'«p(»endage,  on  his  retirement  from  office  souie 

poreUon  Acts. 

ince. 

1 

87 


578 


MOORE'S   WORKS. 


So,  to  guard  our  poste  and  pennoDSi 

Aucieut  sages  wore  a  net| 
Tlirough  whose  liolos,  of  small  dimessions, 

Ouiy  certain  knaves  can  got 

Shall  we  then  this  network  widen  T 
Shall  we  stretch  these  sacred  holes. 

Through  which,  even  already,  slide  in 
Lots  of  small  dissenting  souls  7 

«  God  forbid  !"  old  Tetty  crieth ; 

«  God  forbid  !"  so  echo  1 ; 
Every  ravenous  bird  that  flieth 

Then  would  at  oar  cherries  fly. 

Ope  but  half  an  inch  or  so, 

Aud,  behold,  what  bevies  break  in  ;— 
Hertf  some  cursed  old  Popish  crow 

Pops  his  long  and  lickerish  beak  in  ; 

Here,  sly  Arians  flock  unnumber*d, 
Aud  Sociuiaus,  slim  aud  spare, 

Who,  with  small  belief  encumberM, 
Slip  in  easy  anywhere  ;— 

MethodidiB,  of  birds  the  aptest. 
Where  there*s  pecking  going  on  ; 

Aud  that  water-fowl,  the  Baptist^ 
All  would  share  our  fruits  anon  ; 

Every  bird,  of  every  city, 

Tiiat,  for  years,  with  ceaseless  din, 
Hath  revenied  the  8tarliug*s  ditty, 

Siuging  out  **  I  cau*t  get  tn." 

"  God  forbid  !"  old  Testif  snivels; 

**  God  forbid  !'*  I  echo  too ; 
Rather  muy  ten  thouvaud  d*v-ls 

Seize  the  whole  voracious  crew  ! 

If  less  costly  fruit  wo'u't  suit  *em, 
ti  ps  and  huw8,  and  such  like  berries, 

Curse  the  connorants!  stone  *em,  shoot  *em, 
Auy  thing — to  save  our  cherries. 


STANZAS  WRITTEN   IN   ANTICIPATION 

OF  DEFEAT.* 

1828. 

Go  seek  for  some  abler  defenders  of  wrong, 

If  we  must  run  the  gauntlet  through  blood  and 
exfiense ; 

i  Onrinc  the  diMDMion  of  the  Catholic  qoestlon  In  the 
IIoiiw  ofCNmiiiions  liu<t  se^nlon. 

3  This  rhyme  In  nmre  for  the  ear  than  the  eye,  as  the 
cai|ieuier't  luol  Is  spelt  amg^r. 


Or,  Gotlis  as  ye  ore,  in  your  multitude  strong. 
Be  content  with  success,  and  pretend  not  to 


If  the  words  of  the  wise  and  the  geu'rons  aro  Tain, 
If  Truth  by  the  bowstring  mutt  yield  np  licr 
breath, 

Let  Mutes  do  the  office— and  apmre  her  the  pain 
Or  an  In— gl— e  or  T-— ud— I  to  talk  her  to  dsslk. 

Chain,  persecute,  plunder— do  all  that  yoa  wiB— 
But  save  us,  at  least,  the  okl  wonumly  lore 

Of  a  F— <t— r,  who,  dully  prophetks  of  ill. 

Is,  at  once,  the  two  iuatmments,  Aooca'  sad 

BORE. 

Bring  legions  of  Squires    if  they'll  only  be  mat»— 
And  amy  their  thick  heads  against  reason  sad 
riglit,    • 
Like  the  Roman  of  old,  of  historic  repute,' 

Who  with  droves  of  dumb  •nit»mai«  earned  the 
fight; 

Pour  out,  from  each  comer  and  liole  of  tlie  Cooxt, 
Your  Bedchamber  lordlings,  your  salaried  staves^ 

Who,  ripe  for  all  job-work,  no  matter  what  sort. 
Have   their  consciences  tack'd  to  their  pateali 
and  staves. 

Catch  all  the  small  fry  who,  as  Juvenal  sings. 
Are    the  Treasury's  creatures,   wherever  they 
swim  f 
With  all  the  base,  time-serving  toadiet  of  Kings, 
Who,  if  Punch  were  the  monarch,  would  wor- 
ship even  him ; 

And  while,  on  the  one  side,  each  name  of  renown. 
That  illumines  and  Upssm  our  age  is  combined ; 
While  the  Foxes,  the  Pitts,  and  the  Cannings  kisk 
down, 
Aud  drop  o*er  the  cause  their  rich  mantles  of 
Mind ; 

Let  bold   Paddy  II — Imes  show  his  troops  on  tW 
other. 
And,  counting  of  noses  the  quauttun  desired. 
Let  Paddy  but  say,  like  the  Gracchi's  famed  mother, 
**  Come  forvi'ard,  my  jVioe^**— 'tis  all  that's  le- 
quired. 

And  thus  let  your  farce  be  enacted  hereafter— 
Thus  honestly  persecute,  outlaw,  and  chain ; 

But  spare  even  yoiu'  victims  the  torture  of  laogfolsr, 
Aud  never,  oh  never,  try  reatoning  again  I 


>  FfiMni,  who  sent  dmves  of  ballocks  aitalMt  the 
4  Res  Flsd  ekt,  abkaoMiue  natau—JcvaNAi.. 
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)  THE  WOODS  AND  FORESTS. 


BY   ONB   or  TUB   BOARD. 

r  bardfl  to  groves  repair, 
t  linnets  strain  their  tunefal  thnwti, 
the  Woods  and  Forests,  where 
'reasury  pours  its  sweeter  not€9. 

>erinv  winds  have  charms  for  roe, 
•phyrs  balmy  sighs  I  ask ; 
the  wind  for  Royalty 
our  Sylvan  zephyr's  task  ! 

ad  of  crystal  brooks  and  floods, 
II  such  vulgar  irrigation, 
c  rhino  through  our  Woods 
its  "  course  of  liquid-ation.* 


n 


ly,  Virgil  know  full  well 
Woods  and  Forests  ought  to  be, 
y,  he  introduced  in  hell 
inea-plaut,  his  bullion*tree :' — 

[  why,  some  future  day, 
short  of  cash,  we  should  not  send 
n^-s  down — he  knows  the  way— 
if  Woods  in  hell  will  lend, 

y  ye  flourish,  sylvan  haunts, 
:h  whose  '*  branches  of  expense" 

ious  K g  gets  all  he  wants, — 

t  a  little  taste  and  sense. 

your  golden  shade  reclined, 
im  of  fuir  ArmiHa's  bowers, 
-II — n  some  troucZ-nymph  find, 
'er  his  dozenth  lustrum's  hours ; 

-om  toil  the  Great  Untaught, 
loth  the  pangs  his  warlike  brain 
er,  when,  unused  to  thought, 
to  think,  and — tries  in  vain. 

may  W'oods  and  Forests  be 
red,  in  all  their  teeming  graces, 
r  Tory  bards,  like  me, 
ake  delight  in  Sylvan  placet  /* 


Virgil  botanicftlly,  *'  tpteie*  anrl  frondentis.** 

cii,  nt  tilvas,  nt  aroem  teem 

Ovm. 

met  were  rnsgested  by  the  resoll  of  the  Clara 


STANZAS  FROM  THE  BANKS  OF 
THE  SHANNON.* 

1338. 
**  Take  back  the  vf  rfln  paffe.** 

MooRB*8  Irish  MtMiu 

No  longer,  dear  V— sey,  feel  hurt  and  uneasy 
At  hearing  it  said  by  thy  Treatory  brother, 

That  thoa  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper,  my  V— sey, 
And  he,  the  dear  innocent  placeman,  another.* 

For,  lo,  what  a  service  we,  Irish,  hairf  lone  thee  ^ 
Thou  now  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  no  more ; 

By  St   Patrick,  we've  scrawl'd  such  a  lesaon  upon 
thoe 
As  never  was  scrawl'd  upon  foolscap  before. 

Come— on  with  your  spectacles,  .  oUe  Lord  Duke, 
(Or  O'Connell  has  green  ones  he  haply  would 
lend  you,) 
Read  V— sey  all  o*er  (as  you  canH  read  a  book) 
And  improve  by  the  lesson  we,  bog-trotters,  send 
you; 

A  lesson,  in  large  Roman  characters  traced, 
V/hose  awful  impressions  from  you  and    your 

Of  blank-sheeted  statesmen  will  ne*er  be  eflTaced — 
Unleos,  *stead  of  paper,  you*re  mere  atseM*  tkin. 

Shall  I  help  you  to  construe  it?  ay,  by  the  Gods, 
Could  I  risk  a  translation,  you  thould  have  a  rare 
one; 
But  pen  against  sabre  is  desperate  odds. 
And  you,  my  Lord  Duke,  (as  you  hinted  once,) 
wear  one. 

Again  and  again  I  say,  read  V — sey  o*er ;— • 
You  will  find  him   worth  all  the  old  scrolls  of 
papyrus. 
That  Egypt  e'er  filPd  with  nonsensical  lore. 
Or  tlie   learned  Champollion  e'er  wrote  of,  to 
tiro  us. 

All  blank  as  he  was,  weVe  retum*d  him  on  hand. 
Scribbled   o'er  with  a  warning  to  Princes  and 
Dukes, 
Whose  plain,  simple  driA  if  they  wo'n*t  understand. 
Though  caress'd  at  St  James's,  they're  fit  for 
St  Luke's. 


eleclkm.  In  the  year  1838,  when  the  Rl^ht  Honorable  W 
Veaey  Plixitenild  was  rejected,  anil  Mr.  0*Connell  retnmed. 
4  9onie  eipreMlons  of  tbb  porp^"^  I"  ^  published  letter 
of  one  of  these  gontlemen,  bad  then  pruduccd  a  good  dual 
ofamasemeDt. 
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Talk  of  leaves  of  the  Sibyls ! — more  meaning  con- 
vey'd  is 

In  one  sing^le  leaf  such  as  now  we  have  speirc  so. 
Than  e'er  hath  been  iitter*d  by  all  the  old  ladies 

Tliat  ever  yet  spoke,  from  the  Sibyls  to  Eld — n. 


THE  ANNUAL  PILL. 

SnppoMd  to  be  sniif  by  Old  Prost,  the  Jew*  in  the 
chaiucter  of  MiOor  C^arw — oht. 

ViLL  nobodies  tr>  my  nice  Anntuil  Pill, 

Dat*s  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  avay  7 
Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  say  vat  I  vill. 

Not  n  Chrishtian  or  Shentieman  minds  vat  I  say ! 
*Tis  so  pretty  a  bolus ! — just  down  let  it  go. 

And,  at  vouce,  such  a  radical  shange  you  vill  see, 
Dat  I'd  not  be  surprish*d,  like  de  horse  in  de  show, 

If  your  heads  all  vere  found,  vere  your  tailsh 
ought  to  be ! 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  Pill,  Sui. 

'Twill  cure  all  Electors,  and  purge  away  clear 

Dat  mighty  bad  itching  dey've  got  in  deir  hand»— 
'Twill  cure,  too,  all  Statefimen,  of  dulness,  ma  tear, 
Though  the  case  vas  as  desperate  as  poor  Mister 
Van's. 
Dere  is  nothing  at  all  vat  dis  Pill  vill  not  reach — 
Give  the  Sinecure  Sheutleman  von  little  grain, 
Piess  ma  heart,  it  vill  act,  like  de  salt  on  de  leech, 
And  he'll  throw  de  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
up  again ! 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  Pill,  &c. 

'Twould  be  tedious,  ma  tear,  all  its  peauties  to  paint — 

Dut,  among  oder  i'lnga  fundamentally  wrong. 
It  vill  cure  de  Proad  Pottom^ — a  common  complaint 

Among   M.  P.'s  and  weavers — from  sitting  too 
long. 
Should  symptoms  of  apeeching  preak  out  on  a  dunce, 

(Vat  is  olleu  de  case,)  it  vill  stop  de  disease, 
And  priug  avay  all  de  long  speeches  ul  vouce, 

Dat  eleo  vould,  like  tape-wonns,  come  by  degrees  I 

Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  Pillf 
Dat's  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  avay  ? 

V]osa  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  say  vat  I  vill, 
Not  a  Chrishtian  or  Shentieman  minds  vat  I  say ! 


1  Meaning,  I  presume.  Coalition  Administrations, 
s  Written,  iifier  hearing  a  celcbmted  speech  in  the  House 
of  Lords,  Jine  10, 18Q8.  when  the  motion  in  favor  uf  Catholic 


"  IF*  AND  "  PERHAPS.'^ 

Oh  tidings  of  freedom !  oh  accents  of  hope ! 

Wad,  wafl  them,  ye  zephyrs,  to  E^n's  bine  sea, 
And  refresh  with  their  sounds  every  son  of  the  Pope, 

From  Dingle-a-cooch  to  far  Douogfaadee. 

**  If  mutely  the  slave  will  endure  and  ohoy, 

**  Nor  clanking  his  fetters,  nor  breathing  his  paint, 

"  His  masters,  perhapt,  at  some  far  distant  day, 
"  May   think  (tender  tyrants !)  of  loosening  bii 
chainn  " 

Wise  "  if**  and    "  perhaps !" — precious   salve  for 
our  wounds, 
If  he,  who  would  rule  thus  o*er  manacled  mates, 
Could  check  the  free  spring-tide  of  Mind,  that  re- 
somids, 
Even  now,  at  his  feet,  like  the  sea  at  Cannte'a      | 

But,  no,  'tis  in  vain — ^the  grand  impulse  is  give  — 
Man  knows  his  high  Charter^  and  knowing  wUl 
claim ; 
And  if  ruin  must  follow  where  fetters  are  riTen, 
Be  theirs,  who  have  forged  them,  the  guilt  aad 
the  shame. 

**  If  the  slave   will   be  silent ! — ^rain   Soldier,  be- 
ware— 

There  it  a  dead  silence  the  wrongM  may  assume,  i 
When  the  feeling,  sent  back  from  the  lips  in  despair, 
But    clings    round    the   heart    with   a  deadlier 
gloom ; — 

When  the  blush,  that  long  bum*d  on  the  snppTiant  • 
cheek,   . 
Gives  place  to  th'  avenger's  pale,  resolute  hue ; 
And  the  tongue,  that  once  threateu*d,  disdaiaiog  Is 
apeak, 
Consigns  to  the  arm  the  high  office — to  de. 

If  men,  in  that  silence,  should  think  of  the  bear. 
When  proudly  their  fatliers  in  panoply  stood. 

Presenting,  alike,  a  bold  front-work  of  power 
To   the    despot  on  laud    and   the   foe  oo  the  j 
flood: 

That  hour,  when  a  Voice  had  come  forth  from  tbs 
west, 
To    the    slave    bringing  hopes,    to    the    tyiaet 
alarms; 


Elmanclpation.  brouj^ht  forward  by  the  Maniaia  of  Cab» 
downe,  was  rejected  by  the  Hooae  of  Loids. 
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And  a  Ie»on,  bug  Iook*d  for,  was  taught  the  op- 
praw'd, 
That  kings  are  as  dust  before  freemen  in  arms ! 

/  ,  awfaller  still,  the  mute  slave  should  recall 
That  dream  of  his  boyhood,  when    I^reedom*s 
sweet  day 
At  length  seem*d  to  break  through  a  long  night  of 
thrall, 
And  Union  and  Hope  went  abroad  in  its  ray ; — 

IJ  Fancy  should  toll  him,  that  Day-spring  of  Good, 
Though   8wiA.ly   its  light  died   away   from  his 
chain. 

Though  darkly  it  set  in  a  nation's  best  blood. 
Now  wants  but  invokiug  to  shiue  out  again ; — 

//*—(/*,  I  say — breathings  like  these  shoukl  come 
o*or 
The  chords  of  remembrance,  and  thrill,  as  they 
come. 
Then,  perhapt — ay,  perhapt — but  I  dare  not  say 
more ; 
Thou  hast  wiiPd  that  thy  slaves  should  be  mute-« 
I  am  dumb 


WRITE  ON,  WRITE  ON. 

A   BALLAD. 

Air. — *'  Sleep  on,  *le^  ra,  mp  Kathleen  dear 
Ealvece,  fratret  AsinL  8t.  FaASCifl 

Write  on,  write  on,  ye  Barons  dear. 

Ye  Dukes,  write  hard  and  fast ; 
The  good  we*ve  sought  for  many  a  year 

Youi  rtiills  will  bring  at  last 
One  letter  nan,  N — wc — stle,  pen 

To  match  Lord  K — ny — n's  two, 
And  more  than  Ireland's  host  of  men. 

One  brace  of  Peers  will  do. 

Write  o7*,  write  on,  &c 

Sure,  never,  since  the  precious  use 

Of  pen  and  ink  began. 
Did  letters,  writ  by  fools,  produce 

Such  signal  good  to  man. 
While  intellect,  *mong  high  and  low, 

Is  marching  on,  they  say. 


I  A  rrvemid  prehendsry  of  Tlereford,  in  an  EMsy  on  the 
Bsv4>aiies  of  the  Cborch  of  Bnftand,  bns  a^ifnied  the  orlcin 
of  Tithes  to  **  ■ome  anreeorded  revelatioa  made  to  Adanu** 


Give  me  the  Dukes  and  Lords,  who  go. 
Like  crabs,  the  other  way. 

Write  on,  write  on,  Ac 

Even  now  I  feel  the  coming  light- 
Even  now,  couki  Folly  lure 

My  Lord  M — nto— sh— 1,  too,  to  write, 
Emancipation's  sura. 

By  geese  (we  read  in  history) 
Old  Rome  was  saved  from  ill ; 

And  now,  to  quilU  of  geese,  we  see 
Old  Rome  indebted  still. 

Write  on,  write  on,  dtc 

Write,  write,  y^  Peers,  uf  -loop  to  style. 

Nor  beat  for  se.k»e  dbouV— 
Things,  little  worth  a  Noble*s  while, 

You*re  better  far  without 
Oh  ne'er,  since  asses  spoke  of  yore, 

Such  miracles  were  done  ; 
For,  write  but  four  such  letters  more, 

And  Freedom*s  cause  is  won ! 


SONG  OF  THE  DEPARTING  SPIRIT  OF 

TITHE. 

"  The  parting  Genius  is  i^ith  sighing  sent**~liIxLT0>. 

It  is  o*er,  it  is  o*er,  my  reign  is  o'er ; 

I  hear  a  Voice,  from  shore  to  shore, 

From  Dunfanaghy  to  Baltimore, 

And  it  saith,  in  sad,  parsonic  tone, 

**  Great  Tithe  and  Small  are  dead  and  gone  f 

Even  now,  I  behold  your  vanishing  wings, 

Ye  Tenths  of  all  conceivable  things. 

Which  Adam  first,  as  Doctors  deem. 

Saw,  in  a  sort  of  night-mare  dream,^ 

After  the  feast  of  fruit  abhorr'd — 

Fust  indigestion  on  record  !— 

Ye  decimate  ducks,  ye  cliusen  chicks, 

Ye  pigs  which,  though  ye  be  Catholics, 

Or  of  Calvin's  most  select  depraved, 

In  the  Chivch  must  have  your  bacon  saved  ;— > 

Ye  fields,  where  Labor  counts  his  she.\ves. 

And,  whatsoe'er  himaelf  believes. 

Must  bow  to  tb'  Establish'd  Church  belief. 

That  the  tenth  is  always  a  ProUetant  shea/;-* 

Ye  calves,  of  which  the  man  of  Heaven 

Takes  Jrith  tithe,  one  calf  in  seven ;' 


s  "  The  tenth  calf  is  doe  to  the  parson  of  cnmmnn  rif ht ; 
and  if  there  nre  seven  he  shall  have  one.**— Rbbs*s  C>c'e- 
pmdia,  art  **  TYiAm.** 
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Ye  tenths  of  rape,  Ijemp,  barley,  flax, 
Eggs,'  timber,  milk,  flab,  and  bees'  wax ; 
All  tbings,  m  abort,  since  eartb's  creation, 
Doom'd,  by  the  Church's  dispensation, 
To  sufier  eternal  decimation— 
Leaniig  the  whole  /ay-world,  since  then. 
Reduced  to  nine  parts  out  of  ten ; 
Or — as  we  calculate  thefts  and  arw>n8— 
Just  ten  per  eenU  the  worse  for  Parsons  ! 

Alas,  and  is  all  this  wise  device 
For  the  saving  of  souls  thus  gone  in  a  trice  7 — 
The  whole  put  down,  in  the  simplest  way. 
By  the  souls  resolving  not  to  pay ! 
And  even  the  Papists,  thankless  race. 
Who  have  bad  so  much  the  easiest  case- 
To  pay  for  our  sermons  doom'd,  'tis  true. 
But  not  condemn'd  to  hear  them,  too— 
(Our  holy  business  being,  'tis  known. 
With  the  ears  of  their  barley,  not  their  own,) 
Even  they  object  to  let  us  pillage. 
By  right  divine,  their  tenth  of  tillage. 
And,  horror  of  horrors,  even  decline 
To  find  us  in  sacramental  wine  !' 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er, 
Ah,  never  shall  rosy  Rector  more. 
Like  the  shepherds  of  Israel,  idly  eat. 
And  make  of  his  flock  *'  a  prey  and  meat."* 
No  more  shall  be  his  the  pastoral  sport 
Of  suing  his  flock  in  the  Biahop^s  Court, 
Through  various  steps.  Citation,  Libel — 
Scripturee  all,  but  not  the  Bible  ; 
Working  the  Law*s  whole  apparatus. 
To  get  at  a  few  pre-doom'd  potatoos. 
And  summoning  all  the  powers  of  wig, 
To  settle  the  fraction  of  a  pig ! — 
Till,  parson  and  all  committed  deep 
In  the  case  of  "  Shepherds  versue  Sheep," 
The  Law  usurps  the  GospePs  place. 
And,  on  Sundays,  meeting  face  to  face. 
While  Plaintiff  fills  the  preacher*s  station, 
Defendamts  form  the  cougregatioii. 

So  lives  he,  Mammon*s  priest,  not  Heaven's, 
For  tenth*  thus  all  at  eixee  and  sevens. 
Seeking  what  parsons  love  no  less 
Thau  tragic  poets — a  good  distress. 
Instead  of  studying  St  Augustin, 
Gregory  Nyss.,  or  old  St  Justin, 


1  Ckduccr  s  Plowman  complains  of  the  parish  rectors,  tlat 
'*  For  the  tiiiilng  of  a  dack, 
Or  nn  npple  or  an  aye,  (egfr.) 
They  make  hini  swear  upon  a  boke ; 
ThU!*  Ihey  foalen  Christ's  fay.** 

i  Amoqi  the  specimens  laid  twfore  rarllament  of  the  soirt 


(Books  fit  only  to  hoard  dust  in,) 
His  reverence  stints  his  evening  readings 
To  leam'd  Reports  of  Tithe  Prooeediiig% 
Sipping,  the  while,  that  port  so  ruddy. 
Which  forms  his  only  ancient  study  ;— 
Port  so  old,  you*d  swear  its  tartar 
Was  of  the  age  of  Justin  Martyr, 
And,  had  he  sipp*d  of  such,  no  doubt 
His  martyrdom  would  have  been — to  gout 

Is  all  then  lost  7 — alas,  too  true— 

Ye  Tenths  beloved,  adieu,  adieu  ! 

My  reign  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o*e^-« 

Like  old  Thumb*s  ghost,  **  I  can  no  mor&" 


THE  EUTHANASIA  OF  VAN. 

**  We  are  told  that  the  bigots  are  growlnf  old  and  fiut 
wearing  ont  If  it  be  so,  why  not  let  us  die  In  pcaes  P— 
Lord  Bkxlbt*!  Letter  to  the  fVeekoldere  0/  Kent, 

Stop,  Intellect,  in  mercy  stop. 
Ye  cursed  improvements,  cease ; 

And  let  poor  Nick  V — ^ns— tt — ^t  drop 
Into  his  grave  in  peace. 

Hide,  Knowledge,  hide  thy  rising  mm. 
Young  Freedom,  veil  thy  head  ; 

Lot  nothing  good  be  thought  or  done, 
TUl  Nick  V— ns— tt— t*s  dead  ! 

Take  pity  on  a  dotard's  fears. 

Who  much  doUi  light  detest ; 
And  let  his  last  few  drivelling  years 

Be  dark  as  were  the  rest 

Yon,  too,  ye  fleeting  one-pound  notes. 

Speed  not  so  fast  away — 
Ye  rags,  on  which  old  Nicky  gloats, 

A  few  months  longer  stay.^ 

Together  soon,  or  much  I  err. 

You  both  from  life  may  go — 
The  notes  uuto  the  scavenger. 

And  Nick — ^to  Nick  below. 

Ye  liberals,  whate'er  your  plan. 
Be  all  reforms  suspended ; 

I 

• 

of  Church  rates  levied  upon  Catholics  In  Irelaad,  was  a  ] 
chanre  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  sacramental  wine.  | 

s  Exeklel,  zxxiv.  10.—"  Neither  shall  the  shepherds  AH  I 
themselves  any  more ;  for  I  will  deliver  my  flock  fran  Itail  { 
month,  that  they  may  not  be  meat  for  iJheni  **  ! 

*  Peritorse  parcere  chart*. 

i 
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In  compliment  to  dear  old  Van, 
Let  nothin^r  bad  be  mended. 

Ye  Papists,  whom  oppressiui  wrings, 

Your  cry  politely  cease, 
And  fret  your  hearts  to  fiddle-strings 

That  Van  may  die  in  peace. 

So  shall  he  win  a  fume  sublime 
By  few  old  rag-meu  gained ; 

Siuce  all  shall  own,  in  Nicky*s  time, 
Nor  sense,  nor  justice  reigned. 

So  shall  his  name  through  ages  post, 

And  dolts  ungotten  yet, 
Date  from  **  the  days  of  Nicholas," 

With  fond  and  sad  regret ; — 

And  sighing,  say,  "  Alas,  had  he 
**  Been  spared  from  Pluto*s  bowers, 

"  The  blessed  reign  of  Bigotry 
''And  Rags  might  still  be  ours  I*' 


TO  THE  REVEREND 


C^C    or    THE   SIXTEEN    REQUISITIONI8TS   OP   NOTTING- 
HAM. 

1898. 

What,  you,  too,  my  •••••*,  in  hashes  so  know- 
iiig, 

Of  sauces  and  sou})s  Aristarchns  profess'd ! 
\re  yoM,  loo,  my  savory  Brunswicker,  going 

To  make  an  old  fool  of  yourself  with  the  rest? 

Far  better  to  stick  to  your  kitchen  receipts ; 

Aud — if  you  want  something  to  tease— for  va- 
riety, 
do  study  how  Ude,  m  his  "  Cookery,"  treats 

Jjive  eels,  when  he  fits  them  for  poliflh*d  Society. 

Just  snuggling  them  in,  'twixt  the  bars  of  the  fire. 
He  leaves  them  to  wriggle  and  writhe  on  the 
coals,' 

lu  a  manner  that  H — m — r  himself  would  admire, 
Aud  wish, 'stead  of  eels,  they  were  Catholic  souls. 

Ude  tells  us,  the  fish  little  suffering  feels ; 
While  Papists,  of  late,  have  more  sensitive  grown ; 

I  The  only  way.  Monilenr  Ude  assures  lu,  to  get  rid  of 
tlie  nil  so  objsctlonnbte  In  thU  flnh. 

«  A  liver  complnlnu  The  pnicesB  by  which  the  liven  of 
gsew  are  enlurged  for  the  fainoas  Pate»  d$f9tt  £nt. 


So,  take  my  advice,  try  your  hand  at  live  eels, 
And,  for  once^  let  the  other  poor  devils  alone. 

• 

I  have  even  a  still  better  receipt  for  your  cook- 
How  to  make  a  goose  die  of  confirm*d  hepatitis  ,** 

And,  if  youMl,  for  once,/e//oi0-feelingft  o'erlnok, 
A  well-tortured  goose  a  most  capital  sight  is. 

First,  catch  him,  alive— make  a  good  stead/  fire — 
Set  your  victim  before  it,  both  legs  beiug  tied, 

(As,  if  left  to  himself,  he  might  wish  to  retire,) 
And  place  a  large  bowl  of  rich  cream  by  his  side. 

Tliere  roasting  by  inches,  dry,  feverM,  and  faint, 
Having  drunk  a^    he  eream,  von  so  civilly  laid, 
off; 

He  dies  of  as  charming  a  liver  complaint 
As  ever  sleek  parson  could  wish  a  [He  made  of. 

Besides,  only  think,  my  dear  one  of  Sixteen, 
What  an  emblem  this  bird,  for  the  epicure's  UNe 
meant, 
Presents  of  the  mode  in  which  Ireland  has  been 
Made  a   tit-bit   for  yours  aud  your  brethren's 
amusement : 

Tied  down  to  tlie  stake,  while  her  limbs,  as  they 
quiver, 

A  slow  fire  of  tyranny  wastes  by  degrees 
No  wonder  disease  should  have  swelPd  up  her  liv6r» 

No  wonder  you,  Gourmands,  sliould  love  her  dis- 


IRISH  ANTIQUITIES. 

According  to  some  leam'd  opinions 
The  Irish  once  were  Garthaginians  ; 
But,  trusting  to  more  late  descriptions, 
I'd  rather  say  they  were  Egyptians. 
My  reason's  thi^ : — the  Priests  of  Ists, 

When  forth  they  march'd  in  long  array, 
Employ'd,  'noong  other  grave  devices, 

A  Sacred  Ass  to  lead  the  way  ;* 
And  still  the  antiquarian  traces 

'Moug  Irish  Lords  this  Paipin  plan. 
For  still,  in  all  religious  cases, 

Tliey  put  Lord  R— d — n  in  tlie  van. 

•  To  this  prsctke  the  aaeleat  adsfs  alladea,  **  Aalnaa  |iar- 
tans  mysteria.** 
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A  CURIOUS  FACT 

Tub  prewut  Lord  K — ny — n  (the  Peer  who  writea 

letters, 
Fcr  wliich   the  waste-paper   folks  much   are   his 

debtors) 
Halh  one  little  oddity,  well  worth  reciting. 
Which  puzzleth  observers,  even  more  than  his  wri- 
ting 
Whenever  Lord  K — ny — n  doth  chance  to  behold 
A  cold  Apple-pie — mind,  the  pie  must  be  cold — 
His  Lordship  looks  solemn,  (few  people  know  why,) 
And  he  makes  a  low  bow  to  the  said  apple-pie. 
This  idolatrous  act,  in  so  «  vital"  a  Peer, 
Is,   hy    most    serious   Protestants,   thought  rather 

queer — 
Pie-worship,  they  hold,  coming  under  the  head 
(Vide  Cnutium,  chap,  iv.)  of  the  Worship  of  Bread. 
Some  think  'tis  a  tribute,  as  author,  he  owes 
For  the   service   that  pie-crust  hath  done  to  his 

prose ; — 
The  only  good  thmgs  in  his  pages,  they  swear. 
Being  those  that  .tlie  pastry-cook  sometimes  puts 

there. 
Other*  say,  'tis  a  homage,  through  pie-crust  con- 

vey'd, 
To  our  Glorious  Deliverer's  much-honor'd  shade  ; 
As  that  Protestant  Hero  (or  Saint,  if  you  please) 
Was  as  fond  of  cold  pie  as  he  was  of  greeu  peas,' 
And  'tis  solely  in  loyal  remembrance  of  that, 
My  Lord  K — ny — n  to  apple-pie  takes  off  his  hat 
While  others  account  for  this  kind  salutation 
By  what  Tony  Lumpkin  calls  **  concatenation  ;" — 
A  certain  good-will  that,  from  sympathy's  ties, 
'Twut  old  AppU'Women  and  Orange-men  lies. 

But  'tis  needless  to  add,  these  are  all  vague  sur- 
mises, 
For  thus,  we're  assured,  the  whole  matter  arises : 
Lord  K — ny — n*s  respected  old  father  (like  many 
Respected  old  fathers)  was  fond  of  a  penny  ; 
And  loved  so  to  save,'  that — there's  not  the  least 

question — 
His  death  was  brought  on  by  a  bad  indigestion, 
From  cold  apple-pie-crust  his  Lordship  would  stuff 

in, 
At  breakfast,  to  save  Uie  expense  of  hot  mufHu. 
Hence  it  is,  and  hence  only,  that  cold  apple-pies 
Are  beheld  by  his  Heir  with  such  reverent  eyes — 


1  See  the  anecdote,  which  the  Ducheu  of  ^^arU>or^ugh 
relate*  in  her  Meninirs  of  thin  pctliie  hern  approprinting  to 
hiniseir.  one  dHy.  at  dinner,  a  whole  dish  oTfnreen  peas— the 
first  of  the  »eHscm — while  the  jfioor  Princess  Anne,  who  whs 
then  in  a  longing  ronditiun,  sat  by,  vainly  enu-eating,  with 
bei  eytt,  for  a  share. 


Just  as  honest  King  Stephen  his  beAver  might  diff 
To  the  fishes  that  carried  his  kind  undo  olT— 
And  while  ^(oi  piety  urges  so  many  on, 
'Tis  pure  opp/e-pie-ety  moves  my  Lord  K— ny — a 


NEW-FASHIONED  ECHOES. 

Sir, 

Most  of  yoar  readers  are,  no  d«)ubu  acqualate*!  with  iht 
anecdote  told  of  a  certain,  not  over- wise,  jtidco.  who.  srhea 
In  the  actof  delivering  a  charge  la  sotne  country  cnait-boase, 
was  Interrupted  by  the  braying  of  an  aas  at  the  (Soor.  **  What 
noise  U  that  V*  asked  the  angry  Judge.  **  Oaly  an  eiirwr> 
dinary  echo  there  U  In  court,  my  Lord,**  answered  one  of  the 
counsel. 

As  there  are  a  number  of  such  **  eztraordimiry  Mbnes** 
abroad  Just  now.  yon  will  not.  perhaps,  be  vnwilllng.  Mr. 
Editor,  to  receive  the  following  few  lines  sngfested  by  then. 

Yourr  Itc 

S. 

Hue  coeamus,*  ait ;  nullique  Itbentlus  nmiaaai 
Responsura  sono,  CoeauinSfTCtnlit  echo. 

Ovis. 

There  are  echoes,  we  know,  of  all  sorts. 
From  the  echo,  that  *'  dies  in  the  dale," 

To  the  '*  airy-tongued  babbler,"  that  sports 
Up  the  tide  of  the  torrent  her  '*  talo." 

There  are  echoes  that  bore  us,  like  Blues, 
With  the  latest  smart  mot  they  have  heard  ; 

There  are  echoes,  extremely  like  shrews. 
Letting  nobody  have  the  last  word. 

In  the  bogs  of  old  Paddy-land,  too. 

Certain  "  talented**  echoes*  there  dwell, 

W^ho,  on  being  ask'd,  "  How  do  you  do  7" 
Politely  reply,  "  Pretty  well." 

But  why  should  I  talk  any  more 
Of  such  old-fashiou'd  echoes  as  these. 

When  Britain  has  new  ones  in  store. 
That  transcend  Uiem  by  many  degrees  7 

For,  of  all  repercussions  of  sound, 
Conceniing  which  bards  make  a  pother, 

Tbere*s  none  like  that  happy  rebound 
When  one  blockhead  echoes  another ; — 


<  The  same  prudent  propensity  characterises  his  deaoend- 
ant,  who  (as  Is  well  kmiwn)  would  not  even  gu  u>  thccafwast 
of  a  diphthong  on  bis  father's  innnunient.  but  li.-ul  iIm  In- 
scription spelled.  er«>no«iieany,  thus :— **  Mmrajmnmrn 

s  "  Let  us  form  Clubs.** 

«  Cooimonly  called  *•  Paddy  Blake*s  Echi 
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When  K — ^ny— n  comroeneM  the  bray, 
Aud  the  BoroujBrh-Duke  follows  his  track ; 

And  loudly  from  Dublin's  sweet  bay, 
R— thd — ne  brays,  with  mterest,  back ; — 

And  while,  of  mo»t  echoes  the  sound 

Ou  our  ear  by  reflection  doth  fail, 
These  Bruuswickers*  pass  the  bray  round, 

Without  any  reflection  at  all. 

Oh  Scott,  were  I  gifted  like  yrn. 
Who  can  name  all  the  echoes  there  are 

From  Beuvoirlich  to  bold  Ben-venue, 
From  Beuledi  to  wild  Uamvar ; 

I  might  track,  through  each  hard  Irish  name. 
The  rebounds  of  this  asinine  strain. 

Till  from  Neddy  to  Neddy,  it  came 
To  the  chief  Neddy,  K — ny — n,  again ; 

Might  tell  how  it  roar'd  in  R— thd— ne. 
How  from  D — ws^n  it  died  off"  genteelly— 

How  hollow  it  rung  from  the  crown 
Of  the  fat-pated  Marquis  of  E^y ; 

How,  on  hearing  my  Lord  of  G e. 

Thistle-eaters,  the  stoutest,  gave  way, 

Outdone,  in  their  own  special  line. 
By  the  forty-ass  power  of  his  bray  ! 

But,  no— for  so  humble  a  bard 

'TIS  a  subject  too  trying  to  touch  on  ; 

Such  noblemen's  names  are  too  hard, 
And  their  noddles  too  soil  to  dwell  much  on. 

Oh  E^ho,  sweet  nymph  of  the  hill, 

Of  the  dell,  and  the  deep-sounding  shelves; 

If,  in  spite  of  Narcissus,  you  still 

Take  to  fools  who  are  charm'd  with  themselves, 

Who  knows  but,  wme  ^"»ming  retiring, 
To  walk  by  the  Trent's  wooded  side. 

You  may  meet  with  N — wc — etie,  admiring 
His  own  lengthened  ears  in  the  tide ! 

Or,  on  into  Cambria  straying, 

Find  K — ny — n,  that  double-tongued  elf, 
In  his  lore  of  oss-cendency,  braying 

A  Brunswick  duet  with  himself! 


1  Antl  CfithoUc  usnclatlnns,  under  the  title  of  Brnnawiek 
(nat«.  were  nt  this  time  becoming  namerouf  both  In  Eng 
Und  and  Ireland. 

*  Alluding  to  a  well-known  \yi\e  eompmUlon  of  the  lata 
llarquif.  which,  with  a  sllsht  alteration,  might  be  addressed 
either  to  a  fle^  or  a  fly.    For  instance  :— 


INCANTATION. 


rmOM  TBB  MBW  TmAGKDT  OF  "  TBB  SaUNSWICEBRS." 

1838. 

SCENE.— Peimrdcii  Ftain,    In  ike  middle, «  mMtm  Id/tV* 
7%undtr. — EuUr  Tkne  Brmmwitkert* 

Isl  Brunt. — ^Tumcc  hath  scribbling  K— ny — z 
scrawPd, 

2i  BniRS. — Once  hath  fool  N— wo— stle  bawKd, 

3d  Bruna, — B — xl — y   snores:  —  'tis    time,   'tis 
time, 

Ist  Bruna, — Round  about  the  caldron  go ; 
In  the  poisonous  nonsense  throw. 
Bigot  spite,  that  long  hath  grown, 
Like  a  toad  within  a  stone. 
Sweltering  in  the  heart  of  Sc — tt. 
Boil  we  in  the  Brunswick  pot 

AIL — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  d'  oble, 
Eld— n,  talk,  and  K — ny — n,  scribbiO. 

2J  Bruna. — Slaver  from  N — wo — stle*s  qnill 
In  the  noisome  mess  distil. 
Brimming  high  our  Brunswick  broth 
Both  with  venom  and  with  froth. 
Mix  the  brains  (thdugh  apt  to  hash  ill, 
Being  scant)  of  Lord  M — ntc— shel. 
With  that  mahy  stuff  which  Ch— ud— • 
Drivels  as  no  other  man  does. 
Catch  (t.  e.  if  catch  you  can) 
One  idea,  spick  and  span. 
From  my  Lord  of  S— I— «b— y, — 
One  idea,  though  it  be 
Smaller  than  the  "  happy  flea," 
Which  his  nre,  in  sonnet  terse. 
Wedded  to  immortal  verse.* 
Though  to  rob  the  son  is  sin. 
Put  his  one  idea  in  ; 
And,  to  keep  it  company. 
Let  that  conjuror  W — uch — ^Is — a 
Drop  but  half  another  there, 
If  he  hath  so  much  to  spare. 
Dreams  of  murden  aud  of  arsons, 
Hatched  m  heads  of  Irish  parsons. 
Bring  from  every  hole  and  corner. 
Where  ferocious  priests,  like  II — rti — r. 
Purely  for  religious  good. 
Cry  aloud  for  Papist's  blood. 
Blood  for  W — lis,  aud  such  old  women. 
At  their  ease  to  wade  and  swim  in. 


Or 


••Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  fly. 
If  1  were  yon,  or  you  were  1.** 

••Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  flea. 
If  I  were  yua,  ur  you  were  as  ; 
Bat  since,  alas !  that  cannot  be, 
I  mast  remain  Lord  8— y.**  - 
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All. — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ny — ^n,  scribble. 

3d  Bruns* — Now  tho  charm  begins  to  brew ; 
Sisters,  sisters,  add  thereto 
Scraps  of  L — thbr— dge's  old  speeches, 
Miz*d  with  leather  from  his  breeches. 
Rinsings  of  old  B — xl — y*s  brains, 
Thicken'd  (if  youMl  take  the  pains) 
With  that  pulp  which  rags  create. 
In  their  middle,  nympka  state, 
Ere,  like  insects  frail  and  sunny, 
Forth  they  wing  abroad  as  money. 
There — the  HelUbroth  weVe  enchanted — 
Now  but  one  thing  more  b  wanted. 
Squeeze  o*or  all  that  Orange  juice, 
C  keeps  corked  for  use, 

Which,  to  work  the  better  spell,  is 

Color'd  deep  with  blood  of , 

Blood,  of  powers  far  more  various. 
Even  than  that  of  Januarius, 
Since  so  great  a  charm  hangs  o*er  it, 
England*s  parsons  bow  before  it ! 

AIL — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ny — n,  scribble. 

2J  Bruns, — Cool  it  now  with 's  blood, 

So  the  charm  is  firm  and  good.  [Exeunt, 


now  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  POLITICIAN. 

Whenever   you*re  in  doubt,  said  a  Sage  I  once 

knew, 
'Twixt  two  lines  of  conduct  which  course  to  pursue, 
Ask  a  woman's  advice,  and,  whatever  she  advise, 
Do  the  very  reverse,  and  you're  sure  to  be  wise. 

Of  the  same  use  as  guides,  are  the  Brunswicker 

throng ; 
In  their  thoughti  words,  and  deeds,  so  iu<inctive1y 

wrong, 
That,  whatever  tht?y  counsel,  act,  talk,  or  indite. 
Take  the  opposite  course,  and  you're  sure  to  be 

right 

So  golden  this  rule,  that,  had  nature  denied  you 
The  use  of  that  finger-post.  Reason,  to  guide  you — 
\V'ere  you  even  more  doltish  than  any  given  man  is. 
More  soft  than  N — wc— etie,  more  twaddling  than 

Van  is, 
rd  stake  my  repute,  on  the  following  conditions, 
To  make  you  Uie  soundest  of  sound  politicians. 

Place  yourself  near  the  skirts  of  some  high-fiying 

Tor)-— 
Some  Brunswicker  parson,  of  por*.-drinking  glory,— 


Watch  well  how  he  dines,  daring  any  great 

tion— > 
What  makes  him  feed  gayly«  what  ipoib  his  difw- 

tion — 
And  always  feel  sure  that  hU  joy  o*er  a  stew 
Portends  a  clear  case  of  dyqiepsia  to  yotu 
Read  him  backwards,  like  Hebfew— whateter  hs 

wishes. 
Or  praises,  note  down  as  absurd,  or  pemicioaSk 
Like  the  folks  of  a  weather-house,  shifting  about. 
When  he's  out,  be  an  In — when  he's  ti»,  be  an  Out 
Keep  him  always  reversed  in  your  thoughts,  night 

and  day. 
Like  an  Irish  barometer  tnm'd  the  wrong  ^ay  >-~ 
If  he's  tip,  you  may  s^'.ar  that  foul  weather  ii 

nigh; 
If  he's  down,  you  may  look  for  a  bit  of  blue  sky. 
Never  mind  what  debaters  or  joumalMis  say. 
Only  ask  what  he  thinks,  and  then  thiuk  t'other 

way. 
Docs  he  hate  the  Small-note  Bill  ?  then  firmly  lelj 
The  Small-note  Bill's  a  blessing,  thoogh  yea  doo*t 

know  why. 
Is  Brougham  his  aversion  7  then  Harry's  your  maa. 
Does  he  quake  at  O'Connell  ?  take  doubly  to  Din. 
Is  he  all  for  the  Turks?  then,  at  oiiee,  take  the 

whole 
Russian  Empire  (Czar,  Cossacks,  and  all)  to  year 

souL 
In  short,  whatsoever  he  talks,  thinks,  or  is. 
Be  your  thoughts,  words,  and  eesence  the  contrsst 

of  his. 
Nay,  as  Siamese  ladies — at  least,  the  polite  ooee— 
All  paint  their  teeth  black,  'cause  the  devil  has  white 

ones — 
If  ev'n,  by  the  chances  of  time  or  of  tide. 
Your  Tory,  for  once,  should  have  sense  on  \m  side. 
Even  then  stand  aloof — for,  be  sure  that  Old  Nid[, 
When  a  Tory  talks  sensibly,  means  you  some  trick. 

Such  my  recipe  is — and,  in  one  single  verse, 
I  shall  now,  in  conclusion,  its  substance  reli<)anew 
Be  all  that  a  Brunswicker  U  not,  nor  ctiuld  be. 
And  then — you'll  be  all  that  an  honest  man  should 
be. 


EPISTLE  OF  CONDOLENCE, 

FROM  A  SLAVB-LORO  TO  A  COTTON-IwOaiK 

Alas  !  my  dear  (Kend,  what  a  state  uf  aAin ! 
How  unjustly  we  both  are  despoil'd  of  our  nghtcS 
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Not  m  pomid  of  black  fleah  ahall  I  lesre  to  my  hein, 
Vm  moA  ymi  any  ui&re  work  to  doath  little 
whites. 

Botli  forced  to  lubmit  to  that  general  coDtrolIer 
Of  Kiu^  Lords,  and  cotton  mills.  Public  Opin- 
k«. 

No  more  shall  you  beat  with  a  big^billy-roller, 
Nor  /  with  tlie  cart-whip  assert  my  dominion. 

Whereas,  were  we  sufier'd  to  do  as  we  please 
With  our  Blacks  and  our  Whites,  as  of  yore  we 
were  let. 
We  might  range  them  alternate,  like  harpnchord 

And  between  us  tlinmp  out  a  good  piebald  duet 

But  this  fun  is  all  over ; — ^farewell  to  the  zest 
Whidi  Slavery  now  lends  to  each  teacup  we  sip; 

Which  makes  still  the  cruellest  coffee  the  best. 
And  that  sugar  tlie  sweetest  whicli  smacks  of  the 
whip. 

Farewell,  too,  the  Factory's  white  picaninnies — 
Small,  living  machines,  which,  if  flogged  to  their 
tasks. 
Mix  so  well  with  their  namesakes,  the  *'  Billies"  and 
«« Jennies," 
Tliat  wkiek  have  got  souls  in  *em  nobody  asks ;— 

Little  Maids  of  the  Mill,  who,  themselves  but  ill- 
fed. 
Are  obliged,  'mong  their  other  benevolent  cares. 
To  **  keep  feeding  the  scribblers,"' — and  better,  'tis 
said, 
Tlian  old  Blackwood  or  Fraser  have  ever  fed 
theirs. 

All  this  is  now  o*er,  and  so  dismal  my  loss  is. 
So  hard  'tis  to  part  from  the  smack  of  the  thong. 

That  I  mean  (from  pure  love  for  tlie  old  whipping 
proceed) 
To  take  to  whipp'd  syllabub  all  my  life  long. 


THE  GHOST  OF  MILTIADES. 

Ah  qnnlles  dubius  Seript\»  exanit  aiiiator! — Oria. 

Till  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  at  night. 
And  ha  stood  by  the  bed  of  tlie  Beutliamite, 

Oa>  of  the  operations  In  cdtton  nilla  osaally  performed 
b|  chldrsn. 


And  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  thiilTd  the  b 
**  If  ever  the  sound  of  Marathon's  name 
*•  Hath  fired  thy  blood  or  flush'd  thy  brow, 
*'  Lover  of  Liberty,  rouse  thee  now  V* 

The  Benthamite,  yawning,  left  his  bed-* 

Away  to  the  Stock  Elxchange  he  sped. 

And  he  found  the  Scrip  of  Greece  so  high, 

That  it  fired  his  blood,  it  flusli'd  his  eye. 

And  oh,  'twas  a  sight  for  tlie  Ghost  to  see. 

For  never  was  Greek  more  Greek  than  he ! 

And  still  as  the  premium  higher  went. 

His  ecstasy  rose — so  much  per  eenL, 

(As  we  see  in  a  glass,  tlmt  tells  the  weather. 

The  heat  and  the  tilvcr  rise  together,) 

And  Liberty  sung  from  the  patriot's  lip. 

While  a  voice  from  bis  pocket  whisper'd  '*  Scrip  f 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  again  ; — 

He  smiled,  as  the  pale  moon  smiles  through  rain. 

For  hb  soul  was  glad  at  that  painut  strain ; 

(And  poor,  dear  ghoet — how  little  he  knew 

The  jobs  and  the  tricks  of  the  Philhellene  crew  2) 

**  Blessings  and  thanks !"  was  all  he  said. 

Then,  melting  away,  like  a  night-dream,  fled ! 

The  Benthamite  hears— amazed  that  gliosis 
Could  be  such  fools, — and  away  he  posts, 
A  patriot  still  7     Ah  no,  ah  no- 
Goddess  of  Freedom,  thy  Scrip  is  low. 
And,  warm  and  fond  as  thy  lovers  are. 
Thou  triest  tlieir  paadon,  when  under  par 
The  Benthamite's  ardor  fast  decays, 
By  turns  he  weeps,  aud  swears,  and  prays. 
And  wislies  the  d — I  had  Crescent  aud  Cross, 
Ere  he  had  been  forced  to  sell  at  a  loss. 
They  quote  him  the  Stock  of  various  nations, 
But,  spite  of  his  clusaic  aasociatioiis. 
Lord,  how  he  loathes  the  Greek  quotationt ! 
««  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip  ?  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip  ;" 
Is  now  the  theme  of  the  patriot's  lip, 
As  he  runs  to  tell  how  hard  his  lot  is 
To  Messrs.  Oriando  and  Luriottis, 
And  says,  **  Oh  Greece,  for  Liberty's  sake, 
**  Do  buy  my  Scrip,  and  I  vow  to  break 
*'  Those  dark,  unholy  bonde  of  tliine — 
**  If  you'll  only  consent  to  buy  up  mine  /" 
The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  cuine  once  more  ; — 
His  Ivow,  like  the  night,  was  lowering  o'er. 
And  he  said,  with  a  look  that  flash 'd  dismay, 
**  Of  Liberty's  foes  the  worst  are  they, 
**  Who  turn  to  a  trade  her  cause  divine, 
"  And  gamble  for  gold  on  Freedom^s  slirine  !" 
Thus  saying,  the  Ghost,  as  he  took  his  flight. 
Gave  a  Parthian  kick  to  the  Benthamite, 
Which  sent  him,  whimpering,  ofl*to  Jerry^ 
Aud  vauish'd  away  to  the  Styfrjau  ferry  f 
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ALARMING  INTELLIGENCE  — REVO LU- 
TION  IN  THE  DICTIONARY  — ONE 
O ALT  AT  THE  HEAD  OF  IT. 

God  preserve  tai . — ther*  3  nothinf  now  safe  from 
a«aiilt;— ' 
Tlirooes  toppling  around,  churches  brought  to  the 
hammer ; 
And  accounts  have  just  rcach*d  us  that  one  Mr.  Oalt 
Has  decl&red   open   war  against   English   and 
Grammar ! 

He  had  long  been  su^iected  of  some  such  design, 
And,  the  better  his  wicked  intents  to  arrive  at, 

Had  lately  'mong  C — lb— n*s  troops  of  the  /its 
(The  penny-a-line  men)  enlisted  as  private. 

Tliere  schoord,  with  a  rabble  of  words  at  command, 
Scotch,  English,  and  slang,  in  promiscuous  alli- 
ance, 

He,  at  length,  against  Syntax  has  taken  his  stand, 
And  sets  all  the  Nine  Parts  of  Speech  at  defiance. 

Next  advices,  no  doubt,  further  facts  will  afford ; 

In  the  mean  time  the  danger  most- imminent  grows. 
He  has  taken  the  Life  of  one  eminent  Lord, 

And  whom  he*U  luxt  murder  the  Lord  only  knows. 

Wedtusday  Evening, 
Since  our  last,  matters,  luckily,  look  more  serene  ; 
Tiiougli  the  rebel,  'tis  stated,  to  aid  his  defection, 
Has  Keized  a  great  Powder — no.  Puff  Magazine, 
And  th*  explosions  are  dreadful  in  every  direc- 
tion. 

What  his  meaning  exactly  is,  nobody  knows. 
As  he  talks  (in  a  strain  of  intense  botiieratiou) 

Of  lyrical  "  ichor,***  "  gelatiuous*'  prose,* 

Aud  a  mixture  calFd  "  amber  immortalization."* 

NoWy  he  raves  of  a  bard  ho  once  liappen*d  to  meet. 
Sealed  high  **  among  rattliugH,*'  aud  churning  a 
fiouuel  'f 


1  "That  dnrk  diseased  Ichor  which  coUtred  his effiisions.** 
—<; alt's  Life  •/  Byron. 

t  **Th:ii  |!elHUn4iu«  chnracter  or  their  eflfuslons.** — Ihii. 

s  "The  (MieUcal  enibaliiinient.  or  mthcr,  auiber  Inimortal- 
liailon."— /»ii<. 

4  "Sitting  Hinidst  the  shrocds  and  rattllngs,  ehnrning  an 
AHrticulHte  nielod>'.**~  Ibid, 

•  "  He  was  a  mystery  In  a  winding  sheet,  crowned  with  a 
Valo."-»irf 

•  "One  or  the  questions  prnponnded  to  the  Puritans  in 
iriTS  wA!i<— "  Whether  the  B«)ok  of  Service  was  pwA  and 
f«nlly.  ever)'  liiile  grounded  on  the  Holy  Scripture  ?"  On 
which  an  honest  Dissenter  rcmdrkf—**  Surely  they  had  a 


iVoiD,  talks  of  a  mystery,  wrapped  in  a  slieet» 
With  a  halo  (by  way  of  a  nightcap)  upon  it  !* 


We  shudder  m  tracing  these  terrible  U 

Something  bad  they  must  mean,  though  we 
make  it  oat ; 
For,  whatever  may  be  guess'd  of  Gait's 
That  they're  all  itnlt-EugUsb  no 
doubt 


n  : 


RESOLUTIONS 

PASSED  AT  A  LATC   MBKTTXa   OV 

RFITRENDS  AND  RIGHT  REVEREMML 

Resolved— to  stick  to  every  particle 
Of  every  Creed  and  every  Article  ; 
Reforming  naught,  or  great  or  little. 
We'll  stauchly  stand  by  every  tittle,* 
And  scorn  the  swallow  of  that  sool 
Which  cannot  boldly  bolt  the  whole 

Resolved  that,  though  St  AthanaHOi 
In  damning  souls  is  rather  spacioii^— 
Though  wide  and  far  his  conea  fall, 
Our  Church  <*  hath  stomach  for  then  aH  f 
And  those  who're  not  content  with  eneh. 
May  e*en  be  d — d  ten  tiroes  as  much. 
Resolved— «uch  liberal  souls  are  we— 
Thougli  hating  Nonconformity, 
We  yet  believe  the  cash  no  wone  is 
That  comes  from  Nonconformist  panes. 
Indifferent  whence  tlic  money  reachea 
The  pockets  of  our  reverend  brecchee. 
To  us  the  Jumper's  jingling  penny 
Chinks  with  a  tone  as  sweet  as  any ; 
And  even  our  old  friends  Yea  and  Nay 
May  through  I  he  nose  for  ever  pray, 
If  aUo  through  the  nose  they'll  pay. 

Resolved,  that  Hooper,^  Latimer,* 
Aud  Cranmer,*  all  extremely  err, 


wondcrrjl  opinion  of  their  Service  Book  that  tbeie  was  sot 
a  tittle  r*.mis9  In  It/* 

T  ''Tiiey.**  the  Bishops,  "*  know  that  the  primitive  Chorrk 
bad  no  such  Bishops.  If  the  fourth  part  uT  the  bisbofvic 
remained  untti  the  Bishop,  It  were  suAcient.**— Os  the  C^- 
maMdmemU,  p.  T^ 

•  **  Since  the  Prelates  were  made  Lords  and  NoMes.  the 
ploaf  h  standeth,' there  Is  no  Work  done,  the  people  starr*.** 
-^iMLierm, 

•  **  Of  whom  have  come  all  these  glorln'as  tiilet,  styles, 
and  pomps  Into  the  Church.  Bo  I  wonlH  Ih^t  I,  and  all 
my  brethren,  the  Bishops,  would  leave  nil  oar  styles,  snd 
write  the  st)*les  of  our  offices  *"  ice— A(/«  ^fCremmir't  *f 
Stnipe^  JljrpendU, 
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Ib  taking  such  a  low-bred  view 

Of  what  Lords  Spiritual  ou^ht  to  do : — 

All  omng  to  the  fact,  poor  men, 

That  Mother  Church  was  modest  then, 

Nor  knew  what  golden  eggs  her  goose, 

The  Public,  would  in  time  produce. 

One  Pisgali  peep  at  modem  Durham 

To  far  more  lordly  thoughts  would  stir  'em 

Resolved,  that  when  we,  Spiritual  Lords, 

Whose  income  just  enough  affords 

To  keep  our  Spiritual  Lordships  cozy, 

Are  told,  by  Antiquarians  prosy. 

How  ancient  Bishops  cut  up  theirs. 

Giving  the  poor  the  largest  shares — 

Our  answer  is,  in  one  short  word. 

We  think  it  pious,  but  absurd. 

Those  good  men  made  the  world  their  debtor, 

But  «^«,  the  Church  reform'd,  knew  better ; 

And,  taking  all  that  all  can  pay. 

Balance  th'  account  the  other  way. 

Resolyed,  our  thanks  profoundly  due  are 
To  last  nM>uth*s  Quarterly  Reviewer, 
Who  proves  (by  arguments  so  clear 
One  sees  how  much  he  holds  per  year) 
That  England's  Church,  though  out  of  datOw 
Must  still  be  left  to  lie  in  state, 
As  dead,  as  rotten,  and  as  grand  as 
The  mummy  of  King  Osymandyas, 
All  pickled  snug — the  braius  drawn  out' — 
With  costly  cerements  swathed  about, — 
And  *'  Touch  me  not,"  those  words  terrific, 
Scrawrd  o'er  her  in  good  hieroglyphic 


I  «« 


SIK  ANDREW'S  DREAxM. 

**  Nee  ta  speme  pUa  veolentlA  somnla  portis : 
Cum  pia  vencrunt  soiunla,  pimdus  hubent.** 

pROPBRT  lib.  iv.  eler>  7. 

As  snug,  on  a  Sunday  eve,  of  lute, 

In  his  easy  chair  Sir  Andrew  sute, 

Being  much  too  pious,  as  every  one  knows, 

To  do  aught,  of  a  Sunday  eve,  but  doze. 

He  dreamt  a  dream,  dear,  holy  man. 

And  ril  tell  you  his  dream  us  well  as  I  can. 


1  Part  of  the  process  of  embalmmenL 

>  Tk€  B—k  9f  SportM  dfMWn  op  by  Bishop  Moretoa  was 
first  pat  forth  In  the  retgn  of  James  I.,  1018,  and  afterwards 
lepnbiUbed,  at  the  advice  uf  Laud,  by  Chiiries  1..  1R33.  with 
aa  InJanctkNi  that  It  should  be  **  made  public  by  order  from 
the  Bishops.'*  We  flad  it  therein  declared,  that "  for  his  (PmnI 
]KOpl«*t  recreatloD,  his  Majesty's  pleasare  was,  that  after  the 


He  found  himself,  to  his  great  amaze, 

In  Charles  the  First's  high  Tory  days. 

And  jot  at  the  time  that  gravest  of  Courts 

Had  publish'd  its  Book  of  "Sunday  Sports.* 

Sunday  Sports !  what  a  thing  for  the  ear 

Of  Andrew,  even  in  sleep,  to  hear ! — 

It  chanced  to  be,  too,  a  Sabbath  day. 

When  the  people  from  church  were  coming  away ; 

And  Andrew  with  horror  heard  this  song, 

As  the  smiling  sinners  flock'd  along: — 

Long  life  to  the  Bishops,  hurrah  !  hurrah ! 
"  For  a  week  of  work  and  a  Sunday  of  play 
*<  Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 

<*  The  Bishops  I"  quoth  Andrew,  <•  Popish,  I  guess," 
And  he  grinned  with  couacious  holiness. 
But  the  song  went  on,  and,  to  brim  the  cup 
Of  poor  Andy's  grief,  the  fiddles  struck  up ! 

*<  Come,  take  out  the  lasses-— let's  have  a  dance— 

<*  For  the  Bishops  allow  us  to  skip  our  fill, 
*<  Well  knowing  that  no  one's  the  more  in  advance 

"  Ou  the  road  to  heaven,  for  standing  stilL 
'*  Oh,  it  never  was  meant  that  grim  grimaces 

**  Should  sour  the  cream  of  a  creed  of  love ; 
<*  Or  that  fellows  with  long,  disastrous  faces, 

**  Alone  should  sit  among  cherubs  above. 

*<  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  &o 


(« 


For  Sunday  fun  we  never  can  fail, 

"  When  the  Church   herself  each  sport  pobts 

out ; — 
There's  May-games,  archer>',  Whitsun-ale, 
**  And  a  May-pole  high  to  dunce  about 
Or,  should  we  be  for  a  pole  hard  driven, 
*<  Some  lengthy  saint,  of  aspect  fell. 
With  his  pockets  on  earth,  and  his  nose  in  heaven, 
"  Will  do  for  a  May-pole  just  as  well. 
Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 
A  week  of  work  aud  a  Sabbath  of  play 
Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 


To  Andy,  who  doesn't  much  deal  in  history. 

This  Sunday  scene  was  a  downright  mystery ; 

And  God  knows  where  might  have  endnd  the  joke, 

But,  in  trying  to  stop  the  fiddles,  lie  woke. 

And  the  odd  thing  is  (as  tlie  rumor  goee) 

That  since  that  dream — which,  one  would  suppose, 

end  of  divine  service  they  should  not  be  disturbed,  Irtted,  of 
dlscoumictfd  from  any  lawful  recreations,  such  as  danciogt 
either  .if  men  or  women,  archery  for  men,  leaping  vanltlng. 
or  any  such  harmless  recreations,  nor  having  of  May-ganr:.., 
Whibtun-ales.  or  Morrisslanees.  or  setting  np  uf  May';*cl«'fl 
or  other  sporui  therewith  used,**  Jte. 


Should  have  made  hb  godly  stomach  riae, 
Even  more  than  ever,  '^roiuat  Sunday  pi< 
He  has  view*d  thinga  quite  with  different  eyes ; 
Is  beginning  to  take,  on  iriatters  divine, 
Like  Charles  and  his  Bishops,  the  sporting  line- 
Is  all  for  Christians  jigging  in  pairs, 
As  an  interlude  'twizt  Sunday  prayen ; — 
Nay,  talks  of  getting  Archbishop  H — 1 — ^y 
To  bring  in  a  Bill,  enacting  duly, 
That  all  good  Protestants,  from  this  date, 
May,  freely  and  lawfully,  recreate, 
Of  a  Sunday  eve,  their  spirit*  moody. 
With  Jack  in  the  Straw,  or  Punch  and  Judy. 


A  BLUE  LOVE-SONG 


TO  MISS 


Air. — "  Come  live  with  mi,  and  be  my  love  ** 

Comb  wed  with  mo,  and  we  will  write. 

My  Blue  of  Blues,  from  mom  till  night 

Chased  from  our  classic  souls  shall  be 

All  thoughts  of  vulgar  progeny  ; 

And  thou  shalt  walk  through  smiling  rows 

Of  chubby  duodecimos. 

While  I,  to  match  thy  products  nearly. 

Shall  lie-In  of  a  quarto  yeariy. 

'Tis  true,  ev'n  books  entail  some  trouble ; 

But  live  productions  give  one  double. 

Correcting  children  is  such  bother, — 

While  printers*  devils  correct  the  other 

Just  think,  my  own  Matthusian  dear, 

How  much  more  decent  'tis  to  hear 

From  male  or  frmale — as  it  may  be^ 

**  H«w  is  your  book  ?"  than  •*  How's  your  baby  ?" 

And,  whereas  physic  and  wet  nurses 

Do  much  exhaust  paternal  purses. 

Our  books,  if  rickety,  may  go 

Aud  be  well  dry-nursed  in  the  Row  ; 

And,  when  God  wills  to  take  them  hence, 

Are  buried  at  the  Roxxi't  expense. 

Besides  (as  'tis  well  proved  by  thee, 
lu  thy  own  Works,  vol.  93.) 
The  march,  just  now,  of  population 
So  much  outHtrips  all  moderation. 
Thai  even  proiiftc  herriug-shoals 
Keep  puce  not  with  our  erring  souls^ 


>  8cM}  *'  EIIh  of  Gnrvcloch.**— nnrvelnch  being  a  place 
nheru  there  was  a  Inrgo  herrlng-dshery,  bat  where,  as  ws 


Oh  far  more  proper  and  well-Ured 
To  stick  to  writing  books  instead  ; 
And  show  the  worid  how  two  Blue  lofvm 
Can  coalesce,  like  two  book-corers, 
(Sheep-skin,  or  calf,  or  such  wiao  leather,) 
Letter'd  at  back,  and  stitch'd  iogether» 
Fondly  as  first  the  binder  fiz'd  'em* 
With  naught  but — literature  betwixt  'em. 


SUNDAY  ETinca 


A  SCOTCH  ODS. 


PuiR,  profligate  Londonera,  having  heard  teD 
That  the  De'iPs  got  amaiig  ye,  and  feaniif  1& 
true, 
We  ha'  sent  ye  a  mon  wha's  a  match  for  his  ^nJI, 
A  chiel  o'  our  am,  that  the  De'il  himseT 
Will   be  glad  to  keep  clear  of,   one  Aodrew 
Aguow. 

So,  at  least,  ye  may  reckon,  for  ane  day  entire 
In  ilka  lang  week  ye'U  be  tranqail  enough. 

As  Auld   Nick,  do   him  justice,  abhors  a  Sesleh 
squire, 

An'  would  soon<»r  gae  roast  by  his  ain  kitchen  fire 
Thau  pass  a  hale  Sunday  w*'  Andrew  Agnew. 

For,  bless  the  gnde  mon,  gin  he  had  his  ain  war. 
He'd  ua  let  a  cat  on  the  Sabbath  say  **  mew ;" 
Nae  birdie  maun  whistle,  nae  lambie  maun  play. 
An'  Phoebus  himsel  could  na  travel  that  day. 
As  he'd  find  a  new  Joshua  in  Aiidie  Agnew. 

Only  hear,  in  your  Senate,  how  awfu'  he  cries, 

"  Wae,  wao  to  a'  sinners  who  boil  an'  who  stew  ! 
"  Wae,  wae  to  a'  eaters  o'  Sabbath-baked  pies, 
"  For  as  surely  again  shall  the  crust  thereof  rise 
'*  In  judgment  against  ye,"  saith  Andrew  Agnew ! 

Ye  may  think,  from  a'  this,  that  our  Andte's  the  lad 

To  ca'  o*er  the  coals  your  nobeelity,  too ; 
That   their   drives,  o'  a   Sunday,  wi'  flunkiea,'  a' 

clad 
Like  Shawmen,  behind  'em,  would  mak  the  moo 
mad —  • 
But  he's  nae  sic  a  noodle,  our  Andie  Agnew. 


I 


I 


are  told  by  the  nuthor,  '*  the  people  lacreased  much  Imstei   . 
than  the  prodnce.**  ' 

*  Servantt  la  livery. 


If  Laiidi  &n'  fine  Ladies,  on  Sunday,  think  right 

To  gang  to  the  deevil — as  maist  o'  em  do- 
To  stop  tliera  our  Andie  would  think  na  polite ; 
And  *ts  odds^if  the  chiol  could  get  ony  thing  by't) 
But  he*d   follow   *em,   booing,'   would  Andrew 
Agnew 


AWFUL  EVENT 

Yii,  W — ^ncli — Is — a,  (I  tremble  while  I  pen  it,) 
W — nch — Is — a*8  Earl  hath  cut  the  British  Senate- 
Hath  said  to  England*s  Peers,  in  accent  gruff, 
**That    for  ye   all,"   [snapping  his  fingers,]    a^d 
exit,  in  a  huff! 

Disastrous  news ! — like  that,  of  old,  which  spread 
From  shore  to  shore,  **  our  mighty  Pan  u  dead," 
O'er  the  cross  benches  (cross  from  being  croesM) 
Sounds  the  loud  wail, "  Our  W — nch — Is — a  is  lost !" 

Which  of  ye,  Lords,  that  heard  him,  can  forget 
The  deep  impreamon  of  that  awful  threat, 
**  I  quit  your  house ! !" — 'midst  all  that  histories  tell, 
I  know  but  one  event  that's  parallel : — 

It  chanced  at  Drury  Lane,  one  Easter  night, 
When  the  gay  gods,  too  blessed  to  be  polite, 
Gods  at  tlieir  case,  like  those  of  learned  Lucretius, 
Laugh'd,  whistled,  groan'd,  uproariously  facetious—- 
A  well-dress'd  member  of  the  middle  gallery, 
Whose  '*earB  polite"  disdain*d  such  low  canaillerie. 
Rose  in  his  p'ace — so  grand,  you'd  almost  swear 
Lord     W — nch — Is — a     himself     stood     towering 

there— 
And  like  that  Lord  of  dignity  and  nouSf 
Said,  **  Silence,  fellows,  or — I'll  leave  the  house ! !" 

Ho^  brook'd  the  gods  this  speech  7    Ah  well-a-day. 
That  speech  so  fine  should  be  so  thrown  awav ! 
In  vain  did  this  mid-gallery  grandee 
Assert  his  own  two-shilling  dignity- 
In  vain  he  menaced  to  withdraw  the  ray 
Of  his  own  full-price  countenance  away— 

>  For  the  **  godo  effects  and  nillity  of  booing,*  sec  the  Man 
•f  tkt  IVoHd. 

S        Come,  Cloe,  and  give  me  sweet  kisses, 
For  sweeter  soie  never  girl  gave ; 
Dot  trhjr,  In  the  midst  of  my  blisses, 
Dn  yoa  ask  nie  buw  icany  Td  have  1 

For  whilst  I  love  thee  above  mensare, 
To  numbers  1*11  ne*er  be  conflned. 


Fun  against  Dignity  is  fearful  odds. 
And  as  the  Lords  laugh  noto,  so  giggled  then  the 
gods! 


THE  NUMBERING  OF  THE  CLERGY 

PAKODT  ON  tIK  CHARLES  HAN.  WILUAMi's 
WkMOim  DDR, 

'  COMB,  CLOB,  AXO  OIVB  MB  tWBKT  KISSBS.** 

**  We  want  more  Churches  and  more  Clergymen.** 

Bishop  0/  ijamitnCt  tu*  Ckmrge, 
**  Rectonun  numerum,  terris  pereuncSbos,  angenU** 

QmudioM  in  Entrt^ 

Comb,  give  us  more  Livings  and  Rectors, 

For,  richer  no  realm  ever  gave ; 
But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors^ 

Do  ye  ask  us  how  many  we  crave  7* 

Oh,  there  can't  be  too  many  rich  Livings 

For  souls  of  the  Pluralist  kind. 
Who,  despising  old  Cocker's  misgivings, 

To  numbers  can  ne'er  be  confined.* 

Count  the  cormorants  hovering  abont,* 

At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  in. 
When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 

Are  preparing  their  beaks  to  begin. 

Count  the  rooks  that,  in  clerical  dresses, 
Flock  round  when  the  harvest's  in  play. 

And,  not  minding  the  farmer's  distresses, 
Like  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

Go,  mmiber  the  locusts  in  heaven,* 
On  their  way  to  some  titheable  shore  ; 

And  when  so  many  Parsons  you've  given. 
We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  yf 

Must  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment, 
For  the  wretch  who  could  number  tlie  Clergy, 

With  few  will  be  ever  content* 


Coant  the  bees  that  on  Ilybla  are  playing. 
Count  the  fltiwers  that  cnHniel  lu  fields. 
Count  the  fhicks,  Ilc 

Go  number  the  suin  In  the  heaven. 
Count  how  mnny  snnd^  on  the  shcro; 

When  MO  many  kisses  yon*«-e  given, 
I  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Bnl  the  wretch  who  can  nnmber  hU  kissss, 
With  few  will  be  ever  content. 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


A  SAD  CASE. 

"  If  U  be  the  nndergredaate  season  at  which  this  rabies 
rtligioaa  Is  to  be  so  fearfbl.  what  security  has  Mr.  G — lb— n 
against  It  at  this  moment,  when  his  son  Is  actaally  exposed 
*jo  the  full  venom  of  an  association  with  Dissenters  1** — T%» 
Tiwust  March  35. 

How  Bad  a  case ! — just  think  of  it — 

If  G — lb— n  junior  Bnould  be  bit 

By  some  insane  Dissenteri  roaming 

Throusrh  Grunla's  halls,  at  large  and  foaming, 

And  with  that  aspect,  ultra  crabbed 

Which  marks  Dissenters  when  they're  rabid  ! 

God  only  knows  what  mischiefs  might 

Result  from  this  one  single  bite, 

Or  how  the  venom,  once  suck*d  in, 

Might  spread  and  rage  through  kith  and  kin. 

Mad  folks,  of  all  denominatioDS, 

First  turn  upon  their  own  relations : 

So  that  one  G-*lb~-n,  fairly  bit, 

Might  end  in  maddening  the  whole  kit. 

Till,  ah,  ye  gods,  we*d  have  to  rue 

Our  G — lb— n  senior  bitten  too ; 

The  Hychurchphobia  in  those  veins, 

Where  Tory  blood  now  redly  reigns  ; — 

And  that  dear  man,  who  now  perceives 

Salvation  only  in  lawn  sleeves. 

Might,  tainted  by  such  coarse  infection. 

Run  mad  in  th'  opposite  direction, 

And  think,  poor  man,  'tis  only  given 

To  linsey-woolsey  to  reach  Heaven  ! 

• 

Just  fancy  what  a  shock  'twould  be 
Our  G — lb— n  in  his  fits  to  see. 
Tearing  into  a  thousand  particles 
His  once  loved  Nine  and  Thirty  Articles  ; 
(Those  Articles  his  frieud,  the  Duke,' 
For  Grospel,  t'other  night,  mistook  ;) 
Cursing  cathedrals,  deans,  and  singers — 
Wishing  the  nytea  might  hang  the  riuge 
Pelting  the  church  with  blaspiiem'-es. 
Even  worse  than  Parson  B — v — rl — y's  ; 
And  rpe  for  severing  Church  and  State, 
Like  any  creediess  reprobate. 
Or  like  that  class  of  Methodists 
Prince  Waterloo  styles  "  Atheists  I" 

But  'tis  too  much — the  Muse  turns  pale. 
And  o'er  tlie  picture  drops  a  veil. 
Praying,  God  save  the  G — lb — rns  all 
From  mad  Discteuters,  great  and  small ! 


A  DREAM  OF  HINDOSTAN. 


rwMB  teoeatis,  amid. 


>  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  who  staled  them  the  **  Articles 
of  ChrisUanlty/' 


*<  Tub  longer  one  lives,  the  more  one 

Said  I,  as  off  to  sleep  I  went. 
Bemused  with  thinking  of  Tithe  concemsy 
And  reading  a  book,  by  the  Bishop  of  Fmrntm^ 

On  the  Irish  Church  Elstablishmeat. 
But,  lo,  in  sleep,  not  long  I  lay, 

When  Fancy  her  usual  tricks  began. 
And  I  found  myself  bewitched  away 

To  a  goodly  city  in  Hindostan — 
A  city,  where  he,  who  dares  to  dine 

On  aught  but  rice,  is  deem'd  a  sinner ; 
Where  sheep  and  kine  are  held  divine, 

And,  accordingly — n<*ver  dress'd  for  dinnexi 

**  But  how  is  this?"  I  wond'ring  cried — 
As  I  walk'd  that  city,  fair  and  wklo. 
And  saw,  in  every  marble  street, 

A  row  of  beautiful  butchers'  shops — 
**  What  means,  for  men  who  don't  eat  meat, 

**  This  grand  display  of  loins  and  chops?" 
In  vain  I  ask'd — *twas  plain  to  see 
That  nobody  dared  to  answer  me. 

So,  on,  from  street  to  street  I  strode  ; 
And  you  can't  conceive  how  vastly  odd 
The  butchers  looked — a  roseate  crew 
Inshrined  in  atalU,  with  naught  to  do ; 
While  some  on  a  benchy  half-dozing,  sat. 
And  the  Sacred  Cows  were  not  more  fat 

Still  posed  to  think,  what  all  thn  scene 
Of  sinecure  trade  was  meant  to  mean, 
"  And,  pray,"  ask'd  I — "  by  whom  is  paid 
"  The  expense  of  this  strange  masquerade  7**— 
"  Th*  expense  I— oh,  tliat's  of  course  d<ffray'd 
(Said  one  of  these  well-fed  Hecatombers) 
"  By  yonder  rascally  rice-consumers." 
**  What  I  they,  who  mustn't  eat  meat  !"— 

"  No  matter— 
(And,  while  he  spoke,  his  cheeks  grew  fatter,) 
"  The  rogues  may  munch  their  Paddy  crop, 
'*  But  the  rogues  must  still  support  our  sliop. 
**  And,  depend  upon  it,  tlie  way  to  treat 

*<  Heretical  stomaclis  that  tlius  dissent, 
**  Is  to  burden  all  that  won't  eat  meat, 

'*  With  a  costly  Meat  Estabusiimznt." 

On  hearing  these  words  so  gravely  said. 
With  a  volley  of  laughter  loud  I  shook ; 

>  An  indefatigable  tcribbler  of  anti-CatboUc  pnmphlets 
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And  my  slamber  fled,  and  my  dream  was  rped« 
And  I  round  I  waa  lyiu);  mug  in  bed, 

With  my  nose  ui  the  Bisliop  of  Fcunk**  book. 


THE  BRUNSWICK  CLUB. 

A  letter  having  been  addressed  tea  very  dittiofruUhcd  per- 
lonMfe.  nrtiuesthiK  him  iu  becuuie  thb  PatmiiorthU  Orange 
CIqIn  a  prtlite  anawer  wna  forthwith  returned,  of  which  we 
have  tieen  Tortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  copy. 

Brimstone-hail^  Septtwthtr  1, 1838. 

Private. — Lord  Belzebub  presents 
To  the  Brunswick  Club  his  compliments, 
And  much  regrets  to  say  that  he 
Cftuuot,  at  present,  their  Patron  be. 
In  stating  this,  Lord  Belzebub  * 
Awuree,  on  his  honor,  the  Brunswick  Club, 
That  *ti8ii*t  from  any  lukewarm  lack 
Of  xeal  or  fire  he  thus  holds  buck — 
As  even  Lord  Coal*  himself  is  not 
For  the  Orange  party  more  red-hot : 
But  the  truth  is,  till  their  Club  affords 
A  somewhat  decenter  show  of  Lords, 
And  on  its  lint  of  members  gets 
A  few  less  rubbishy  Baronets, 
Lord  Belzebub  must  beg  to  be 
Excused  from  keeping  such  company. 

Who  the  dcTi],  he  humbly  begs  to  know. 

Are  Lord  Gl — nd — ne,  and  Lord  D — nlo7 

Or  who,  with  a  grain  of  sense,  would  go 

To  sit  -and  be  bored  by  Lord  M — yo  7 

What  living  creature— except  his  nurse-" 

For  Lord  M — ntc— sh — I  cares  a  cune, 

Or  thinks  'twould  matter  if  Lord  M — sk — rry 

Were  t'other  side  of  the  Stygian  ferry  ? 

Breathes  there  a  man  in  Dublin  town, 

WdoM  give  but  half  of  balf-a-crown 

To  save  from  drowning  my  Lonl  R — tlid — ne, 

Or  wlio  wouldn't  also  gliidly  hustle  in 

Jjords  R — d — n,  B — nd — n,  C — le,  and  J— c — 1 — u  ? 

In  rfhort,  though,  from  his  tenderest  years, 

Acciistom*d  to  all  sorts  of  Peers, 

Lord  Belzebub  much  questions  whether 

He  ever  yet  saw,  mix'd  together. 

As  'twere  in  one  capacious  tub, 

Such  a  mess  of  noble  silly-bub 

As  Uie  twenty  Peers  of  Uie  Brunswick  Clubw 

*TiM  therefore  impuusible  that  Lord  B. 

Could  itoop  tn  such  society, 

I  Utoaily  written  "Cole." 


Thinking,  he  owns,  (though  no  great  prig,) 

For  one  in  his  station  'twere  infra  dig. 

But  he  begs  to  propose,  in  the  interim, 

(Till  they  find  some  prop'rer  Peers  for  him,; 

Hts  Highness  of  C — mb— d,  as  Sub, 

To  take  his  place  at  the  Bruiufwick  Club— 

Begging,  meanwhile,  himself  to  dub 

Their  obedient  servant,  Belzebub. 

It  luckily  happens,  the  R — ^y — I  Duke 
Resembles  so  much,  iu  air  and  look, 
Tne  head  of  the  Beizebub  family, 
That  few  can  any  difference  see  ; 
Which  makes  him,  of  course,  the  better  suit 
To  serve  as  Lord  B.*s  substitute. 


PROPOSALS  FOR  A  GYN^COCRACY. 


ADDRESSED  TO  A  LATE  RADICAL  MEETIMO. 


QuM  ip«t  deens  sibi  dla  Camilla 


Delcgit  pacisque  bonas  beillqae  ministnu.**       ViasiL 

As  Whig  Reform  has  had  its  range. 

And  none  of  us  are  yet  content. 
Suppose,  my  friends,  by  way  of  change. 

We  try  a  Female  Parliament ; 
And  since,  of  late,  with  he  M.  P.'s 
We've  fared  so  badly,  take  to  she's — 
Petticoat  patriots,  flounced  Jolm  Russells, 
Burdetts  in  blonde,  and  Broughams  in  bustles. 
The  plan  is  startling,  I  confMS — 
But  'tis  but  an  affair  of  dress ; 
Nor  see  I  much  there  is  to  choose 

'Twixt  Ladies  (so  they're  thorough  bred  ones) 
In  ribands  of  ail  sorts  of  hues, 

Or  Lords  in  only  blue  or  red  ones. 

At  least,  the  fiddlers  will  be  winners. 

Whatever  other  trade  advances ; 
As  then,  intitead  of  Cabinet  dinners. 

We'll  have,  at  Almack's,  Cabinet  dances  ; 
Nor  let  this  woHd's  important  questions 
Depend  on  Ministers'  digestions. 

If  Ude*8  receipts  have  done  things  ill, 

To  Weippert's  band  they  may  go  better ; 
There's  Lady  •  •,  in  one  quadrille, 

Would  settle  Europe,  if  you'd  let  her: 
And  who  the  deuce  or  asks,  or  cares. 

When  Whigs  or  Tories  have  undone  'em. 
Whether  theyVe  danced  through  State  afifairs. 

Or  simply,  dully,  dined  upon  'em  7 
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H arr&li  theo  for  tho  Petticoats ! 

To  them  we  pledge  our  firoe-bora  votes ; 

WeMI  have  all  ihe,  aud  only  «Ae— 

Pert  Maes  shall  act  as  **  best  debaters," 
Old  dowagers  our  Bishops  be, 

Aud  termagants  our  Agitators. 

If  Vestris,  to  oblige  the  nation, 

Her  owu  Olympus  will  abandon, 
Aud  help  to  prop  th'  Administration, 

It  can't  have  better  legs  to  stand  on. 
The  famed  Macaulay  (Miss)  shall  show, 

Euch  evening,  forth  in  leam*d  oration  ; 
Shall  move  (midst  general  cries  of  **  Oh !") 

For  full  returns  of  population : 
And,  finally,  to  crown  the  whole, 
The  Princess  Olive,'  Royal  soul. 
Shall  from  her  bower  in  Banco  Regis, 
Descend,  to  bless  her  faithful  lieges, 
Aud,  *mid  our  Union's  loyal  chorus, 
Beign  jolUly  forever  o*er  us. 


TO  TOE  EDITOR  OF  THE  •    •    *. 


Sir. 


Having  henrd  some  nimort  respecting  the  strange  and 
awfhi  vi^iuitWin  ander  which  Lord  H — nl— y  has  for  some 
time  pant  been  sufTurlng,  In  consequence  ofhis  declared  hos- 
lility  to  **  anthems,  siiioa.  duets,***  iLC,  I  took  the  liberty  of 
making  Inquiries  at  his  Lordship's  house  this  morning,  and 
lose  no  time  In  trHnsnillting  to  you  such  particulars  as  1  rould 
collect.  It  Is  said  that  the  screams  or  his  Lordship,  under 
the  operation  of  this  nightly  concert  (which  Is,  no  doubt, 
scNne  trick  of  the  Radicals,)  may  be  heard  all  over  the  neigh- 
borhoud.  The  female  who  personates  St.  Cecilia  Is  supposed 
to  lie  the  same  that,  last  year,  appeared  In  the  character  of 
Isia,  at  the  Rotunda.  How  the  cherub:*  are  managed,  I  have 
not  yet  ascertained.  Yours,  &c 

P.P. 

LORD  II— NL-Y  AND  ST.  CECILIA. 


in  Metll  descendat  Judkes  auros. 


UOEAT. 


As  snug  in  his  bod  Lord  II — nl — y  lay. 

Revolving  much  his  own  renown, 
Aud  hoping  to  add  thereto  a  ray. 

By  putting  duets  aud  autliems  down. 

Sudden  a  strain  of  choral  sounds 
Mellifl  lous  o*er  his  senses  stole ; 

A  iierMinnge,  so  styling  herself,  who  attained  consider- 
Able  nttlorieiy  at  that  iieriod. 

«  In  a  work  on  Church  Reform,  published  by  bU  Lord- 
ship In  1833. 


Whereat  tlie  Reformer  mutter'd,  •«  SSoonds ! ' 
For  he  loatlied  sweet  music  with  all  hii 

Then,  starting  up,  he  saw  a  sight 

That  well  might  shock  so  learned  a 
Saint  Cecilia,  robed  in  light, 

With  a  portable  organ  slimg  before  her 

And  round  were  Cherubs,  on  rainbow  wiDgi, 
Who,  his  Lordship  feai'd,  might  tire  of  flitting. 

So  begg*d  they*d  sit — but  eh  !  poor  things, 
They*d,  none  of  them,  got  the  means  of  sitting* 

"  Having  heard,**  said  the  Saint,  "  yoa*re  fo:  d  of 
hymns, 

*'  And  indt\d,  that  musical  snore  betray 'd  yon, 
<*  Myself,  and  my  choir  of ; .  erubimsy 

"  Are  come,  for  a  while,  to  serenade  yoo." 

In  vain  did  the  horrified  H — nl — y  way 
"  *Twas  all  a  mistake*'—*'  she  was  mbdireclBd  f 

And  point  to  a  concirt  over  the  way. 
Where  fiddlers  and  angels  were  expected. 

In  vain — the  Saint  could  see  iu  his  looks 
(She  civilly  said)  much  tuneful  lore ; 

So,  at  once,  all  opened  their  music-books, 
Aud  bereelf  aiKl  her  Cherubs  set  off  at  aoDia 

All  night  duets,  terzets,  qiurtets, 

Nay,  long  quintets  most  dire  to  hear ; 

Ay,  and  old  motets,  and  canzonets. 
And  glees,  in  sets,  kept  boring  his  ear. 

He  tried  to  sleep — ^but  it  wouldn't  do  ; 

So  loud  they  squalfd,  he  mnat  attend  to  *em ; 
Though  Cherubs'  songs,  to  his  cost  he  knew, 

Were  like  tliemsolves,  and  had  no  end  to  *em. 

Oh  judgment  dire  on  judges  bold. 

Who  meddle  with  music's  sacred  strains ! 

Judge  Midas  tried  the  same  of  old. 

And  was  pimish'd,  like  U — nl — y,  for  liis  f ''"^ 

But  worse  on  the  modem  judge,  alas  I 

U  the  sentence  launch'd  from  Apollo*s  tliRAs ; 

For  Midas  was  given  the  eara  of  an  asa. 
While  II — ^nt — ^y  is  doom'd  to  keep  hit  own ! 


*  **  Asseyex-voas,  net  enfiuu.**— *•  H  n*j  a  fma  'j»  fm, 

mon  Seigneur.* 
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ADVELTISEMENT » 

1830L 
)r  lost,  last  Snuday  night, 
lerioo  coin,  whereon  was  traced 
iption,  **  Courage  V*  in  lettera  bright, 
h  a  little  by  rust  of  years  defaced. 

i]  thereof  is  rough  and  hard, 
tis  thought  of  late)  mix*d  up  with  brass ; 
an  tlie  stamp  of  Fame*B  award, 
irough  all  Posterity's  hands  will  pass. 

Tta  lost,  God  only  knows, 
rtain  City  thieves,  they  say, 
on  the  owner's  evening  doze, 
lch*d  this  *<  gift  of  gods"  away  ! 

r  could,  of  course,  the  Cits  suspect, 
fiadu't,  that  evening,  chanced  to  see, 
ibb'd  man's  door,  a  Mare  elect, 
in  ass  to  keep  her  company. 

T  of  this  lost  treasure  knows, 
fd  to  state  all  facts  about  it, 
Arner  cau't  well  face  his  foes, 
en  his  friends,  just  now,  without  it 

r  Clod  will  bring  it  back, 

trusty  Baronet,  wise  and  able, 
have  a  ride  on  the  whitest  hack* 

left  in  old  King  George's  stable. 


MISSING. 


Carlton  Terrace,  1831. 

EAS,  Lord  »»••••  de  ♦»••»• 

s  home  last  Saturday, 
h  ugh  inquired  for,  round  and  round, 
t\\  certain  purlieus,  can*t  be  found  ; 
hereas,  none  can  solve  our  queries 
where  tliis  virtuous  Peer  is, 
is  hereby  given  that  all 
)rthwith  to  inquiring  foil, 


n  at  that  memorable  crisis  when  a  dlstlnfulahed 
1  Prime  Mlnliter.  actlnf  under  the  Inspirations  of 
-s  II—  ni— r  and  other  City  wcirthies.  advised  his 
five  np  bis  announced  IntenUon  of  dining  with 
layor. 

I   other    remarkable   attributes    by   which    Btr 
istinrnished  hlm<wlf.  the  daullng  whiteness  of 
»  steed  was  not  the  least  conspicnoas. 
GovGmment  of  Perm. 


As,  once  the  thing's  well  set  about. 
No  doubt  but  we  shall  hunt  him  out 

His  Lordship's  mind,  of  late,  they  say, 

Hath  been  in  an  uneasy  way. 

Himself  and  colleagues  not  being  let 

To  climb  into  the  Cabinet, 

To  settle  Engrland's  state  affair*. 

Hath  much,  it  seems,  unsettled  theirs ; 

And  chief  to  this  stray  Pleuipo 

Hath  been  a  most  distreariug  blow 

Already^— certain  to  receive  a 

Well-paid  mission  to  the  Neva, 

And  be  the  bearer  of  kind  words 

To  tyrant  Nick  from  Tory  Lords, — 

To  fit  himself  for  free  diacasswn, 

His  Lordship  had  been  learning  Rossiao  ; 

And  all  so  natural  to  him  were 

The  accents  of  the  Northern  bear, 

That,  while  his  tones  were  in  your  ear,  you 

Might  swear  you  were  in  sweet  Siberia. 

And  still,  poor  Peer,  to  old  and  young, 

He  goes  on  raving  in  that  tongne ; 

Tells  you  how  much  you  would  enjoy  a 

Trip  to  Dalnodoubrowskoya ;' 

Talks  of  such  places,  by  the  score,  on 

As  Oulisfilirmchinagoborou,* 

And  swears  (for  he  at  nothing  sticks) 

That  Russia  swarms  with  Raskol-niks 

Though  one  such  Nick,  God  knows,  muU  ^*i 

A  more  than  ample  quantity. 

Such  are  the  marks  by  which  to  know 
This  stray'd  or  stolen  Plenipo  ; 
And  whosoever  brings  or  sends 
The  unhappy  statesman  to  his  friends, 
Ou  Cariton  Terrace,  shall  have  thanks. 
And — any  paper  but  the  Bank's. 

P.  S. — Some  think,  the  disappearance 
Of  this  our  diplomatic  Peer  hence 
Is  for  the  purpose  of  reviewing. 
In  person,  what  dear  Mig  is  doing, 
Sc  as  to  'scape  all  tell-tale  letters 
'Bou.  B    s    d,  and  such  ali«ttore, — 
The  only  **  wretches"  for  whose  aid* 
Letteri  seem  not  to  have  been  made. 


*  Territory  belonging  to  the  mines  of  Kolivano  Kosskrcs- 
sense. 

*  llie  name  of  a  religions  sect  in  Russia.  **  11  existe  en 
Russie  plasleun  secies :  la  plus  nomtirease  est  celle  ilea 
Rankol-nllu.  oo  vnii*croyantt.**-^AMSA,  y^fttgi  dmn*  Im 
HnMMit  Miridimudt. 

*  "  Heaven  first  uiaght  letters  for  some  wretch*s  aid." 

Pops 
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THE  DANCE  OF  BISHOPS ; 

OR,   THE   SP18COPAL   QUADRILLK.' 

A  DREAM. 


]833. 


Solemn  dances  were,  on  great  fesdvalaand  celebrations, 
ftdnnitted  amr  ng  the  primitive  CI>ri'^tiHns,  in  wtilch  even  the 
Bisho|»  and  «1ignlfle4*  Clenry  weri>  perronnen.  Scallcer 
8a3rs,  tnat  the  Ant  Bishops  were  called  PntauletA  for  no 
other  reason  than  that  they  led  off  those  dances  " — Cgd»- 
pmdiot  art.  Daneea. 

FvE  had  such  a  dream — a  frightful  dream-— 
Though  funny,  mayhap,  to  wags  *twill  seem, 
By  ail  who  regard  the  Church,  like  ua, 
'Twill  be  thought  exceedingly  ominous  ! 

Aa  reading  in  bed  I  lay  last  night — 
Which  (being  insured)  is  my  delight — 
I  happen*d  to  doze  off  just  as  I  got  to 
The  singular  fact  which  forms  my  motto. 
Only  think,  thought  I,  as  I  dozed  away, 
Of  a  party  of  Churchmen  dancing  the  hay  ! 
Clerks,  curates,  and  rectors,  capering  all, 
With  a  neat-leggM  Bishop  to  open  the  ball ! 

Scarce  had  my  eyelids  time  to  close. 

When  the  scene  I  had  fancied  before  me  roM — 

An  Episcopal  Hop,  on  a  scale  so  grand 

As  my  dazzled  eyes  could  hardly  stand. 

For,  Britain  and  Erin  clubb'd  their  Sees 

To  make  it  a  Dance  of  Dignities, 

And  I  saw— oh  brightest  of  Church  events  ! 

A  quadrille  of  the  two  Establishments, 

Bishop  lo  Bishop  r»«-a-tii>, 

Footing  away  prodigiously. 

There  was  Bristol  capering  up  to  Derry, 
And  Cork  with  London  niuking  merry  ; 
While  hucro  Llanduff,  with  a  See,  so  so. 
Was  to  dear  old  Dublin  pointing  his  toe. 
There  was  ChcHter,  halch'd  by  woman's  smile, 
Perfonniiig  a  chaine  de»  Dames  in  style  ; 
While  he  who,  whene'er  the  Lords'  House  dozes, 
Can  waken  them  up  by  citing  Moses,' 
The  portly  Tuam  was  all  in  a  hurry 
To  set,  en  atanty  to  Canterbury. 

Meanwhile,  while  pamphlets  stufT'd  his  pockets, 
(All  out  of  date,  like  spent  sky-rockets,) 

1  \Vritten  on  the  passine  of  the  memoniltle  Hill,  in  .fie 
venr  \t'XS.  fur  the  alM)litinn  often  Irish  Bishoprics. 

s  I.iti^rally.  First  iMncers. 

>  "  And  whai  d(»e8  Mones  say  ?" — One  of  the  ejaculations 
Vkith  which  thin  eminent  prelate  enlivened  his  famous 
speech  on  the  Catholic  question. 


Our  Exeter  stood  forth  to  caper. 

As  high  on  the  floor  at  he  doth  on 

Much  like  a  dapper  Dancing  Denrise, 

Who  pirouettes  his  whole  chureh-i 

Performing,  *midst  those  reverend  ■oak. 

Such  entrechatft  *uch  eabrioleSt 

Such  balonnia,*  ■uch— rigmaroles, 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  this,  now  that. 

That  none  could  guess,  what  the  devil  he*d  be  at ; 

Though,  watching  his  various  stops,  Kxiie  tlioogiit 

That  a  step  in  the  Church  was  all  lio  aotight 

But  alas,  alas !  while  thus  so  gay. 

These  reverend  dan.«n  frisk'd  away. 

Nor  Paul  himself  (not  tf.e  saint,  bat  h« 

Of  the  Opera-house)  coM  brisker  be. 

There  gathered  a  gloom  anmnd  their  glee 

A  shadow,  which  came  and  went  an  fast. 

That  ere  one  could  say  •< 'Tis  there,**  'tift.s  pot^ 

And,  lo,  when  the  scene  again  was  dear'd. 

Ten  of  the  dancers  had  disappear*d ! 

Ten  able-bodied  quadhllers  swept 

From  the  hallow'fl  floor  where  late  they  8tepp*d, 

While  twelve  was  all  that  footed  it  still. 

On  the  Irish  side  of  that  grand  Quadrille ! 


Nor  this  the  wont  :-Hrtill  danced  they  on. 

But  the  pomp  was  sadden'd,  the  smile  was  gone 

And  again,  from  time  to  time,  the  same 

Ill-omen'd  darkness  round  them  came^ 

While  still,  as  the  light  broke  out  anew. 

Their  ranks  look'd  less  by  a  dozen  or  two ; 

Till  ah  !  at  last  there  were  only  found 

Just  Bishops  enough  for  a  four-hands-roaud  ; 

And  when  I  awoke,  impatient  getting, 

1  left  the  last  holy  pair  poutteiting  ! 

N.  B. — As  ladies  in  years,  it  seems. 
Have  the  happiest  knack  at  solving  dreams, 
I  shall  leave  to  my  ancient  feminine  friends 
Of  the  Standard  to  say  what  ihi9  portends. 


DICK   •    •    •     • 


A   CUARACTER. 


Of  various  scraps  and  fragments  built, 
Borrow'd  alike  (rom  fools  and  wits, 

«  A  descripUon  of  the  method  of  exectttins  this  step  wsy 
be  useful  to  futnre  performers  In  the  same  llaa : — "O  pas 
est  compose  de  deaz  OMSvemeas  dllRrens,  aavtOr.  plier.H 
saater  snr  ««  pied,  et  se  iciietar  tor  fmuir^** — J^nti 
d*  DanMt,  art.  Csstrw-teaips. 
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Diek'i  miud  was  like  a  patchwork  quUt, 
MadA  up  of  new,  old,  motley  bits— 

Where,  if  the  Co.  call'd  in  their  shares, 
If  petticoats  their  quota  fgoX^   ■ 

AaJ  gowns  were  all  refunded  theirs, 
The  quilt  would  look  but  shy,  God  wot 

And  thus  he  still,  new  plagiaries  seeking, 

Reveised  ventriloquism  s  trick, 
For,  *stead  of  Dick  through  others  speaking,  . 

*Twa8  others  we  heard  speak  through  Dick. 
A  Tory  now,  all  bounds  exceeding. 

Now  best  of  Whigs,  now  worst  of  rats  ; 
Que  day,  with  Malthus,  foe  to  breeding, 

The  next,  with  Sadler,  all  for  brats. 

Poor  Dick  ! — and  how  else  could  it  be  7 

With  notions  all  at  raudum  caught, 
A  sort  of  mental  fricaasee, 

Made  up  of  legs  and  wings  of  thought — 
The  leavings  of  the  last  Debate,  or 

A  dinner,  yesterday,  of  wits. 
Where  Dick  sat  by,  and,  like  a  waiter. 

Had  the  scraps  for  perquisites. 


A  CORRECTED  REPORT  OF  SOME  LATE 

SPEECHES. 

"Then  I  heard  one  saint  speaking,  and  another  saint  said 
vnlo  that  sainU** 

1834. 

St.  S— ncl — a  rose  and  declared  in  sooth. 
That  he  wouldn^t  give  sixpence  to  Maynooth. 
He  had  hated  priests  the  whole  of  his  life. 
For  a  pf  ^  was  a  man  who  had  no  wife,* 
And,  having  nu  wife,  the  Church  was  his  mother, 
The  Church  was  his  father,  sister,  and  brother. 
This  being  the  case,  he  was  sorry  to  say, 
That  a  gulf  'twixt  Papist  and  Protestant  lay,* 
So  deep  and  wide,  scarce  possible  was  it 
To  say  even  *•  how  d'ye  do  7"  across  it : 

1  **IIe  objected  tfi  the  maintenance  and  edneatlon  of  a 
derfy  b^und  kf  the  partiemlar  vow$  of  eetihaqf,  wAtcA,  us  it 
»«re.  f»V4  tJUm  tkt  ckwrek  us  tkeir  onlp  familp.  makimf  iiJUi 
tke  ftucsa  ^ffuiker  und  wwUur  «n^*r*a«r.**— Debate  on  the 
Grant  to  Maynooth  Collece,  The  Tiwus.  April  19. 

•  "  It  had  always  appeared  to  him  that  kelwen  iks  Caikslu 
•wf  FrsiesUnt  u  grsut  fulf  Intervened,  which  rendered  it 


And  though  your  Liberals,  nimble  as  fleas, 

Could  clear  such  gulfs  with  perfect  ease, 

'Twas  a  jump  that  naught  on  earth  could  make 

Your  proper,  heavy>built  Christian  take. 

No,  no, — if  a  Dance  of  Sects  mtut  be. 

He  would  set  to  the  Baptist  willingly,* 

At  the  Independent  deign  to  smirk, 

And  rigadoon  with  old  Mother  Kirk ; 

Nay  even,  for  once,  if  needs  must  be, 

He*d  take  hands  round  with  aP  the  tliree ; 

But,  as  to  a  jig  with  Popery,  uo,>> 

To  the  Harlot  ne*er  would  he  point  iiis  toe. 

St  M — ^n — d — ^v — le  was  the  next  that  use, — 

A  Saint  who  round,  as  pedler,  goes, 

With  his  pack  of  piety  and  prose, 

Heavy  and  hot  enough,  God  knows, — 

And  he  sakl  that  Papists  were  much  inclined 

To  extirpate  all  of  Protestant  kind. 

Which  he  couldn't,  in  truth,  so  much  condemn, 

Having  luther  a  wish  to  extirpate  them  ; 

That  is* — to  guard  against  mistake,^ 

To  extirpate  them  for  their  doctrine's  sake ; 

A  distinction  Churchmen  tUways  make, — 

Insomuch  that,  whan  they've  prime  control, 

Though  sometimes  roasting  heretics  whole, 

They  but  cook  the  body  for  sake  of  the  soal. 

Next  jtunp'd  St  J — bust — n  jollily  forth. 
The  spiritual  Dogberry  of  the  North,* 
A  right  **  wise  fellow,  and,  what's  more, 
An  officer,"*  like  his  type  of  yore  ; 
And  he  ask'd,  if  we  grant  such  toteratkm, 
Pray,  what's  the  use  of  our  Reformation  7* 
What  is  the  use  of  our  Church  and  State  7 
Our  Bishops,  Articles,  Tithe,  and  Rate  7 
And,  stiJl  as  he  yell'd  out  '*  what's  the  use  7" 
Old  Exihoes,  from  their  cells  recluse 
Where  they'd  for  centuries  slept,  broke  loose. 
Yelling  responsive,  **  WhaVs  the  mm  ?** 


s  **Tbe  Baptist  mlfbt  acceptably  extend  the  offices  of 
reU0oa  to  the  PresI  ?terian  and  the  Independent,  or  the 


member  of  the  Church  of  England  to  any  of  the  other  three; 
but  the  Catholic,**  Ice. 

«  *'  Could  he  th«  i,  holding  as  he  did  a  spiritual  oAee  in 
the  Church  of  Scotland,  (cries  of  hear,  and  Innghtcr.)  with 
any  consistency  give  his  consent  to  a  gnint  of  money  T*  Itc. 

*  **  I  am  a  w\*e  fellow,  and  which  Is  more,  an  officer.** 
MueA  ^4»  uUmt  jrHktnjr' 

"**What.  he  asked,  was  the  use  of  the  Reformation  1 
What  was  the  use  of  the  Articles  of  the  Church  of  England, 
or  of  the  Church  of  Scotland  V*  k,t. 
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MORAL  POSITIONS. 

A    DREAM. 

**  His  Lordship  said  that  It  took  a  long  timo  for  a  moral 
posiiion  to  fiad  its  way  across  the  Atlantic.  He  was  very 
sorry  that  Its  voyage  had  been  so  long,"  Adc. — Speech  of 
Lord  Dadley  and  Ward  on  Colonial  Slavery,  March  8. 

T'oTiiBR  night,  alter  hearing  Lord  Dtidley's  oration, 
(A  treat  that  comee  once  a-year  as  May-day  does,) 

I  dreamt  that  I  saw — what  a  strange  operation ! 
A  "moral  position"  shipped  offfor  Barbadoes. 

Tlie  wliole  Bench  of  Bishops  stood  by  m  grave  at- 
titudes, 

Packing  the  article  tidy  and  neat  ;— 
As  their  Re¥*rences  know,  that  in  southerly  latitudes 

"  Moral  positions"  don't  keep  Tery  sweet 

There  was  B — th— st  arranging  the  custom-house 

pass ;  [routing, 

And,  to  guard  the  frail  package  from  tousing  and 

There  stood  my  Lord  Eld — ^n,  endorsiug  it  **  Glass," 

Though  as  to  which  side  should  lie  uppermost, 

doubting. 

The  freight  was,  however,  stow*d  safe  in  the  hold  ; 

The  winds  were  polite,  and  t!ie  moon  look*d  ro- 
mantic, [roll'd, 
While  off*  in  the  good  sliip  "  The  Truth"  we  were 

With  our  ethical  cargo,  across  the  Atlantic. - 

Long,  dolefully  long,  seem'd  the  voyage  we  made ; 
For  **  The  Truth,"  at  all  times  but  a  very  slow 
sailer. 
By  friends,  near  as  much  as  by  foes,  is  delayed, 
And  few  come  aboard  her,  though  so  many  hail 
her. 

At  leugth  safe  arrived,  I  went  through  "  tare  and 
tret," 
Deliver*d  my  goods  in  the  prirnest  condition," 
And  next  morning  rr  ad,  in  Uie  Bridgetown  Gazette, 
"  Just  arrived  by  *  The  Truth,*  a  new  moral  po- 
sition." 

*«  The  Captain" — ^here,  startled  to  find  myself  named 

As  "  the   Captain" — (a  thing    which,  I  own  it 

with  pain,  [ashamed, 

I  through  life  have  avoided,)  I  woke — look'd 
Found  I  tDosn^t  a  captain,  and  dozed  ofi*agaiiL 

>  Eclipses  and  comets  have  been  always  looked  to  as  great 
changers  of  adniinistruiions.  Thus  Milton,  speaking  of  the 
fjnucr.— 

"With  fear  of  change 
Peri>lexing  monarchs.** 


THE  MAD  TORY  AND  THE  COMET. 


FOUNDED  ON  A  LATE  DISTEEMUNI  IKCIDEJIT. 


*  Matantem  regna  cometcm.* 


LOCAS.* 


"Though  all  the  pet  misohiefii  we   eoimt  npen 
faU, 
"  Though  Cholera,  hnrricaDes,  WoUington  fears 
tis, 
"  We've  still  in  reserve,  mighty  Comet,  thy  taO ;— 
"  Last  hope  of  the  Tories,  wilt  thoo  too  deceivs 
us? 

"  No — *tis  coming,  'tis  coming,  th'  avenger  is  nigh ; 

<  Heed,  heed  not,  ye  plaeeroen,  how  Herapath 
flatters ; 
"  One  whisk  from  that  tail,  as  it  pawei  ns  by, 

"  Will  settle,  at  once,  all  political  matten; — 

"  The  East-India  Question,  the   Bank,  the   Five 

Powers, 
("  Now   tum'd   into  two)  with    their  r^manls 

Protocols  f — 
"  Ha !  ha !  ye  gods,  how  this  new  friend  of  ouis 

"Will   knock,  right  abd  left,    all    dip!onncy*t 
what-d'ye-calls ! 

"  Yes,  rather  than  Whigs  at  our  downfall  sbould 
mock, 
"  Meet  planets,  and  suns,  in  onn  general  liu»i)e ! 
"  While,  happy   in    vengeance,    we    welcome  tlie 
shock 
"  That  shall  jerk  from  their  places.  Grey,  Ah  harp, 
and  Russell." 

Thus  spoke  a  mad  Lord,  as,  with  telescope  ia»-d. 

His  wild  Tory  eye  on  the  heavens  he  set ; 
And,  though    nothing  destructive   appear*d  m  he 
gazed. 
Much  hoped  that  there  would,  before  Parliament 
met 

And  still,  as  odd  shapes  seem'd  to  flit  Uifongfa  lii 
glass, 
"  Ha !  there  it  is  now,"  the  poor  maniac  cries; 
While   his  fancy  with   forms  but   too   moMtrous, 
alas! 
From  his  own  Tory  zodiac,  peoples  the  skiw  i— 


And  In  Sutius  we  find. 

**  filntaat  qviB  teepna  eomeic.** 
s  See,  for  some  of  these  Proioeohs  the  Aanual 
Ibr  the  year  18S2. 
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"  Now  1  spy  a  big  body,  good  heayvinf,  how  big ! 

*<  Whether    Bucky*   or   Taunw  I  cannot  well 
say: — 
**  Aud,  yonder,  there's  Eld^n's  old  Chancery-wig, 

**  In  its  dusty  aphelion  fust  fading  away. 

**  1  see,  'mong  those  fatuous  meteors  behind, 
"  L — nd — nd — ry,  in  vacuOt  flaring  about ; — 

**  While  that  dim  double  star,  of  the  nebulous  kind, 
*'  Is    the    Gemini,    R — den    and   L — ^rt — n,    no 
doubt 

"  Ah,  E.— b'r— h  !  *faith,  1  first  thought  'twas  the 

Comet ; 

**  So  like  that  in  Miltou,  it  made  me  quite  pale ; 

''The  head  with  the   same  'horrid  hair**  coming 

from  it, 

"  And  plenty  of  vapor,  but — where  is  the  tail  f  * 

Just  then,  up  aloft  jump*d  the  gazer  elated — 
For,  lo,  his  bright  glass  a  phenomenon  show*d, 

Which    he   took    to   be   C— mb — ri — d,   uptpordi 
translated. 
Instead  of  his  natural  course,  Vother  road  ! 

i    Bat  too  awful  that  sight  for  a  spirit  so  shaken/— 
Down    dropp'd    the    poor    Tory    in    fits    and 
grimaces,  [taken, 

Tlion   oflf  to   the   Bedlam   in   Charles  Street  was 
And  is  now  one  of  Halford's  most  favorite  cases. 


FROM  THE  HON.  HENRY 
TO  LADY  EiMMA 


Paris.  Monk  30, 1833. 

You  bkl  me  explain,  tny  dear  angry  Ma'amselle, 
How  I  came  thus  to  bolt  without  saying  farewell ; 
And  tlie  truth  is, — as  truth  you  mil  have,  my  sweet 
railer, — 
There  are  two  worthy  persons  I  always  feel  loath 
To  take  leave  of  at   starting, — my  mistress   and 
tailor, — 
As  somehow  one  always  has  »eene»  with  them 
both; 
The  Snip  in  ill-humor,  the  Syren  in  tears, 

She  calling  on  Heaven,  and  he  on  th*  attorney, — 
Till  sometimes,  in  short,  *twixt  his  duns  and  his 
dean, 
A   young  gentleman  risks  beiug  stopped  in  Iiis 
journey. 

The  D-«  of  B — ck— ni. 

*'  And  fmni  hit  horrid  hnlr 
t5haket  pesUlence  and  war.** 


But,  to  come  to  the  point, — thougli  yon  think,  I 

dare  say, 
Tha.  'tis  debt  or  the  Cholera  drives  ne  away, 
'Pbn   honor   you're  wrong ;— such  a  mere   baga* 

telle 
As  a  pestilence,  nobody,  now-a-day^,  fears ; 
A»/l  the  fact  is,  my  love,  I'm  thus  bolting,  petU 

mell, 
lo  get   out   of  the  way  of  these   horrid   new 

Peers  ;* 
Thn  deluge  of  coronets,  frightful  to  think  of. 
Which  England  is  now,  for  her  sins,  on  the  brink  c^; 
This  coinage  of  iio6/««,^-coin'd,  all  of  'em,  badly. 
And  sure  to  bring  Counts  to  a  (f  iscouut  most  sadly. 

•Only  th*nk,  tc  have  Lords  overrunning  the  uatk>n. 
As  plenty  .»  frogs  in  a  Dutch  inundation  ; 
No  shelter  from  Barons,  from  Earis  no  protection. 
And  tadpole  young  Lords,  too,  in  every  direction.— 
Things  created  in  haste,  just  to  make  a  Court  list 

of. 
Two  legs  and  a  coronet  all  they  consist  of! 
The  prospect's  quite  frightful,  and  what  Sir  George 

R— «e 
(My  particular  friend)  says  is  perfectly  true, 
That,  so  dire  the  alternative,  nobody  knows, 

Twixt  the  Peers  and  the  Pestilence,  what  he's  to 

do; 
And  Sir  George  even  doubts,— could  he  chooso  his 

disorder,— 
'Twixt  coflin  and  coronet,  yohich  he  would  order 

This  being  the  case,  why,  I  thought,  my  dear  Emma, 
'Twere  best  to  flgbt  shy  of  so  cuned  a  dilemma ; 
And  though  I  confess  myself  somewhat  a  villain, 

To've  left  idol  mio  without  an  addiot 
Console  your  sweet  heart,  and,  a  week  hence,  from 
Milan 

I'll  send  you — some  news  of  Bellini's  last  trio. 

N.  B. — Have  just  pack'd  up  my  travelling  set-out. 

Things  a  tourist  in  Italy  can*t  go  without — 

Viz.,  a  pair  of  gant»  graa,  from  old  Houbigant's 

shop. 
Good  for  hands  that  the  air  of  Mont  Cenis  might 

chap. 
Small  presents  for  ladies, — and  nothing  so  wheedles 
The  creatures  abroad  as  your  golden-eyed  needles. 
A  neat  pocket  Horace,  by  which  folks  are  cozened 
To  think  one  knows  Latin,  when— one,  perhaps, 

doesn't; 
With  some  little  book  about  heathen  mythology, 
Just  large  enough  to  refresh  ono's  theology  ; 

*  A  new  creation  of  Peers  was  geBerslly  expected  at  fhls 
time. 
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and 


Nothirg  on  eaith  being  half  such  a  bore  as 
Not  knowing  the    difference   'twixt  Virgins 

Floras. 
Once  more,  love,  farewell,  best  egardc  to  the  girls^ 
AiA  mind  you  beware  of  damp  feet  an  J  new  Earls. 

Hjcnrt. 


TRIUMPH  OF  BIGOTRY. 

*'  CoLLKOK. — We  announced,  in  onr  laMt.  that  Lrfmyand 
Shnw  were  returned.  They  were  chaired  yesterdny;  the 
Students  of  the  Coilege  determined.  It  would  seem,  to  imi* 
tate  the  mnl>  in  all  things,  harnessing  themoelves  tu  the  car, 
and  the  Masters  of  Arts  bearing  Orange  flags  and  bludgeons 
before,  beside,  and  liehind  the  car.** 

Dublin  Evening  PoaU  Dec.  90,  ]83?. 

At,  yoke  ye  to  the  bigots*  car, 

Ye  chosen  of  Alma  Mater's  scions  ; — 
Fleet  chargers  drew  the  God  of  War, 

Great  Cybele  was  drawn  by  lions, 
And  Sylvan  Pan,  as  Poets  dream. 
Drove  four  young  panthers  in  his  team. 
Thus  classical  L — fr — y,  for  once,  is, 

Thus,  studious  of  a  like  turn-out. 
He  harnesses  young  sucking  dunces. 

To  draw  him,  as  their  Chief,  about, 
And  let  the  world  a  picture  see 
Of  Dulness  yoked  to  Bigotry : 
Showing  us  how  young  College  hacks 
Can  pace  with  bigots  at  their  backs. 
As  though  the  cubs  were  born  to  dran 
Such  luggage  as  L — ^fr — y  and  Sh — w 

Oh  shade  of  Goldsmith,  shade  of  Swift, 

Bright  spirits  whom,  in  days  of  yore, 
This  Queen  of  Dulness  sent  adriflL, 

As  aliens  to  her  foggy  tihcre  ;* — 
Shade  of  our  glorious  Grattan,  too, 

Whose  very  name  her  shame  recalls ; 
\Vhose  effigy  her  bigot  crew 

Reversed  upon  their  monkish  walls," — 
Bear  witness  (lest  the  world  should  doubt) 

To  your  mute  Mother's  dull  renown. 
Then  famous  but  for  Wit  luni'd  ou/, 

And  Eloquence  turned  upside  down  ; 
But  now  ordain'd  new  wreaths  to  win. 

Beyond  all  fame  of  former  days, 


See  the  lives  of  these  two  piiets  for  the  circumstances 
ander  whlrh  they  left  Dublin  Cnlle^. 

«  (n  the  year  I7W.  Ihe  B«vird  «f  Trinity  Coilefre,  Du'otln. 
thought  proper,  as  a  niotie  of  expressing  their  disapprotNition 
uf  Mr.  Gmttun*8  public  b.aduct,  m  order  his  portrait,  in  the 


Im 


By  breakint;^  thus  young  donkeys  in 
To  draw  M.  P.8,  amid  the  bray* 
Alike  of  donke3r8  and  M.  A.8 ; — 
Defymg  Oxford  to  surpass  *em 
In  this  new  "  Gradut  ad  Pamaasum.** 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  GULL 
LANGUAGE. 


Seripta  maneU 
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'TWAS  graved  on  the  Stone  of  Destiny,' 
In  letters  four,  and  letters  three  ; 
And  ne'er  did  the  King  of  the  GuHs  go  by 
But  those  awful  letters  scared  hb  eye  ; 
For  ho  knew  that  a  Prophet  Voice  had 
"  As  long  as  those  words  by  man  were  read, 
"  The  ancient  race  of  the  Gulls  dumld  ueVr 
"  Otie  hour  of  peace  or  plenty  share.*** 
But  years  on  years  succeaave  flew, 
And  the  letters  still  more  legible  grew,— • 
At  top,  a  T,  an  H,  an  E, 
And  underneath,  D.  £.  B.  T. 

Some  thought  them  Hebrew^— such  as  Jews, 

More  pkilPd  in  Scrip  than  Scripture,  use ; 

While  Kime  surmised  'twas  an  ancient  way 

Of  keeping  accounts,  (>vell  known  *n  the  day 

Of  the  famed  Didlerius  Jeremias, 

Who  had  thereto  a  wonderful  bias,) 

And  proved  in  books  mobt  learnedly  boring, 

*Twas  call'd  Uie  Fontick  way  of  scoring. 

Howe'er  this  be,  there  never  were  yet 
Seven  letters  of  the  alphabet, 
That,  *twixt  them  forro'd  so  grim  a  spell. 
Or  scared  a  Land  of  Gulls  so  well. 
As  did  this  awful  riddle-me-ree 

Of  T.  H.  E  D.  E  B.  T. 

»  *  »  •  » 

Hark  I — it  is  struggling  Freedom's  cry  ; 

**  Help,  help,  ye  nations,  or  I  die ; 

**  'Tis  freedom's  fight,  and,  on  tlie  field 

"  Where  I  expire,  your  doom  is  seaPd.** 

The  Gull-King  hears  the  awakening  call, 

He  hath  summoned  his  Peers  and  Patriots  all. 


Groat  Hail  of  the  University,  to  he  turned  upside  dtowa,  LiJ 
jn  this  piMiiiun  it  reninine«l  fnr  some  time. 

■  LiufHil,  or  the  Stone  uf  Destiny,— for  which,  sev  Wf?^ 
minster  Abbey 


Aod  he  asks,  "  Ye  noble  Gulli,  shall  we 

-  Stand  ba&ely  by  at  the  fall  of  the  Free, 

**  Nor  utter  a  curae,  nor  deal  a  blow  7" 

And  tliey  answer,  with  voice  of  thunder,  "  No." 

Out  fly  their  flashings  swords  in  the  air  !-^ 
But, — why  do  they  rest  suspended  there? 
What  sudden  blight,  what  baleful  chanr.^ 
Hath  chili'd  each  eye,  and  checked  each  arm  ? 
Alas !  some  witheriug  hand  hath  thrown 
The  veil  from  off  that  fatal  stone. 
And  pointing  now,  with  sapless  finger, 
Showeth  where  dark  those  letters  linger,— 
Letters  four,  and  letters  three, 
T.  H.E.   D.  E.  B.  T. 

At  sight  thereof,  each  lifted  brand 

Powerless  falls  from  every  hand  ; 

In  vain  the  Patriot  knits  his  brow, — 

El  •n  talk,  his  staple,  fails  hin\  uow. 

In  vain  the  King  like  a  hero  treads. 

His  Lords  of  the  Treasury  shake  their  heads ; 

And  to  all  his  talk  of  "  brave  and  free," 

No  answer  getteth  His  Maje«ty 

But"T.H.E.  D.  E.B.T" 

In  short,  the  whole  Gull  nation  feels 
They're  fairly  spell-bound,  neck  and  heels ; 
And  so,  in  the  face  of  the  laughing  world, 
Must  e*en  sit  down,  with  banners  furPd, 
Adjourning  all  their  dreams  sublime 
Of  glory  and  war  to— some  other  time. 


NOTIONS  ON  REFORM. 

BY  A  MODERN  REPORMCR. 

Or  all  tlie  misfbrtunes  u  ;'3t  brought  to  pess 

By  this   comet-like   Bill,  with   its   long  tail   of 
speecnes, 
l*he  saddest  and  worst  is  the  scliism  which,  alas ! 
It  ha«  caused  between  W — th — r — I's  waistcoat 
and  breeches. 

Some  symptoms  of  this  Anti-Union  propensity 
Had  oil  broken  out  in  that  quarter  before  ; 

But  the  breach,  since  the  Bill,  has  attained  such  im- 
mensity, 
Daniel  himself  could  have  scarce  wish'd  it  more. 


>  It  will  be  recollected  that  the  learned  fentleman  himself 
btMUted  one  night  In  the  Hnaie  of  Commnos.  of  bavlag  nt 
la  the  very  chair  which  this  allegorical  lady  had  occu- 
pied. 

•  LBcan't  deneriptlon  of  the  eflbcts  of  the  tripod  on  the 


Oh  !  haste  to  repair  it,  ye  friends  of  good  order. 
Ye  Atw— ds  and  W — nns,  ere  the  moment  is  |»ast ; 

Who  can  doubt  that  we  tread  upon  Anarchy's  border, 
When  the  ties  that  sliould  hold  men  are  loosening 
so  fast? 

Make  W — th — r — 1  yield  to  "  tome  sort  of  Reform,*' 
(As  we  all  must,  God  help  us!  with  very  wry 
face*,; 

And  loud  as  he  likes  let  him  bluster  and  storm 
About  Corporate  Rights,  so  he*ll  only  wear  braces. 

Should  those  he  now  sports  have  been  long  in  pos- 


Aud,  like  his  own  borough,  the  worse  for    i:« 
wear. 
Advise  him,  at  least,  as  a  prudent  concession 
To  Intellect's  progress,  to  buy  a  new  pair. 

Oh  !  who  that  e'er  saw  him,  when  vocal  he  stand* 
With  a  look  sometiiing   midway  'twixt  FUch's 
and  Lockit's, 
While  still,  to  inspire  him,  his  deeply  thrust  hands 
Keep  jingling  the  rhino  in  both  breeches-pock- 
ets— 

Who   that   ever   has  listeu*d,  tlirough  groan  and 
through  cough. 
To  the  speeches  inspired  by  this  music  of  pence^^ 
But  must  grieve  that  there's  any  thing  like  faUing 

off 
In  that  great  nether  source  of  his  wit  and  his 
sense  7 

Who  that  knows  how  he  look'd  when,  with  grace 
debonair, 
He  began  Brat  to  court — rather  late  in  the  season — 
Or  when,  less  fastidious,  he  sat  in  the  chair 

Of  his  old   friend,  the   Nottingham   Goddess  of 
Reason  ;* 

That  Goddess,  whose  borough -like  virtue  attracted 
All  mongera  in  both  wares  to  proflTer  their  love  ; 

Whose  chair  like  the  stool  of  the  Pythonem  acted. 
As  W — th — r— -I's  rants,  ever  since,  go  to  prove  ;" 

Wh9,  in  short,  would  not  grieve,  if  a  man  of  his 
grace* 

Should  go  on  rejecting,  unwaru'd  by  the  past. 
The  **  moderate  Reform"  of  a  pair  of  new  bracen. 

Till,  some  day, — he'll  all  fall  to  pieces  at  last 


appearance  and  mice  of  the  sitter,  shows  that  the  symptiuns 
are,  at  least,  very  similar: 

Bpnmea  tunc  priniuin  rabies  vesana  per  era 

Efllalt 

tnne  mantat  vostlt  alaUttut  In  antrls 
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TORY  PLEDGES. 

1  PLKiHiB  myself  throug^h  thick  and  thin, 

To  labor  utill*  with  zeal  devout, 
To  get  the  Outs,  poor  devils,  in, 

And  turn  the  lnn»,  the  wretches,  out. 

I  pledge  myHelf,  though  much  bcred 

Of  ways  and  means  of  ruling  ill, 
To  make  the  most  of  what  are  left. 

And  stick  to  all  thafs  rotten  still. 

Though  gone  the  days  of  place  and  pelf. 
And  drones  no  mora  take  all  the  ti^^ney, 

I  pledge  myself  to  cram  myself 
With  all  1  can  of  public  money  ; 

To  quarter  ou  that  social  purse 

My  nephews,  nieces,  sisters,  brothers, 

Nor,  so  we  prosper,  care  a  curse 

How  much  'tis  at  th'  expense  of  others. 

I  pledge  myself,  whenever  Right 

And  Might  on  any  point  divide. 
Not  to  ask  which  is  black  or  white. 

But  take,  at  once,  the  strongest  side. 

For  instance,  in  all  Tithe  discussions, 
Pm  for  the  Reverend  eucroachers  r — 

I  loathe  the  Poles,  applaud  the  RusHJaiis,— 
Am /or  the  Squires  againtt  the  Poachers. 

Betwixt  the  Com-Lfjrds  and  the  Poor 
Pve  not  the  slightest  hesitation,— 

The  people  mutt  be  starved  t*  ensure 
The  Laud  its  due  remuneration. 

I  pledge  myself  to  be  no  more 

With  Ireland's  wrougM  boprosed  or  shammM- 
I  vole  her  grievances  a  bore. 

So  she  may  suffer,  and  be  d — ^ 

Or  if  riie  kick,  let  it  console  us, 
We  still  have  plenty  of  nxl  coats, 

To  cram  the  Church,  Uiat  goneral  bolus, 
Down  any  giv'n  amount  of  throats. 

1  dearly  love  the  Frankfort  Diet, — 
Think  newspapers  the  wornt  of  crimes; 

And  would,  to  give  some  chance  of  quiet, 
llaug  all  the  writers  of  The  Times  ; 

Break  all  their  correfrprndeuts'  bones. 
All  authors  of  ••  Reply,"  <*  Rejoinder,** 


From  the  Anti-Tory,  Colond  J — «•» 
To  the  Anti-Suttee,  Mr  P— ynd— t 

Snch  are  the  Pledges  I  propose  ; 

And  though  I  can*t  now  ofier  gold. 
There's  many  a  way  of  buying  those 

Who've  but  the  taste  for  being  sold. 

So  here's,  with  three  timefi  three  liDirafai^ 
A  tvo^  of  which  you'll  not  eomplaia  — 

"  Lon^  *''e  to  jobbing :  may  the  days 
<*  Of  PeoulatKMi  shine  afaia  !** 


ST.  JEROME  ON  E.«RTH. 


narr  visit. 


As  St  Jerome,  who  died  some  ages  ago. 
Was  sitting,  one  da^,  in  the  shades  below, 
'*  Pve  heard  much  of  English  bishops,**  quolh  he^ 
**  And  shall  now  take  a  trip  to  earth,  to  see 
**  How  far  they  agree.  In  their  Irves  and  way% 
"  With  our  good  okl  bishops  of  ancient  days.** 

He  had  leam'd — but  leam'd  withont  mis|;i¥ingi 
Their  love  for  good  living,  and  eke  good  Ihringi ; 
Not  knowing  (as  ne'er  having  token  degrees) 
That  good  living  means  claret  and  fricassees. 
While  its  plural  means  simply — pluralities. 
"  From  all  I  hear,"  said  the  inuooent  man, 
**  They  are  quite  on  the  good  old  primitive  plan. 
"  For  wealth  add  pomp  they  little  can  care, 
"  As  they  all  say  •  No*  to  th'  Episcopal  chair ; 
"  And  their  vestal  virtue  it  well  denotes, 
'*  That  tliey  all,  good  men,  wear  petticoaia.** 

Thus  saying,  post-haste  to  earth  he  harriesi. 
And  knocks  at  th'  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  V 
The  door  was  oped  by  a  lackey  in  laoe. 
Saying,  **  What's  your  business  witli  his  Grace  T 
"  His  grace !"  quoth  Jerome— for  posed  was  lie. 
Not  knowing  what  mrt  this  Grace  oould  be ; 
Whether  Grace  preventing,  Grace  pariieuUr, 
Grace  of  that  breed  called  Quinquarticmlmr^^^ 
In  short,  he  mnmiaged  his  holy  mind, 
Th'  exact  description  of  Grace  to  find. 
Which  thus  could  represented  be 
By  a  footman  in  full  livery. 


1  So  called  flroia  tbs  procosdiafi  of  die  Syaod  « 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


608 


»» 


)ut  loud  in  a  laugh  he  broke, 
riy  ihe  good  saint  loved  \m  joke,^ 
— surveying,  as  sly  he  spoke, 
ly  palace  from  roof  to  base — 
t  isn*t,  at  least,  a  Maving  Grace  !* * 
'*  said  the  lackey,  a  man  of  few  words, 
'ciibisiiop  is  gone  to  the  House  of  Lords.' 
House  of  the  Lord,  yon  mean,  ray  son, 
my  time,  at  least,  there  was  but  one ; 
such  mBii\y-fold  priests  as  these 
)v*n  in  their  Lord,  pluralities  !"* 
e  for  gab,"  quoth  the  man  in  lace : 
unming  the  door  in  St  Jerome's  face, 
:un»e  to  the  single  knockers  all, 
fiuish  his  port  in  the  servants'  hall, 
Ijose  a  toast  (humanely  meant 
de  even  Curates  in  its  extent) 
as  MerveM  th'  Establishment** 


ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH. 

SECOND  VISIT. 

niich  I  dnre  say.  that,  since  lording  and  loitering 

e  np.  preaching  hath  come  down,  contrary  to  the 
times.  For  they  preached  and  twrdtd  not:  and 
l0rd  and  preach  not Ever  since  the  Pre- 

i  made  l<nrds  and  Nobles,  the  plough  standeth; 

in  work  done,  the  people  starve.** — Isatimer^  Str- 

r  Plough. 

Tiore/*  said  Jerome,  "  HI  run  up  and  see 

lie  Church  goes  on," — and  ofTset  he. 

I  the  packet-boat,  which  trades 

our  planet  and  the  shades, 

ved  below,  with  a  freight  so  queer, 

es !"  said  Jerome,  **  what  have  we  here  T**"— 

nw,  when  nearer  he  explored, 

&  cargo  of  Bishops'  wigs  aboard. 

are  ghosts  of  wigs,"  said  Charon,  **  all, 

MToru  by  nobs  Episcopal.' 

Iks  on  earth,  who've  got  a  store 

t  ufT  things  they'll  want  no  more, 

ud  them  down,  as  gifts,  you  know, 

lertaiu  Gentleman  here  below." 


e«s  his  well-known  pun  on  the  name  of  his  adver- 
lantius.  whom  he  calls  facetiously  Donnltantltis. 
hi^pielnn  attncbed  in  some  nC  the  early  Fathers  of 
ans  In  their  doctrine  would  appear  to  derive  some 
ifMi  fmsi  this  passage. 

wig,  which  had  su  long  fitrmed  an  essential  part  of 
of  an  English  bishc^  was  at  this  time  beginning 
ien»ed  with. 


<*  A  sign  of  the  times,  I  plainly  see,'* 
Said  the  Saint  to  himself  as,  pondmiiy,  ba 
Sail'd  off  in  the  death-bont  gallantly. 

Arrived  on  earth,  quoth  he,  **  No  m^re 
<*  I'll  affect  a  body,  as  before  ; 
<<  For  I  thmk  I'd  best,  m  the  company 
«  Of  Spiritual  Lords,  a  spirit  be, 
**  And  glide,  unseen,  (h>m  See  to  See.** 
But  oh !  to  tell  what  scenes  he  saw^-^ 
It  was  more  than  Rabelaii^  pen  conid  draw 
For  instance,  he  found  Ex— t-*r. 
Soul,  body,  inkstand,  all  in  a  stir/— 
For  love  of  God  ?  for  sake  of  King? 
For  good  of  people  7 — no  such  thing ; 
But  to  get  for  himself,  by  some  new  trick, 
A  shove  to  a  better  bislkoprick. 

He  found  tliat  pious  soul.  Van  M — ^Id — 1« 

Much  with  his  money-bags  bewilder'd ; 

Snubbing  the  Clerks  of  the  Diocese,* 

Because  the  rogues  show'd  restlessness 

At  having  too  little  cash  to  touch. 

While  he  so  Christianly  bears  too  mnch. 

He  foimd  old  Sarum's  wits  as  gone 

As  his  own  beloved  text  in  John,*— 

Text  he  hath  prosed  so  long  upon. 

That  'tw  thought  when  ask'd,  at  the  grite  «>f  heaven, 

His  name,  he'll  answer  '*  John,  v.  7.** 


**  But  enough  of  Bisliops  I've  had  to-day,** 

Said  the  weary  Saint, — **  I  must  away. 

**  Though  I  own  I  shotild  like,  before  I  go* 

**  To  see  ibr  once  (as  I'm  ask'd  below 

"  If  really  such  odd  sights  exist) 

"  A  regular  six-fold  Pluralist" 

Just  then  he  heard  a  general  cry — 

**  There's  I>octor  Hodgson  galloping  by  !" 

'<  Ay,  that's  the  man,"  says  the  Saint,  "  to  folk>w; 

And  off  he  sets,  with  a  loud  view-hollo. 

At  Hodgson's  heels,  to  catch,  if  he  can, 

A  glimpse  of  this  singular  plimil  man. 

Butr-talk  of  Sir  Buvie  Roche's  bird  !* 

To  compare  him  with  Hodgson  is  absurd. 

*'  Which  way,  sir,  pray,  is  the  doctor  gone  7"^ 

**  He  is  now  at  hn  living  at  Hillingdon.*'— 

'*  No,  no, — you're  oat,  by  many  a  mile, 

"  He's  away  at  his  Deanery,  in  Carlisle.**— i> 


*• 


*  See  the  Bishop's  I^etter  to  Clergy  of  his  niocese. 

*  I  John.  V.  7.  A  text  which,  thoush  long  given  np  l»y  all 
Ihe  rest  of  the  orthodox  world.  Is  still  iwrUnaciously  adbeiod 
to  by  this  Right  Reverend  scholar. 

*  It  %vas  a  saying  of  the  well-known  Sir  Itoylo,  thtf  **a 
man  could  not  be  la  two  places  at  once,  jnlesi  he  ««aa  a 
bird.'* 
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"  P&rdon  me,  sir ;  bat  I  ajderatand 

*'  He's  gone  to  his  living  in  Cumberiand.**— • 

**  God  bless  me,  no, — he  can't  be  there  ; 

••  You  must  try  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square.** 

Thus  all  in  vain  the  Saint  inquired, 

From  living  to  living,  mock'd  and  tired ;— > 

'Twas  Hodgson  here,  'twas  Hodgson  there, 

Twas  Hodgson  nowhere,  everywhere ; 

Till,  fairly  beat,  the  Saint  gave  o'er, 

And  flitted  away  to  the  Stygian  shore. 

To  astonish  the  natives  under  ground 

With  the  comical  things  he  on  earth  had  found. 


THOUGHTS  ON  TAR  BARRELS. 

(ViDB  DBscRimoif  or  a  late  Fktk.*  ) 


1U32. 


}S  bAT  a  pleasing  contrivance !  how  aptly  devised 
'Twixt  tar  ^nd  magnolias  to  puzzle  one's  noses ! 

And  how  the  tar-barrels  must  all  be  surprised 
To'  find   themselves  seated   like  "Love  among 


ru^!" 


\Vliat  a  pity  we  can't,  by  precautions  like  these. 
Clear  the  air  of  that  other  still  viler  infection  ; 

1  hat  radical  pest,  that  old  whiggish  disease, 

Of  which  cases,  true>blue,  are  in  every  direction. 

'Stead  of  barrels,  let's  light  up  an  Auto  da  F^ 

Of  a  few  good  combustible  Lords  of**  the  Club;" 
They   would  fume,  in  a  trice,  the  Whig  cholera 
away. 
And  there's  B — cky  would  bum  like  a  barrel  of 
bub. 

How    R— d — n   would  blaze !    and   what   rubbish 
throw  out ! 
A  volcano  of  nonsense,  -in  active  display  ; 
While   V — ne,  as  a  butt,  amidst  laughter,  would 

S[K)Ut 

The  hot  nothiugs  he's  full  of,  all  night  and  all  day. 

And  then,  for  a  finish,  there's  C — mb— d's  Duke, — 
Good   Lord,  how  his  chin-tuft  would  crackle  in 
air! 

Unless  (as  is  shrewdly  surmised  from  his  look) 
He's  already  bespoke  for  combustion  elsewhere. 


I  Ths  M s  of  H— tf— d't  Fftlc—From  ilrcnd  of  cholera 

bU  Lnr(].'<hip  htd  ordered  tar-barrels  lo  be  burned  in  every 
dlrvciioB. 

»  The"«e  verges,  a*  well  ns  gome  other*  that  follow,  (p.  (108.) 
were  extiirted  from  me  by  thxt  Inmenuible  iiieasnre  of  the 
Whig  nilnisir>',  the  Irish  Coercion  Act- 


THE  CONSULTATION.' 


**  When  they  d»  agree,  their  nnanlmity  is  «roBderfU.* 


Seen*  di$covtr»  Dr.  Whig  and  Dr.-TTfiu 
Patient  em  VteJUer  between  tktm. 


Dr.  Whig^Tnn  wild  Irnh  patient  dWt 

so. 
That  what  to  do  with  him,  I'm  coned  if  I 
Tve  promited  him  anodynee 
Dr,  Tory.  Anodynes! — StnC 

Tie  him  down — gag  faim   well — he*l!  be  trund 

enough. 
That's  my  mode  of  practice. 

Dr.  Whig.  True,  qoite  in  your  lin« 

But  unluckily  not  much,  till  lately,  in  minA. 

'Tis  80  painful 

Dr.   Tory. — Pooh,  nonsense— ask  Ude  how  he 

feels. 
When,  for  Epicure  feasts,  he  prepares  his  live  eek, 
By  flinging  them  in,  'twixt  tlie  tntrs  of  the  fire. 
And  letting  them  wriggle  on  there  till  they  tire. 
//e,  too,  says  **  'tis  painful"—'*  quite  makes  his  heart 

bleed"— 
But  **  your  eels  are  a  vile,  oleaginous  breeds- 
He  would  fain  use  them  gently,  but  Cookery  says 

**  No," 
And — in  shorts-eels  were  bom  to  be  treated  just 

sa* 
'Tis  the  same  with  these  Irish, — wlio*re  odder  fish 

still,— 
Your  tender  Whig  heart  shrinks  from  using  them 

ill; 
I,  myself,  in  my  youth,  ere  I  came  to  get  wise, 
Used,  at  some  operations,  to  blush  to  tlie  eyes ; — 
But,  in  fact,  my  dear  brother, — if  I  may  make  bukl 
To  style  you,  as  Peachum  did  Lo<:kit,  of  old, — 
We,  Doctors,  mu9t  act  with  the  firmness  of  Ude, 
And,   indifferent    like    him, — so    the    fish    is   ^t 

slew'd,^ 
Must  torture  live  Pats  for  the  general  good. 

[Here  patient  groant  and  kickt  a  blue. 
Dr   Whig. — But  what,  if  one's  patient's  so  devilish 

perverse. 
That  he  tro'n't  be  thus  tortured  ? 

Dr.  Tory.  Coerce,  sir,  coeroa 


*  This  eminent  artist.  In  the  aeernd  edition  of  the  wwft 
wherein  he  pmpoanrfa  this  mode  of  pvrifyinf  hhi  eels,  pv>- 
fesses  himself  mnrh  ennoemed  at  the  charfeuf  lahaiaeaAiy 
brouKht  iifHinst  his  practice,  hat  still  beirs  leave  mpeetftiilT 
to  repeal  that  it  ie  the  oaly  proper  SMide  of  peepenag  s^ 
for  the  table. 
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Yoa're  n  juvenile  performer,  but  once  you  begin, 
Yott  can't    think   how  fast   you    may  train   your 

hand  in : 
And  {tmiling)  who  kuo\7s  but  old  Tory  may  take 

to  the  shelf. 
With  tlie  comforting  thought  that,  in  place  and  in 

pelf, 
ITe*s  succeeded  by  one  just  as — bad  as  himself  7 
Dr.  Whigt  (looking  JlaUered,)^Whyt  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  I've  a  small  matter  here, 
Which  you  help'd  me  to  make  for  my  patient  last 
year,— 

[GoeM'lo  a  cupboard  and  hringa  out 
a  strait  waistcoat  and  gag. 
And  suci.  reKt  I've  enjoy'd  from  his  raving  since 

then, 
That  I  have  made  up  my  mind  he  shall  wear  it 
again. 
Dr.  Tory,  (embracing  him,) — Oh,  charmiag ! 
My  dear  Doctor  Whig,  you're  a  treasure^ 
Next  to  torturing  mytelf,  to  help  you  is  a  pleasure. 

[Astitting  Dr.  Whig. 
Give  me   leave^I've  some  practice  in  these  mad 

machines; 
Then*  —  tighter  —  the  gag   in    the   mouth,  by  all 
neana. 
I    Delightful !  —  all's  snug  —  not  a  squeak  need  you 

fearr— 
You  may  now  put  your  anodynes  off  till  next  year. 

[•Scene  clous. 


TO  THE  REV.  CH— RL— S  OV— RT— N, 

CURATE   OP   ROMALDKIRK. 

▲UmOR  or  THK  POKTICAL  PORTRAITURK   OF    fBK   COURCU.! 

1H33. 

Swsrr  singer  of  Romaldkirk,  thou  who  arf    eck- 

ou'd. 
By  critics  Episcopal,  David  the  Second,^ 
If  thus,  as  a  Curate,  so  lofty  your  flight. 
Only  think,  in  a  Rectory,  how  you  would  write . 
Once  fairly  inspired  by  the  '*  Tithe-crowu'd  Apollo,'* 
(Who  beats,  I  confess  it,  our  lay  Phoebus  hollow, 

I  See  Edinbnrgli  Review,  No.  1 17. 

*  *•  Yoor  I/ifUjihlp."  •ayn  Mr.  C)v— r i— n,  In  the  Dedientton 
'his  Piiem  to  tlie  BUhoporCbenter, '*tint  kindly  expramed 
persuasion  ihiil  my  '  Muw  will  always  lie  a  Muse  of 
•OD|i.  and  thai  t<  mill  bt  tmntd  at  David'*  was.*  *^ 
*8uplineles. 

«  olltum  mutfir  in  alitcni 

Bu|wrn^ :  niiscunturque  Icves 
Ter  difluis,  humerosque  p<nuie 


Having  gotten,  besides  the  old  iVme*s  inspiratk>n. 
The  7«nM  of  all  eatable  things  in  creation,) 
There's  nothing,  in  fact,  that  a  poet  like  yon. 
So  htf^nined  and  be-lenM'd,  couldn't  easily  do. 
Round  the  lips  of  the  sweet-tongued   Athenian,* 

they  say. 
While  yet  but  a  babe  in  his  cradle  he  lay. 
Wild  honey-bees  swarm'd,  as  a  presage  to  tell 
Of  the  sweet-flowing  words  that  thence  afterwards 

feU. 
Just  so  nmnd  our  Ov— rt — n*s  cradle,  no  doubt. 
Tenth  ducklings  and  chicks  were  seen  flitting  about ; 
Gooee  embryos,  waiting  their  doom'd  decimation. 
Came,  shadowing  forth  his  adult  destination, 
And  small,  sucking  tithe-pigs,  in  musical  droves, 
Announced    the   Church   poet  whom  Cheater  ap- 
proves. 

O  Horace !  when  thou,  in  thy  vision  «.i  j  or^. 
Didst  dream  that  a  snowy- white  plumage  came  o'er 
Thy  etherealized  limbs,  stealing  dowuily  on. 
Till,  by  Fancy's  strong  spell,  thou  wert  tuni'd  to  a 

swan,* 
Little  thouglit'st  thou  such  fate  could  a  poet  befall, 
Witliout  any  effort  of  fancy,  at  all ; 
Little  thought'st  thou  tlie  world  would  in  Ov — rt — ^n 

find 
A  bird,  ready-made,  somewliat  different  in  kind. 
But  as  perfect  as  Michaelmas'  self  could  produce, 
By  gods  yclept  anser,  by  mortals  a  goose. 


SCENE 


PROM    A    PLAV,    ACTED    AT    OXFORD,    CALLBO 

••  M  ATRIUULAT10.\."» 

1634. 
[Boy  discovered  at  a  tiible.  with  the  Thirty-nine  Articiea 
beAire  tiini.— Enter  the  Rt.  Rev.  Ductm  Pli— lip— u.J 

Doctor  P. — There,  my  lad,  lie  the  Articles — (Boy 
begins  to  count  them) — just  thirty-nine — 

No  occasion  to  count — you've  now  only  to  sign. 

At  Cambridtre,  where  (blkt  are  leas  High-^.h'irch 
than  wo, 

Tlie  whole  Nine-and-Tliirty  are  lump'd  into  Three 


*  "  It  appears  that  when  a  youth  of  AAecn  i^oes  to  be  ma- 
triculated at  Oxford,  and  is  required  first  Ui  subscribe  Thif  iy> 
nine  Articles  of  Relixious  Belief,  this  only  nieana  that  bo 
engnges  himself  aAerwards  to  understand  what  Is  n  iw 
above  his  coiuf)rebensif>n  :  that  he  expresses  no  absent  at  all 
to  what  he  signs;  and  that  be  is  (<>r,  ought  to  he}  at  full 
liberty,  when  he  has  studied  the  subject,  to  wlih'lraw  his 
provisional  asseat." — Edinburgh  KevieWt  So  I'iO 
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Let*8  ran  o*er  the  items ;— there's  Justification. 
PredratiuatioUy  and  Snpererogationr— 
Not  forgetting  Salvation  and  Creed  Athanasian) 
Till  we  reach,  at  last,  Queen  Bess's  Ratification. 
That's    sufiicieut — now,  sign — liaving   read   quite 

enough, 
You  "  believe  in  the  full  and  true  meaning  thereof  7*' 

{Boy  atttrea,) 
Oh,  a  mere  form  of  words,  to  make  things  smooth 

and  brief, — 
A  commodious  and  short  make-believe  of  belief, 
Which  our  Church  has  drawn  up,  in  a  form  thus 

articular, 
To  keep  out,  in  general,  all  who're  particular. 
3ut   what's   the   boy   doing?    what!    reading  all 

through, 
And  my  luncheon  fast  cooling! — this  never  will  do. 
#  Boy,  {poring  over  the  Articles.) — Here  are  points 

which  —  pray.   Doctor,  what's    "Grace  of 

Cougruity?" 
Dr.  P.  {nharply.) — ^You'll  find   out,  young  :iir, 

wlieu  youVe  more  ingenuity. 
At  present,  by  signing,  you  pledge  yourself  merely, 
WliDte'er  it  may  be,  to  believe  it  sincerely. 
Both  in  dining  and  signing  we  take  the  same  plan — 
First,  swallow  all  down,  then  digest — as  we  can. 
Boy,  {etill  reading.) — I've  to  gulp,  I  see,  St 

Athanasius's  Creed, 
i    Which,  I'm  told,  is  a  very  tough  morsel,  indeed  ; 
As  he  damns 

Dr.  P,  {aside.) — Ay,  aud  so  would  /,  willingly, 

too. 
Ail  confounded  particular  young  boobies,  like  you. 
This  comes  of  Reforming  ! — all's  o'er  with  our  land, 
When  {>eople  won't  stand  what  they  can't  under- 

stand ; 
Nor  perceive  that  our  ever-revered  Thirty-Niue 
Were  nrnde,  not  for  men  to    elieve,  but  to  sign. 

[Exit  Dr.  P  in  a  passion. 


LATE  TITHE  CASE. 


•*  Sic  vos  non  vobis.** 


1833. 


**  The  Vlcnr  of  B — mh — in  desires  me  to  state  that.  In  con- 
so«]uenre  tifihe  |NusinK  ofn  recent  Act  of  Parliament,  he  is 
c(Hii|K.*lleil  Ut  H<inpi  tneasurcs  which  n»<-iy  by  Mime  be  con- 
siilcred  harsh  or  precipitaie  ;  hut,  in  dutp  to  Kkat  he  owe*  to 
kta  aHcertMwrg.  he  feels  bound  to  prtrxerve  the  rights  of  the 
vicnrape." — iMler/rvm  Mr.  S.  Powell.  August  6. 

No,  not  for  yourselves,  ye  reverend  men. 
Do  you  take  one  pig  in  every  ten, 

•  Fourteen  ncricultural  lalmrers  (one  of  whom  received 
so  iittle  as  six  guineas  for  yearly  WHces.  one  «icht.one  nine, 
another  icn  KUincH.<«.  nnd  the  lie^l  paid  of  the  whole  not  mure 
tlian  IH/  BniiitHlly)  were  all.  m  tlie  course  frt'the  autninn  of 
1812.  served  u  ilh  deninnds  of  tithe  at  the  rate  of  id.  hi  the 


But  for  Holy  Church's  futore  bein. 

Who've  an  abstract  right  to  that  pig,  as  tfaein  \^ 

The  law  supposing  that  such  hein  noale 

Are  already  seised  of  the  pig,  in  tail 

No,  not  for  himself  hath  B — mh — in*s  priest 

His  <*  well-beloved"  of  their  pennies  fleeced : 

But  it  is  that,  before  his  prescient  eyes. 

All  future  Vicars  of  B-nrnh — m  rise. 

With  their  embryo  daughters,  nephews,  nieces, 

And  'tis  for  them  the  poor  he  fleeces. 

He  heareth  their  voices,  ages  hence. 

Saying,  *<  Take  the  pig"— -'<  oh  take  the  pence ;" 

The  cries  of  little  Vicarial  deais. 

The  unborn  B—mh— mites,  reach  his  ears ; 

And,  did  ho  resist  that  soft  appeal. 

Ha  would  not  like  a  true-bom  Vicar  feeL 


Thou,  too,  L — ndy  oi 

A  Rector  true,  if  e'er  there  was  one. 

Who,  for  sake  of  the  L— ndies  of  eomin|r  ages, 

Gripest  the  tenth  of  laborers'  wages.' 

'TIS  true,  in  the  pockets  of  thy  small-doUies 

Tlie  claim'd  '*  obventran*^  of  four-penoe  goes ; 

But  its  abstract  spirit,  unconfiued. 

Spreads  to  all  foture  Rector-kind, 

Warning  them  all  to  their  rights  to  wake. 

And  rather  to  face  the  block,  the  stake, 

Tha.*i  give  up  their  darling  right  to  take 

One  grain  of  musk,  it  is  said,  perfumes 
(So  subtle  its  spirit)  a  thousand  rooms. 
And  a  single  four-pence,  pocketed  well. 
Through  a  thousand  rectors'  lives  will  tell. 
Then  still  continue,  ye  reverend  souls. 
And  Rtill  as  your  rich  Pactolus  rolls, 
Gra.«<p  every  penny  on  every  side, 
From  every  wretch,  to  swell  its  tide : 
Remembering  still  what  the  Law  lays  down. 
In  that  pure  poetic  style  of  its  own, 
"  If  the  parson  in  esw  submits  to  loss,  he 
"  Infiicts  the  same  on  the  paison  ut  poeee." 


FOOL'S  PARADISE. 

DREAU   THK   HRST 

I  HAve  been,  like  Puck,  I  have  been,  in  a  tiioe. 
To  a  realm  they  call  Fool's  Paradise, 

U.  sterling,  on  liehalf  of  the  Rev.  P.  L— dy.  Rector  ef  • 
4cc  &.C.— TAe  TVmm.  AukusU  1833 

s  One  of  the  various  general  terms  ander  which  oblaikoii 
tithes,  iLC,  arc  comprised. 


Lying  N.  N.  E.  of  the  Land  of  Sense, 
And  seldom  bleas'd  with  a  glimmer  thence. 
But  they  want  it  not  in  th'n  happy  place, 
Where  a  light  of  its  own  jB^lds  every  face  ; 
Or,  if  some  wear  a  shadowy  brow, 
Tis  the  ust8h  to  look  wise, — not  knowing  how 
Self-glory  glistens  o*er  all  that's  there, 
The  trees,  the  flowers  have  a  jaunty  air ; 
The  well-bred  wind  in  a  whisper  blows, 
The  snow,  if  it  snows,  is  couUur  de  rose, 
The  falling  founts  in  a  titter  fall. 
And  the  sun  looks  simpering  down  on  all 

Ob,  *tlsn't  in  tongue  or  pen  to  trace 

The  scenes  I  saw  in  that  joyous  place. 

There  were  Lords  and  Ladies  sitting  together, 

In  convene  sweet,  **  What  charming  weather  !- 

^  YouMI  all  rejoice  to  hear,  Vm  sure, 

<*  Lord  Charles  has  got  a  good  sinecure  ; 

**  And  the  Premier  says,  my  youngest  brother 

**  (Him  in  the  Guards)  shall  have  another. 

•*  Isn't  this  very,  very  gallant ! — 

**  As  for  my  poor  old  virgin  aunt, 

"  Who  has  lost  her  all,  poor  thing,  at  whist, 

'*  We  must  quarter  her  on  the  Pension  List" 

Thus  smoothly  time  in  that  £den  roll'd ; 

It  seem'd  like  an  Age  of  real  gold, 

Where  all  who  liked  might  have  a  slice. 

So  rich  was  that  Fool's  Paradise. 

But  the  sport  at  which  most  time  they  spent, 
Was  a  puppet-show,  call'd  Parliament, 
Perform'd  by  wooden  Ciceros, 
As  large  as  life,  who  rose  to  prose. 
While,  hid  behind  them,  lords  and  squires, 
Who  own*d  the  puppets,  pull'd  the  wires  ; 
And  thought  it  the  very  best  device 
Of  that  most  prosperous  Paradise, 
To  make  the  vulgar  pay  through  the  noso 
For  them  and  their  wooden  Ciceros. 

And  many  more  such  things  I  saw 
In  this  Eden  of  Church,  and  State,  and  Law  ; 
Nor  e'er  were  known  such  pleasant  folk 
As  tha^  who  had  the  bett  of  the  joke. 
There  were  Irish  Rectors,  such  as  resort 
To  Cheltenham  yearly,  to  drink — port, 
And  bumper,  **  Long  may  the  Church  endure, 
'*  May  her  cure  of  souls  be  a  sinecure, 
**  And  a  score  of  Parsons  to  every  soul— • 
**  A  moderate  allowance  on  the  whole." 
There  were  Heads  of  Colleges,  lying  about. 
From  which  the  sense  had  all  run  out, 
Even  to  the  lowest  classic  lees. 
Till  nothing  was  left  but  quantitiet; 


Which  made  them  heads  most  fit  to  be 
Stuck  up  on  a  Univennty, 
Which  yearly  hatches,  in  its  schools, 
Such  flights  of  young  Elysian  fools. 

Thus  all  went  on,  to  snug  and  nice, 

In  this  happiest  possible  Paradise. 

But  plain  it  was  to  see,  alas ! 

That  a  downfall  soon  must  come  to  pasa 

For  grief  is  a  lot  the  good  and  wise 

Don't  quite  so  much  monopolize, 

But  that  (*<  lapt  in  Elysium"  as  they  are) 

Even  blessed  fools  must  have  their  share. 

And  so  it  happen'd : — but  what  befell. 

In  Dream  the  Second  I  mean  to  tell. 


niE  RECTOR  AND  HIS  CURATE  j 

OR,  ONE  rOUlfD  TWO. 

**  I  trust  we  shnll  part,  at  we  met.  In  peace  and  cbsrity. 
My  la>:  payment  to  yon  paid  yoor  salary  np  to  the  1st  of  tUs 
month.  Since  that.  I  owe  you  for  one  month,  which,  belnf 
a  long  month,  (rf*  thirty-one  days,  amonnu,  as  near  as  1  eaa 
caicalate,  to  six  pounds  eight  shillings.  My  stewani  ratnms 
yon  as  a  debtor  to  the  amount  of  sbvbs  rousos  tbs  saiir 
LiNos  roa  cos-Acai-oaoDRD,  which  leaves  some  trifllnf 
bH lance  in  my  favor.*' — Letter  of  Dimistal  from  tk«  H*p, 
Mareu4  Beres/ord  to  ki»  Curate^  tk*  Rev.  T.  A.  Lfemt, 

TmE  account  is  balanced — the  bill  drawn  out,— 
The  debit  and  credit  all  right,  no  doubt— 
The  Rector,  rolling  in  wealth  and  state. 
Owes  to  his  Curate  six  pound  eight ; 
The  Curate,  that  Uoii  well-fed  of  men, 
Owes  to  his  Rector  seven  pound  ten, 
Which  niaketh  the  balance  clearly  due 
From  Curate  to  Rector,  one  pound  two. 

Ah  balance,  on  earth  unfair,  uneven  \ 
But  sure  to  be  all  set  right  in  heaven, 
Where  bills  like  these  will  be  check'd,  some  dry, 
And  the  balance  settled  the  other  way : 
Where  Lyons  the  curate's  hard-wrung  sum 
Will  back  to  his  shade  with  interest  come  , 
And  Marcus,  the  rectw,  deep  may  rue 
This  tot,  in  his  favor,  of  one  pound  twa 
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PADDY'S  METAMORPHOSIS. 


1833. 


Aboitt  fifty  years  since,  in  the  days  of  our  daddies, 
That  plan  was  commenced  which  the  wise  now 
applaud. 

Of  shipping  off  Ireland*s  most  turbulent  Paddies, 
As  good  raw  materials  for  tettlert,  abroad. 

Some  West-Indian  iniand,  whose  name  I  forget, 
Was  the  region  then  chosen  for  this  scheme  so 
romantic ; 
And  such  the  success  the  first  colony  met. 

That   a   second,   soon    after,   set    sail   o'er  th* 
Atlantic. 

Behold  them  now  safe  at  the  long-look*d  for  shore. 
Sailing  In  between  banks  thafthe  Shannon  might 
greet, 
And  thinking   of   friends   whom,  but    two  years 
before, 
They  had  sorrowed  to  lose,  but  would  soon  again 
meet 

And,  hark !  from  the  shore  a  glad  welcome  there 
came— 
"  Arrah,  Paddy  from  Cork,  is  it  you,  my  sweet 
boyr 
While  Pat  stood  astounded,  to  hear  his  own  name 
Thus  haiPd  by  black  devils,  who  caper'd  for  joy ! 

Can  it  possibly  be  7 — half  amazement — half  doubt, 
Pat    listens    again — rubs    bis    eyes    and    looks 
steady ; 
Then  heaves  a  deep  sigh,  and  in  horror  yells  out, 
"  Good    Lord !    only    think — black    and    curly 
already  I" 

Deceived  by  that  well-mimick*d  brogue  in  his  ears, 
Pat   read   his   own   doom  in  these   wool-hcaded 
figures. 
And   thought,  what  a   climate,  in  less   than    two 
years. 
To  turn  a  whole  cargo  of  Puts  into  niggers ! 

MORAL. 

*Tis  thus, — but  alas ! — by  a  marvel  more  true 
Than  is  told  in  this  rival  of  Ovid's  best  stories, — 

Your  Whigs,  when  in  office  a  short  year  or  two. 
By  a  luaua  nalur<e,  all  turn  into  Tones. 


>  1  hnvoftlrendyln  ft  preceillnjr  paso  referred  to  this  ftqulb, 
ns  tjelns  «»ne  nfth^ie  wriiiiu  from  me  by  the  Irish  Coercjon 
Act  of  my  friends,  the  Whigs. 


And  thus,  when  I  boar  them  <*8troDg  meBMnmT 

advise,  F^teady, 

Ere  the  seats  that  they  sit  on  have  tiiuo  to  |^ 

I  say,  while  I  listen,  with  tears  in  my  eyes, 

<«Good    Lord!— ^nly    think, — black   and   emiy 

already !" 


COCKER,  ON  CHURCH  REFORM. 

FOUNDED   UPON  80MB   LATE   CALCVLATIOMl 

183a. 

Fine  figures  of  speech  let  your  orators  foHov, 
Old  Cocker  has  figures  that  beat  them  all  hoUoir; 
Though  famed  for  his  rules  AnUotU  may  be. 
In  but  half  of  this  Saga  any  merit  I  aee. 
For,  as  honest  Joe  Hume  says,  the  *<  tottU^  far  rae ! 

For  instance,  while  others  discusa  and  d^mta. 
It  is  thus  about  Bishops  /  ratiocinate. 

In  England,  whare,  spite  of  the  infideVa  laughter. 
*Tis  certain  our  sotils  are  looked  eery  well  after. 
Two  Bishops  can  weh  (if  judiciously  aunder'd) 
Of  parishes  maHage  two  tfiousand  two  hundreds- 
Said  number  of  parishes,  under  said  leachers. 
Containing  three  millions  of  Protestant  creatnres^- 
So  that  each  of  said  Bishops  full  ably  controb 
One  million  and  five  hundred  thousands  of  souls. 
And  now  comes  old  Cocker.     lu  Irelaud  we*re  told, 
Half  n  million  includes  the  whole  Protestant  fold; 
If,  therefore,  for  three  million  souls  'tis  conceded 
Tico  proper-sized  Bishops  are  all  that  is  needed, 
'Tis  plain,  for  the  Irish  half  million  who  want  Vm, 
One  third  oi  one  Bishop  is  just  the  right  quantom. 
And  thus,  by  old  Cocker^s  sublime  Rule  of  Three, 
The  Irish  Church  question's  resolved  to  a  T; 
Keeping  always  that  excellent  maxim  in  view. 
That,  in  saving  men's  souls,  we  mtist  save  money  toa 


I 


I 


Nay,  if — as  St  Roden  complains  is  the 
The  half  million  of  toul  is  decreasing  apace. 
The  demand,  too,  for  bishop  will  also  fall  cff, 
T\\\  the  tithe  of  one,  taken  in  kind,  be  enough. 
But,  as  fractions  imply  that  we'd  have  to  dissect. 
And  to  cutting  up  Bishops  I  strongly  object. 
We've  a  small,  fractious  prelate  whom  well  we  coqIg 

spare, 
Who  has  just  the  same  decimal  worth,  to  a  hair ; 
And,  not  to  leave  Ireland  too  much  in  the  lurch. 
We'll  let  her  have  Ex — t — ^r,  sole*  as  her  Churslu 


*  The  total. — so  proDoanccd  by  this  Indastriooa  woit't. 

*  Curporation  sole. 
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LES  HOMMES  AUTOMATES 


1834. 


**  We  are  yenunded  thmt  this  our  artificial  roan  will  not 
only  walk  and  speak,  and  perform  most  of  the  outward  fVinc- 
tlons  of  Animal  life,  but  (being  wound  op  once  a  week)  will 
perncps  rca^von  as  welt  as  most  of  your  country  porsont.**— 
Mem0ir»  of  JUartinus  Seriblerus,  chap.  xil. 

It  betnv  an  object  now  to  meet 
With  Parsons  that  don't  want  to  eat. 
Fit  men  to  fill  those  Irish  rectories, 
Which  soon  will  have  but  srant  rt^fectories. 
It  has  been  suggested, — lest  that  Church 
Should,  all  at  once,  be  leil  in  the  lurch, 
For  want  of  reverend  men  endued 
With  this  gift  of  ne'er  requiring  food, — 
To  try,  by  way  of  experiment,  whether 
There  couldu't  be  made,  of  wood  and  leather/ 
(Howe*er  the  notion  may  sound  chimerical,) 
Jointed  figures  not  laj/,^  but  clerical, 
Which,  woiind  up  carefully  once  a  week, 
Might  just  like  parsons  look  and  speak. 
Nay  even,  if  requisite,  reason  too. 
As  well  as  most  Irish  parsons  do. 

Th*  experiment  having  succeeded  quite, 
(Whereat  those  Lords  must  much  delight, 
Who've  shown,  by  stopping  the  Church's  food. 
They  think  it  isn't  for  her  spiritual  good 
To  be  served  by  parsons  of  flesh  and  blood. 
The  Patentee*  of  this  new  inventiop 
Beg  leave  respectfully  to  mention. 
They  now  are  enabled  to  produce 
An  ample  supply,  for  present  use, 
Of  these  reverend  pieces  of  machinery, 
Ready  for  vicarage,  rectory,  deanery, 
Or  any  such-like  post  of  skill 
That  wood  and  leather  are  lit  to  fill 

N.  D^ — In  places  addicted  to  arson, 

We  can't  recommend  a  wooden  parson : 

But,  if  the  Church  any  such  appoints. 

They'd  better,  at  least,  have  iron  joints. 

In  parts,  not  much  by  Protestants  haunted, 

A  figure  to  look  aCa  all  that's  wanted—- 

A  Uock  in  black,  to  eat  and  sleep, 

Which  Tnow  that  the  eating's  o'er)  comen  cheap. 

P.  Sw — Should  the  Lords,  by  way  of  a  treat, 
Permit  the  clergy  again  to  eat. 
The  Church  will,  of  course,  no  longer  need 
Imitation-parsons  that  never  feed ; 

<   1  Oe  materials  nf  whirh  tho«e  Nurcmherir  Savnns,  men- 
tioned by  ScriUleras,  constructed  their  nriificiiil  man. 

The  wooden  mndela  ased  by  painters  are,  It  Is  well 
Known,  **  lay  Of  ures.** 


Aod  theoe  wood  creatures  of  ours  will  sell 
For  secular  purposes  just  as  well^ 
Our  Beresfords,  tum'd  to  bludgeons  stout. 
May,  'stead  of  beating  their  own  about, 
Be  knocking  the  brains  of  Papists  out ; 
While  our  smooth  O'Sullivans,  by  all  means, 
Should  transmigrate  into  turning  machines. 


HOW  TO  MAKE  ONE'S  SELF  A  PEER, 

ACCORDING   TO  THE   NEWEST   RBCEirT,   AS   DISCLOttO 
IN   A   LATE   HERALDIC   WORK.* 

1834. 

Choose  some  title  that's  dormant — ^the  Peerage  hath 

many — 
Lord  Baron  of  Shamdoe  sounds  nobly  as  any. 
Next,  catch  a  dead  cousin  of  said  defunct  Peer, 
And  marry  him  oflf-hand,  ui  some  given  year. 
To  the  daughter  of  somebody, — no  matter  who,— 
Fig,  the  grocer  himself,  if  you're  hard  run,  will  do ; 
For,  the  Medici  piUs  still  in  heraldry  tell, 
And  why  shouldn't  lollypopt  quarter  as  well  7 
Thus,  having  your  couple,  t\d  one  a  lord's  cousin. 
Young  materials  for  peers  m*/  be  had  by  the  doxen  ; 
And  'tis  hard  if,  inventing  each  small  mother's  sou 

of  'em. 
You  can't  somehow  manage  to  prove  yourself  one 

of  'em. 
Should  registers,  deeds,  and  such  matters  refractory, 
Stand  in  the  way  of  this  lord-manufactory, 
I've  merely  to  hint,  as  a  secret  auricular. 
One  grand  rule  of  enterprise, — don*t  be  particular. 
A  man  who  once  takes  such  a  jump  at  nobility, 
Must  not  mince  tlie  matter,  like  folks  of  nihility,* 
But  clear  thick  and  thin  with  true  lordly  agility. 

'Tis  true,  to  a  would-be  descendant  from  Kings, 
Parish -registers  sometimes  are  troublesome  things ; 
As  oil,  when  the  vision  is  near  brought  about. 
Some  gobiin«  in  shape  of  a  grocer,  grins  out ; 
Or  some  barber,  perhaps,  with  my  Lord  mingles 

bloods. 
And  one's  patent  of  peerage  is  left  in  the  suds. 

But  there  are  ways — when  folks  are  resolved  to  be 

lords — 
Of  expurging  ev'n  troublesome  parish  records : 

»  The  Claim  to  the  barony  of  Chnndm  (If  I  rccolleet  right) 
advanced  by  the  Inie  Sir  Ks—r— I— n  Br— d— ?. 

*  '*Thl8  we  cull  pure  nihility,  or  mere  nothing. '—  WatUTt 
Lflgte 
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What  think  ye  of  sciasora  7  depend  on't  no  heir 
Of  a  ShamdoB  should  go  unsupplied  with  a  pair, 
As,  whatever  else  the  learn*d  in  such  lore  may  invent, 
Your  scissore  does  wonders  in  proving  descent. 
Yes,  poets  may  sing  of  those  terrible  shears 
With  which  Atropos  snips  off  both  bumpkins  and 

peers, 
But  theyVe  naught  to  that  weapon  which  shines  in 

the  hands 
Of  some  would-be  Patrician,  when  proudly  he  stands 
O'er  the  careless  churchwarden's  baptismal  array. 
And  sweeps  at  each  cut  generations  away. 
By  some  babe  of  old  times  is  his  peerage  resisted? 
One  snip, — and  the  urchin  hath  nerer  existed ! 
Does  some  marriage,  in  days  near  the  Flood,  inter- 
fere 
With  his  one  sublime  object  of  being  a  Peer  7 
Quick  the  shears  at  once  nidlify  bridegroom  and 

bride, — 
No  such  people  have  ever  lived,  married,  or  died ! 

Such  the  newest  receipt  for  those  high-minded  elves, 
WhoVe  a  fancy  for  making  great  lords  of  themselves. 
Follow  this,  young  aspirer,  who  paut'st  for  a  peerage. 
Take  S — m  for  thy  model  and  B — z  for  thy  steerage. 
Do  all  and  much  worse  than  old  Nicholas  Flam  does, 
And — wko  knows  but  you'll  be  Lord  Baron  of 
Shamdos? 


THE  DUKE  IS  THE  LAD. 

Air.—**  A  master  1  have,  and  I  am  his  man, 
Galluplng  dr«ary  dun.** 

Outle  of  Andalusia. 

TuE  Dnke  is  th'  lad  tu  frighten  a  lass. 
Galloping,  dreary  duke ; 
The  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass, 
IIo*B  an  ogre  to  meet,  aud  the  d — I  to  pass, 
With  his  charger  prancing. 
Grim  eye  glancing. 
Chin,  like  a  Mufti, 
Grizzled  and  tufty, 
Galloping,  dreary  Duke. 

Ye  mispes,  beware  of  the  neighboriiood 
Of  this  galloping  dreary  Duke  ; 
Avoid  him,  all  who  see  no  good 
In  being  run  o*er  by  a  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Sec  hio  Letters  to  Friends,  lib.  ix.  episu  19,  W,  tec 


For,  surely,  no  nymph  is 
Foud  of  a  grim  phiz, 
And  of  the  married. 
Whole  crowds  have 
At  sight  of  this  dreary  Duke. 


FROM 


EPISTLE 

RASMUS   ON    EARTH  TO    CICERO   XX  TBI 
SHADES. 


SonfhnwUns. 

As  'tis  now,  my  dear  Tully,  some  weeks  muob  I 

started 
By  rail-road,  for  earth,  having  vow*d,  ere  we  paited, 
To  drop  you  a  line,  by  the  Dead-L«tter  post. 
Just  to  say  how  I  thrive,  in  ray  new  line  of  ghoit. 
And  how  deucedly  odd  this  live  world  all  appean, 
To  a  man  who*s  been  dead  now  for  three  himdred 

years, 
I  take  up  my  pen,  and,  with  news  of  this  eaitb, 
Hope  to  waken,  by  turns,  both  your  ^rfeen  and  yoar 

mirth. 

In  my  way  to  these  shores,  takmg  Italy  fini. 
Lest  the  change  from  Ely»um  too  sudden  riioold 

burst, 
I  forgot  not  to  visit  those  haunts  wliere,  of  yore. 
You  took  lessons  from  Pffitus  in  cookery's  lore,* 
Tiu-uM  aside  from  the  calls  of  the  rostrum  and  Mas, 
To  discuss  the  rich  merits  of  rotis  and  stews. 
And  preferred  to  all  honors  of  triumph  or  trophy, 
A  supper  on  prawns  with  tliat  rogue,  little  Sopbj.* 

Having  dwelt  on  such  classical  musings  awhile, 

I  &et-ofr,  by  a  steamboat,  for  this  happy  isle, 

(A  conveyance  you  ne'er,  I  think,  sailed  by,  my 

Tully, 
And  therefore,  per  next.  Til  describe  it  more  foDr,) 
Having    heard,    on    the  way,  what    dtstxesscs  me 

greatly, 
That  England's  o'errun  by  idolaters  lately. 
Stark,  staring  adorers  of  wood  and  of  stone, 
Who  will  let  neither  stick,  stock,  or  statue  ak>aew 
Such  the  sad  news  I  heard  from  a  tall  man  in  black. 
Who  from  sports  continental  was  hurrying  back. 
To  look  after  his  tithes ; — seeing,  doubUessi  'twooU 

follow. 
That,  just  as,  of  eld,  your  great  idol,  Apollo, 


9  Inf^cntluni  squiliarum  cum  Sophia  Seplioilc.— Uk  tl 
eplst.  10. 
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Devour'd  all  the  Tenths,*  so  the  idols  in  question, 

Tliese  wood  and  stone  go6a,  may  have  equal  diges- 
tbn, 

And  th'  idolatrous  crew,  whom  this  Rector  de- 
spises, 

May  eat  up  the  tithe-pig  which  he  idolizes. 

London. 
'TIS  all  but  too  true— grim  Idolatry  reigns, 
In  full  pomp,  over  England*8  lost  cities  and  plains ! 
On  arriving  just  now,  as  my  fust  thought  and  care 
Was,  as  usual,  to  seek  out  some   near  House  of 

Prayer, 
Some  calm,  holy  spot,  fit  for  Christians  to  pray  on, 
I  was  shown  to— what   think  you? — a  downright 

Pantheon ! 
A  grand,  pillared  temple,  with  niches  and  halls,* 
Full  of  idols  and  gods,  which  they  nickname  St 

Paul's;— 
Though  'tb  clearly  the  place  where  the  idolatrous 

crew, 
Whom  the  Rector  complain'd  of,  their  dark  rites 

pursue; 
And,  *mong  all  the  **  strange  gods"  Abraham's  fath- 
er carved  out,* 
That  he  ever  carved  Mtranger  than  these  I  much 

doubt 

Were  it  even,  my  dear  Tully,  your  Hebea  and 
Giaces, 

And  such  pretty  tbmgs,  that  usorp'd  the  Saints' 
places, 

I  shouldn't  much  mind, — for,  in  this  classic  dome. 

Such  folks  from  Olympus  would  feel  quite  at  home. 

Bat  the  gods  they've  got  here  ! — such  a  queer  om- 
nium gatherum 

Of  misbegot  things,  that  no  poet  would  fatlier  'em ; — 

Britannias,  in  light,  summer-wear  for  the  skies,— 

Old  Thames,  turn'd  to  stone,  to  bis  no  small  sur- 
prise,— 

Father  Nile,  too,  —  a  portrait,  (in  spite  of  what's 
■aid, 

That  no  mortal  e'er  yet  got  a  glimpse  of  his  head,*) 

And  a  Ganges,  which  India  would  think  somewhat 
fat  for't. 

Unless  'twas  some  full-grown  Director  had  sat 
for't  ;— 

Not  to  mention  th'  et  cateras  of  Genii  and 
Sphinxes,,, 

Fame,  VictocjTt  and  other  such  semi-clad  minxes ; — 


L 


*  Tithes  were  pnld  to  the  Pythian  Apollo. 

•  See  Dr.  Wl*eman*t  learned  and  able  letter  to  Mr.  Poynder. 

*  Juahna,  zziv.  8. 

«  •*  Nee  contlglt  ulll 

Hoe  vtdlsae  eapat.'*  CLAuniAM. 

•  OaplalM  Xoaae,  Hloa,  kc  4cc 


Sea* Captains,* — the  klols  here  most  idolized ; 

And  of  whom  some,  alas,  might  too  well  be  com- 
prised 

Among  ready-made  Saints,  as  they  died  cannon' 
ized ; — 

With  a  multitude  more  of  odd  cockneyfied  deities, 

Shrined  in  such  pomp  that  quite  shocking  to  see  It 
'tis; 

Nor  know  I  what  better  the  Rector  could  do 

Than  to  shrine  there  his  own  beloved  quadruped  too ; 

As  most  surely  a  tithe-pig,  whate'er  the  world 
thmks,  is 

A  much  fitter  beast  for  a  church  than  a  Spliinx  ii. 

But  I'm  call'd  off  to  dinner — grace  just  has  been 

said. 
And  my  host  waits  for  nobody,  living  or  dead. 


UNES* 

ON  TIIE   DEPARTOIIB   OF  LORDS  O— ST      tt      OH  AND 
ST — W — RT   FOR  THE   CONTINENT.  • 


M  Paris'*  et  Fratren,  et  qui  rapnftre  sob  llUs, 
Vlx  tenudre  inanus  (scis  hoc,  Menelai)  nefandat. 

Ovid,  Metam.  lib.  xili.  v. 


Go,  Brothers  in  wisdom — go,  bright  pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions ! 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have— o/  hi§  years. 
And  the  other  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do* 
minions. 

Go,  Hero  of  Chancery,  blest  with  the  smOe 

Ol  the  Misses  that  love,  and  the  monarchs  tLat 
prize  thee ; 
Forget  Mrs.  Aug — lo  T — yl — r  awhile, 
And  all  toilon  but    him  who  so  well  dandifies 
thee. 

Never  mmd  how  thy  juniors  in  gallantry  scoff, 
Never  heed  how  perverse  affidavits  may  thwart 
thee. 

But  show  the  young  Misses  thou'rt  scholar  enough 
To  translate  "  Amor  Fortis"  a  love,  about  forty  ! 


*  This  and  the  following  tqnlb,  which  most  have  been 
written  about  the  yeur  1615>16,  have  been  by  some  over- 
sight misplnced. 

"*  Ovid  U  nihtakcn  in  jaying  that  it  was  "at  Paris**  these 
r«pacinaa  transactions  took  place  —  we  should  read  **aS 
Vienna." 
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And  sure  'tis   no  wonder,   when,  2reeh  ai  young 
Mars, 
From  the  battle  you  came,  with  the  Orders  you'd 
eani'd  in*t, 
That  sweet  Lady  Fanny  should  cry  out "  My  stars  i 
And  forget  that  the  Moon,  too,  was  some  way 
concem*d  in't 

For  not  the  great  R — g — t  himself  has  endured 
(Though  Tve  seen  him  with  badges  and  orden 
all  shine. 

Till  h^  look'd  like  a  house  that  was  over  insured) 
A  much  heavier  burden  of  glories  than  thine. 

And  'tis   plain,   when  a   wealthy   young   lady  so 
mad  is, 
Or  any  young  ladies  can  so  go  astray, 
As  to  marry  old  Dandies  that  might  be  their  dad- 
dies, 
The  atara^  are  in  fault,  my  Lord  St — w — rt,  not 
they! 

Thou,  too,  t'other  brother,  thou  TuUy  of  Tories, 

Thou  Malaprop  Cicero,  over  whose  lips 
Such  a  smooth  rigmarole  about  "  monarchs,"  and 
**  glories," 
And  *  ntUlidge,***  and  "  features,"  like  syllabub 
slips. 

Go,  haste,  at  the  Congress  pursue  thy  vocation 
Of  adding  fresh  sums  to  this  National  Debt  of 

01U9, 

Leaguing  with  Kings,  who,  for  mere  recreation, 
Break  promises,  fast  as  your  Lordship  breaks  met- 
aphors. 

Fare  ye  well,  fare  yo  well,  bright  Pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions ! 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have — of  his  years, 
And  the  other,  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 
minions. 


*  *'  When  weak  women  go  astray, 

The  stars  ore  luure  in  frtult  than  tney/' 

s  It  is  thus  the  noble  lord  pronminct;.^  the  word  "know- 
ledge**— deriving  It,  as  far  aj  his  own  share  is  concerned, 
fironi  the  Latin,  "  nullns.*' 

»  Sic  tc  Diva  potens  Cyprl, 

Sic  fmtres  llelenc,  lucida  sidera, 
Venturunique  regat  pater. 
4  See  a  description  of  the  aoKoi,  or  Bajrs  of  Eolus,  In  the 
Odyssey,  lib.  10. 

*  Navis,  qua?  tlld  crcditum 

Dcbes  Virgilium. 

*  Anime  diniidiiun  mecm. 


TO  THE  SHIP 

IN   WHICH    LORD   O ST — ft— GH    UAILMD    FOE  TU 

CONTINENT. 

Imitated  from  Horaee^  lib.  i.,  ode  3. 

So  may  my  Lady's  prayers  prevail,' 

And  C — nn — g*s  too,  and  lucid  Br — ggp% 
And  Eld — ^n  beg  a  favoring  gale 

From  Eolus,  that  older  Bags,* 
To  speed  thee  "n  thy  destined  way, 
Oh  ship,  that  bear*st  our  C— st — r — gh/ 
Our  gracious  R — g — ^t's  better  half,* 

And,  therefore,  quarter  of  a  King — 
(As  Van,  or  any  other  calf. 

May  find,  without  much  filling.) 
Wail  him,  oh  ye  kindly  breezes, 

Wafl  this  Lord  of  place  and  pelf. 
Anywhere  hb  Lordship  pleasee. 

Though  'twere  to  Old  Nick  huoiself ! 

Oh,  what  a  face  of  brass  was  his/ 
Who  first  at  Congress  show'd  his  phiz — 
To  sign  away  the  Rights  of  Man 

To  Russian  tlu-eats  and  Austrian*  juggia ; 
And  leave  the  sinking  African* 

To  fall  without  one  saving  struggle — 
'Mong  ministers  from  North  and  South, 

To  show  his  lack  of  shame  and  sense. 
And  hoist  the  Sign  of  "  Bull  and  Mouth** 

For  blunders  aud  for  eloquence  ! 

In  vain  we  wish  our  Sees,  at  home* 

To  mind  their  papers,  desks,  and  afaelvea, 

If  silly  Sees,  abroad  will  roam. 

And  make  such  noodles  of  themselves. 

But  such  hath  always  been  the  case — 
For  matchless  impudence  of  face, 
There's  nothing  like  your  Tory  racse  !* 
First,  Pitt,"  the  chosen  of  England,  taught  her 
A  taste  for  famine,  fire,  and  slaughter. 

'  Illi  robur  et  les  triplex 

Circa  pectus  emi,  qui,  Jcc 

•  prccipitem  AfVicain 

Decertantem  AquiJonibus. 

*  Neqnicqnam  Detis  abscldtt 

Pnidens  oceano  dissociabill 
Terras,  si  taiuen  Impic 

Non  tangenda  Raut  Iran  til  ion  t  vada. 

Tb      iast  line,  we  may  snpptjae,  ailudes  to  soine  JMs 
gulshod  RaU  that  attended  the  voyager. 

10  Andax  (imnia  p(>rpeti 

Gens  rait  per  vetitam  nefas. 

11  Aodax  JapeU  genus 

Ignem  fraode  mali  geatlbos  latalit. 
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Then  came  the  Doctor,*  for  our  ease, 

With  E— d— us,  Ch— th— ms,  11— wk— b— ■, 

And  other  deadly  maladies. 

When  each,  in  turn,  had  run  their  rigs, 

Necewity  brought  iu  the  Whigs  :* 

And  oh,  1  blush,  1  blush  to  say. 

When  these,  in  turn,  were  put  to  flight,  too, 
Illnstrious  T — up — e  flew  away 

With  lots  of  pens  he  had  no  right  to.* 
In  ^ort,  what  will  not  mortal  man  do  7* 

Au^-f  now,  that—strife  and  bloodshed  past— 
We've  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  can  do, 

We  gravely  take  to  Heaven  at  last,* 
And  thiuk  its  favorite  smile  to  purchase 
(Oh  Lord,  good  Lord !)  by — building  churches! 


SKETCH  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT  OF  A 
NEW  ROMANTIC  DRAMA. 

*'  And  now,**  quoth  the  goddess,  in  accents  jocose, 
**  Having  got  good  materials,  Til  brew  such  a  dose 
'*  Of  Double  X  mischief  as,  mortals  shall  say, 
**  They've  not  known  its  equal  for  many  a  long  day." 
I    Here  ^he  winkM  to  her  subaltern  imps  to  be  steady, 
I   And  all  wagg'd  their  fire-lipp'd  tails  and  stood  ready. 


"  So,  now  for  th'  uigredients : — first,  band  me  that 

bishop ;" 
Whereon,  a  whole  bevy  of  imps  run  to  fish  up. 
From  cut  a  large  reservoir,  wherein  they  pen  'em. 
The  blackest  of  ail  its  black  dabblers  in  veuom ; 
And  wrapping  him  up  (lest  the  virus  should  ooze, 
And  one  "  drop  of  th'  immortal"*  Right  Rev.^  they 

might  lose) 
In  tlie  sheets  of  his  own  speeches,  charges,  reviews, 
Pop  him  into  the  caldron,  while  loudly  a  bunt 
From  the  by-standers  welcomes  ingredient  the  first ! 

•'Now   fetch    the    Ez-Cbancellor,"  muttered    the 

dame — 
"  He  who's  call'd  after  Harry  the  Older,  by  name." 
**  The  Ex-Chancellor !"  echo'd  her  imps,  the  whole 

crew  of  'em — 
**  Why  talk  of  one  Ex,  when  your  Mischief  has  two 

of 'em?" 


Post 

.    .    .    macies,  et  oova  febrlom 
Tcrris  Incublt  cohors. 

— —  tarda  neeessitas 


Lethi  corrtpalt  gmdnm. 

Ezpertnt  vacuum  Dsdalos  aBra 
Potnif  «•»  homini  datis 


"True,  true,"  said  the  hag,  looking  arch  at  her 

elves, 
**And  a  double-£«  dose  they  compose,  in  them* 

selves." 
This  joke,  the  sly  meaning  of  which  was  seen  lucidly, 
Set  all  the  devils  a  laughmg  most  deucedly. 
So,  in  went  the  pair,   and   (what  none  thought 

surprising) 
Show'd  talents  for  sinking  as  great  as  for  rising ; 
While  not   a  grim  phiz   in  that  realm   but  wom 

lighted 
With  joy  to  see  spirits  so  twin-like  uniteu — 
Or  (plainly  to  speak)  two  such  birds  of  a  feather. 
In  one  mess  of  venom  thus  spitted  together. 
Here  a  flashy  imp  rose— some  connection,  no  doubt. 
Of   the    young    lord    in    question — and,   scowling 

about, 
*<  Hoped  his  fiery  friend,  St — nl — y,  would  not  be  left 

out; 
**  As  no  schoolboy  unwhippM,  tlie  whole  world  mast 

agree, 
"  Loved  mischief,  pure  mischief,  more  dearly  than 

he." 

But,    no— the    wise    hag    wouldn't    bear   of   the 

whipster ; 
Not  merely  because,  as  a  shrew,  he  eclipsed  her. 
And  nature  hod  given  him,  to  keep  him  ^11  young, 
Much  tongue  in  his  head  and  no  head  in  his  tongue ; 
But  because  she  well  knew  Uiat,  for  change  ever 

ready. 
He'd  not  even  to  mischief  keep  properly  steady ; 
That  soon  even  the  wrong  side  would  cease  to  delight. 
And,  for  waut  of  a  change,  he  must  swerve  to  the 

right ; 
While,  on  each^  so  at  random  his  missiles  he  threw. 
That  the  side  he  attack'd  was  most  safe  of  the  two.— • 
This  ingredient  was  therefore  put  by  on  the  shelf. 
There  to  bubble,  a  bitter,  hot  mess,  by  itself. 
"  And  now,"  quoth  the  hag,  as  her  caldron  slie  eyed. 
And  the  titbits  so  frieudlily  rankling  inside, 
"  There  wants  but  some  seasoning  \—90t  come,  ere 

1  stew  'em, 
"  By  way  of  a  relish,  we'll  throw  in '  4.  John  Tuam.' 
"In  cooking  up  mischief,  there's  no  flesh  or  fish 
"  Like  your  meddling  High  Priest,  to  add  zest  to  the 

dish." 
Thus  saying,  she  pops  ia  the  Irish  Grand  Lama — 
Which  great  event  ends  the  First  Act  of  the  Drama 

This  allodes  to  the  V3MI.  worth  of  stationery,  which  his 
Lordship  is  said  to  have  ordered,  when  on  the  point  of  1 
ting  his  place. 

«  Nil  mortalibns  ardnom  est 

•  Coelnm  ipsnin  petimns  ataltitiA. 

•  **  To  lose  no  drop  of  the  lounortal  man.*' 
^  The  present  Bishop  of  Ex— 4— r. 
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A  KIxMAL  MAGNETISM. 

Tiiouoii  famed  was  Mesmer,  in  his  day, 

M IV  Imb  so,  in  ours,  is  Dupotet, 

1  e  say  nothing  of  all  the  wonders  done 

Vy  that  wizard,  Dr.  Elliotson, 

Allien,  standing  as  if  the  gods  to  invoke,  he 

Up  waves  bis  arm,  and — down  drops  Okey ! 

Thongh  strange  these  things,  to  mind  and  sense. 
If  you  wish  still  stranger  things  to  see — 

If  you  wish  to  know  the  power  immense 

Of  the  true  magnetic  influence, 
Just  go  to  her  Majesty's  Treasury, 

And  learn  the  wonders  working  there — 

And  rU  be  hang*d  if  you  don't  stare ! 

Talk  of  your  animal  magnetists, 

And  that  wave  of  the  hand  no  soul  resists. 

Not  all  its  witcheries  can  compete 

With  the  friendly  beckon  towards  Downing  Slre»t» 

Which  a  Premier  gives  to  one  who  wishes 

To  taste  of  the  Treasury  loaves  and  fishes. 

It  actually  lifts  the  lucky  eif, 

Thus  acted  upon,  above  himself; — 

He  jumps  to  a  state  of  clairvoyance, 

And  is  placeman,  statesman,  all,  at  once ! 

Those  effects  observe,  (with  which  I  begin,) 
Take  place  when  the  patient's  motion'd  in ; 
Far  different,  of  course,  the  mode  of  affection. 
When  the  wave  of  the  hand's  in  the  out  direction ; 
The  effects  being  then  extremely  unpleasant. 
As  is  seen  in  the  case  of  Lord  B— m,  at  present ; 
In  whom  this  sort  of  manipulation 
Has  lately  produced  such  inflummation. 
Attended  with'  constant  irritation, 
That,  in  short — not  to  mince  his  situation — 
It  has  work'd  in  the  man  a  transformation 
That  puzzles  all  human  calculation  ! 

Ever  since  the  fatal  day  which  saw 

That  "  pass"*  perform'd  on  this  Lord  of  Law — 

A  pass  potential,  none  can  doubt, 

As  it  sent  Harry  B m  to  the  right  about — 

The  condition  in  which  the  patient  has  been 
Is  a  thing  quite  awful  to  be  seen. 
Not  that  a  casual  eye  could  scan 

This  wondrous  change  by  outward  survey ; 
It  being,  in  fact,  th*  interior  man 

That's  turn'd  completely  topsy-turvy : — 
Like  a  case  that  lately,  in  reading  o'er  'em, 
I  found  in  the  Acta  Eruditorum, 

1  The  name  of  the  hen>lno  of  the  performances  at  the 
North  London  Ho^'pital. 

*  The  technical  term  for  the  movcmonts  of  the  magneti£cr*s 
hand. 


Of  a  man  in  whose  inside,  when  disclosed, 

The  whole  order  of  things  was  found  tnmspoaed  f 

By  a  luau8  natures,  strange  to  see. 

The  liver  placed  where  the  heart  should  be. 

And  the  spleen  (like  B ^m's,  kuco  bud  en  the 

shelf) 
As  diseased  and  as  much  out  of  place  as  himeSC 

Ir  short,  'tis  a  case  for  consultation, 

If  e'er  there  was  one,  in  this  thinking  nation ; 

And  therefore  I  humbly  beg  to  propose. 

That  those  aavans  who  mean,  as  the  rumor  gosi^ 

To  sit  on  Miss  Okey's  wonderful  case, 

Should  also  Lord  Harry's  case  embrace ; 

And  inform  us,  in  both  these  patients'  states, 

Which  ism  it  b  that  predominates. 

Whether  magnetism  and  somnambulism. 

Or,  simply  and  solely,  mountebankism. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BOX. 

Let  History  boast  of  her  Romans  and  Spartans, 
And  tell  how  they  stood  against  tjrrvnny's  sho^; 

They  were  all,  I  confess,  in  my  eye,  Betty  Malting 
Compared  to  George  Gr — te  and  his  wooderfii 
Box. 

Ask,  where  Liberty  now  has  her  seat  ?— Oh,  it  va\ 
By  Delaware's  banks  or  on  Switzerland's  rseks  ;— 

Like  an  imp  in  some  conjuror's  bottle  iropriaon'd, 
She's  slyly  shut  up  in  Gr — te's  wonderftil  Box. 

How  snug ! — 'stead  of  floating  through  ether's  do* 
minions, 

Blown  this  way  and  that,  by  the  **  popoli  vox," 
To  fold  thus  in  silence  her  sinecure  pinions, 

And  go  fast  asleep  in  Gr — ^te's  wonderful  Box. 

Time  was,  when  free  speech  was  the  life-breath  of 
freedom — 
So  thought  once  the  Seldens,  tlio  Hampdexo,  the 
Lockes; 
But  mute  be  our  troops,  when  to  ambush  we  lead 
'om. 
For  **  Mum"  is  the  word  with  us  Knights  of  the 
Box. 

Pure,  exquisite  Box !  no  corruption  can  soil  it ; 
There's  Otto  of  Rose,  in  each  breath  it  unJocfe?; 


•  Omnes  fcri  intcmaa  corporis  |nrtes  Inverao  ordiot 

-Jict.  ErudiL  1G90. 
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AVhile  Gr— te  is  tho  «  B^tty,"  that  serves  at  the  toSet, 
And  breathes  all  Arabia  around  from  his  Box.' 

*Tifl  a  singular  fact,  that  the  famed  Hugo  Grotius,* 
(A  namesake  of  Gr — te*»~being  both  of  Dutch 
stocks,) 

Like  Gr — te,  too,  a  genius  profound  as  precocious, 
Was  also,  like  him,  much  reuown*d  for  a  Box ; — 

An  immortal  old   clothes-box,  in  which  the  great 
Grotius 

When  sufieriug,  in  prison,  for  views  heterodox, 
AVas  packM  up  incog.,  spite  of  jailers  ferocious,* 

And  sent  to  his  wife,*  carriage  free,  in  a  Box ! 

But  the  fame  of  old  Hugo  no\«*  rests  on  the  shelf, 
Since  a  rival  hath  riseu  that  all  parallel  mocks  ; — 

That  Grotius  ingloriously  saved  but  himself, 
AVhile  ours  saves  the  whole  British  realm  by  a 
Box! 

And  oh  when,  at  last,  even  this  greatest  of  Gr — tea 
Must   bend   to  the   Power  that   at  every  door 
knocks,* 
May  he   drop   in    the   urn   like   his  own  ''silent 
votes," 
And  the  tomb  of  his  rest  be  \  large  Ballot-Box. 


'X 


^Vhile  long  at  his  shrine,  both  from  county  and  city, 

Shall  pilgrims  triennially  gather  in  flocks, 
And   sing,    while   they    whimper,   th'    appropriate 
ditty, 
**  Oh  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep^in  the 
Box." 


ANNOUXCEMENT  OF  A  NEW  THALABA. 

ADDRESSED  TO  ROBERT  SOUTIIEV,  ESQ. 

Whem  erst,  my  Southcy,  thy  tuneful  tongue 
The  terrible  tale  of  Thalaba  sung — 
Of  him,  the  Destroyer,  dooui'd  to  rout 
That  grim  divan  of  conjurors  out. 


>         And  all  Arabia  brealhes  from  ynndcr  b<u. 

Pori*s  Rof*  •/  Ike  Ltck, 

s  OfWtfC,  or  OrMe,  Latinized  Into  GruUas. 

*  For  the  parUrnlHrs  of  this  eMJtpe  of  Gmtlut  fmm  the 
Ostie  of  Louvensteln,  by  means  of  a  box  (only  three  feet 
and  H  half  loof,  It  is  said)  In  which  books  usied  to  be  occa- 
cionnltv  sent  u>  him  and  foal  Unen  returned,  see  any  of  the 
Blngra^hleal  IMctlooaries. 


^ 


Wliose  dwelling  dark,  as  legends  say, 
Beneath  tlie  roots  of  the  ocean  lay, 
(Fit  place  for  deep  ones,  such  as  they,) 
How  little  thou  kuew'st,  dear  Dr.  Southcy, 
Although  bright  genius  all  allow  thee, 
That,  some  years  thence,  thy  wondering  eyes 
Should  see  a  second  Thalaba  rise- 
As  ripe  for  ruinous  rigs  as  thine. 
Though  his  havoc  lie  in  a  different  line, 
And  should  find  this  new,  improved  Destroyer 
Beneath  the  wig  of  a  Yankee  lawyer ; 
A  sort  of  an  "  alien,"  alias  man, 
Whose  country  or  party  guess  who  can, 
Being  Cockney  half,  half  Jonathan  ; 
And  his  life,  to  make  the  thing  completer. 
Being  all  in  the  genuine  Thalaba  metre, 
Loose  and  irregular  as  thy  feet  are ; — 
First,  into  Whig  Pindarics  rambling, 
Then  in  low  Tory  doggrel  scrambling ; 
Now  love  his  theme,  now  Church  his  glory» 
(At  onc-e  both  Tory  and  ama-tory,) 
Now  in  th'  Old  Bailey-/ay  meandering, 
Now  in  sod  couplet  style  philandering  ; 
And,  lastly,  in  lumo  Alexandrine, 
Dragging  his  wounded  length  along,* 
AVhen  scourged  by  Hollaiid*s  silken  thong. 

In  short,  dear  Bob,  Destroyer  the  Second 
May  fairly  a  match  for  the  First  be  reckon*d ; 
Save  that  your  Thalaba*s  talent  lay 
In  sweeping  old  conjurors  clean  away. 
While  ours  at  aldermen  deals  his  bloHv, 
(Who  no  great  conjurors  are,  God  knows,) 
Lays  Corporations,  by  wholesale,  level. 
Sends  Acts  of  Parliament  to  the  devil, 
Bullies  the  whole  Milesian  race — 
Seven  millions  ot  Paddiee,  face  to  face  ; 
And,  seizing  that  magic  wand,  himself, 
Which  erst  thy  conjurors  left  on  the  shelf. 
Transforms  the  boys  of  the  Boyue  and  LiflTey 
All  into  foreigners^  in  a  jiffey — 
Aliens,  outcasts,  every  soul  of  *em. 
Bom  but  for  whips  and  chains,  tho  whole  of  'em ! 

Never,  in  short,  did  parallel 
Betwixt  two  heroes  gee  so  well ; 
And,  among  the  points  in  which  they  fit, 
Thero*s  one,  dear  Bob,  I  can*t  omit 


«  This  Is  not  quite  according  to  the  facts  of  the  ease ;  hk 
wife  having  been  the  contriver  of  the  stmiafeiu,  and  pe- 
roained  in  tite  prison  herself  to  give  him  time  for  etcape. 

*  Pallida  Mors  ■h|uo  pulsnt  pede.  Itc.— Hoa4T 

*  **  A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song 

That,  likf  «  wouniUd  «naJb«,  drags  Iti  slow  kai^h 
along." 
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That  hacking,  hectoring  blade  of  thine 
Dealt  much  in  the  Domdaniel  line  ;' 
And  'tis  but  renderiog  jurtice  due. 
To  say  that  ours  and  his  Tory  crew 
Damn  Daniel  most  devoutly  toa 


RIVAL  TOPICS." 


AN  EXTRAVAGANZA. 


Oh  \^ — II — ngt — n  and  Stephenson, 

Oh  mom  and  evening  papen, 
Times,  Herald,  Courier,  Globe,'and  Sun, 
When  will  ye  cease  our  ears  to  stun 

With  these  two  heroes*  capers  ? 
Still  "  Stephenson"  and  ^*  W—ll— ngt— n," 

The  everiasting  two ! — 
Still  doomM,  from  rise  to  set  of  sun, 
To  hear  what  mischief  one  has  done, 

And  toother  means  to  do : — 
What  bills  the  banker  passM  to  friends. 

But  never  meant  to  pay  ; 
What  Bills  the  other  wight  intends. 

As  honeflt,  in  their  way  ; — 
Bills,  payable  at  distant  sight. 

Beyond  the  Grecian  kalends, 
When  all  good  deeds  will  come  to  light. 
When  W — II — ngt — n  will  do  what's  right. 

And  Rowland  pay  his  balance. 

To  catch  the  banker  all  have  sought, 

But  still  the  rogue  unhurt  is  ; 
While  t'other  juggler — who'd  have  thought  ? 
Though  slippery  long,  has  just  been  caught 

By  old  Archbishop  Curtis  ; — 
And,  such  the  power  of  papal  crook, 

The  crosier  scarce  had  quiver'd 
About  his  ears,  when,  lo,  the  Puke 

Was  of  a  Bull  deliver'd  I 

Sir  Richard  Biniie  doth  decide 

That  Rowland  "  must  be  maa. 
In  private  couch,  with  crest,  to  ride, 

When  chaises  could  be  had. 
And  t'other  hero,  all  agree, 

St.  Luke's  will  soun  arrive  at. 
If  thus  he  shows  off  publicly, 

When  he  might  pass  in  private. 

Oh  W — II — ngt — n,  oh  Stephenson, 
Ye  ever-boring  pair, 

**VHln  are  the  upells,  the  DejiU-oyer 
Treuds  the  Douiduniei  t1<N)r." 

7%alaba,  a  Metrica  Romance 


Where'er  I  sit,  or  stand,  or  run. 

Ye  haunt  me  everywhere. 
Though  Job  had  patience  tough  enongfai 

Such  duplicates  would  try  it ; 
Till  one's  tium'd  oat  and  t'other  o^ 

We  shan't  have  peace  or  quiet 
But  small's  the  chance  that  Law  afibni*— 

Some  folks  are  daily  let  off; 
And,  'twixt  th'  Old  Bailey  and  the  Lords, 

They  both,  I  fear,  will  get  o£ 


THE  BOY  STATESMAN. 


BT  A  TORT. 


**That  boy  will  lie  the  death  of  me. 


ff 


Jif«a««#  s<  izmm. 


Ah,  Tories  dear,  our  ruin  is  near, 

With  St — 111 — y  to  help  us,  we  can't  but  fall ; 
Already  a  warning  voice  I  hear. 
Like  the  late  Charles  Mathews'  croak  in  my  ear, 

**  That  boy— that  boy'U  be  the  death  of  yoa  aU." 

He  will,  Gkxi  help  us ! — not  even  Scriblerios 
In  the  "  Art  of  Sinking**  his  match  could  be ; 

And  our  case  is  growing  exceeding  serious. 
For,  all  being  in  the  same  boat  as  he, 
If  down  my  Lord  goes,  down  go  we, 
Lord  Baron  Si — nl — y  and  Company, 

As  deep  in  Oblivion's  swamp  below 

As  such  "  Masters  Shallow"  well  could  gt> ; 

And  where  we  shall  all,  both  low  and  high, 

Embulm'd  in  mud,  as  forgotten  lie 

As  already  doth  Gr — h — m  of  Netberby  ! 

But  that  boy,  that  boy ! — there's  a  tale  I  know. 

Which  in  talking  of  him  comes  d  propoM, 

Sir  Thomas  More  had  an  only  son. 

And  a  foolish  lad  wais  that  only  one. 

And  Sir  Thomas  said,  one  day,  to  Uis  wife, 
My  dear,  I  can't  but  wish  you  joy. 
For  you  pray'd  for  a  boy,  and  you  now  have  a  bey, 
"  Who'll  continue  a  boy  to  the  end  of  his  life.*' 

Even  such  is  our  own  distressing  lot, 

With  the  ever-young  statesman  we  have  got ; 

Nay  even  still  worse  ;  for  Master  More 
Wasn't  more  a  youth  than  he'd  been  befor«. 
While  ours  such  power  of  boyhood  shows. 
That,  the  older  he  gets,  the  more  juvenile  he 


(( 


(( 


s  The  date  nf  this  sqnib  most  have  bees,  I  thtak,  i^xKi 
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And«  at  what  extreme  old  age  he'll  close 
IltM  Kchoolboy  course,  heaven  only  knows ; — 
Some  contury  hence,  should  he  reach  so  far, 

And  ourselves  to  witness  it  heaven  condemn, 
We  shall  find  him  a  sort  of  cub  Old  Parr, 

A  whipper-snapper  MethusaJem ; 
Nay,  ey*n  should  he  make  still  longer  stay  of  it. 
The  boy*ll  want  judgment,  ev'n  to  the  day  of  it! 
Meanwhile,  'tis  a  serious,  sad  infliction  ; 

And,  day  and  night,  with  awe  I  recall 
The  late  Mr.  Mathews'  solemn  prediction, 

<*That  boy'U  be  the  death,  the  death  of  you  all" 


LETTER 


FftOM  LARRT  O'BRANIOAN  TO  THE   REV.  MURTAOH 

o'mulxjoan. 

Arrar,  where  were  you,  Murthagh,  that  beautiful 
day? — 
Or,  how  came  it  your  riverence  was  laid  on  the 
shelf. 
When  that  poor  craythur,  Bobby — as  you  were 
away — 
Had  to  make  twice  as  big  a  Tom-fool  of  hiiMelf. 

Tliroth,  it  wasn't  at  all  civil  to  lave  in  the  lurch 
A  boy  so  desarving  your  tindh'rest  affection ; — 

Two  such  iligant  Siumase  twins  of  the  Church, 
As  Bob  and  yourself,  ne'er  should  cut  the  con- 
nection. 

If  thus  in  two  different  directions  you  pull, 

'Faith,   they'll    swear   that    yourself   and    your 
rivereud  brother 
Are  likf*  those  quare  foxes,  in  Gregory's  Bull, 
Whose   tails   were  join'd   orie   way,  while  th>7 
look'd  another  .'* 

Och  bless'd  be  he,  whoeomdever  he  be. 

That  help'd  soft  Magee  to  that  Bull  of  a  Letther! 
Not  cv'n  my  own  self,  though  I  sometimes  make 
free 
At  such   bull-manufacture,  could  make  him  a 
betthes. 


1  **Tnii  will  Increase  the  enmity  with  which  they  are  re- 
ftarded  by  their  auoclates  In  heresy,  thas  tying  these  foxes 
by  the  imIIs.  that  their  fnces  may  tend  In  oppoaite  directions.* 
—Bob's  PuU,  read  at  Exeter  Hall.  Jaly  14. 

>  **  An  Ingenlons  device  of  my  learned  friend.**— Bob*s 

*  Had  I  eoflsolied  only  my  own  wishes,  I  should  not  have 
allowed  thL«  hasty  attack  on  Dr.  Todd  to  have  made  its  ap> 


To  be  8»ire,  when  a  lad  takes  to  forgin*,  tliis  way, 
'Tisathrick  he's  much  timptcd  to  carry  on  gRyly; 

Till,  at  last,  his  '*  injanious  devices,"*  some  day. 
Show  him  up,  not  at  Exether  Hall,  but  th'  Ould 
Bailey. 

That  parsons  should  forge  thus  appears  mighty  odd, 
And  (as  if  somethin'  '*  odd"  in  their  natne9,  too, 
must  be,) 

One  forger,  of  ould,  was  a  riverend  Dod, 
While  a  riverend  Todd's  now  his  match,  to  a  T.' 

But,  no  matther  who  did  it — all  blessinr  betide  him, 

For  dishia'  up  Bob,  in  a  manner  so  nate  ; 
And  there  wanted  but  you,  Mtirthagh  'voumeen, 
beside  him, 
To  make  the  whole  grand  dish  of  bull<C£  com* 
plate. 


MUSINGS  OF  AN  UNREFORMED  PEER 

Op  all  the  odd  plans  of  this  monstronsly  queer  agOi 
The  oddest  is  that  of  refornSing  the  peerage ; — 
Just  as  if  we,  great  dons,  with  a  title  and  star, 
Did  not  get  on  exceedingly  well,  as  we  are, 
And  perform  all  the  functions  of  noodles,  by  birth, 
As  completely  as  any  born  noodles  on  earth. 

How  acres  descend,  is  in  law-books  display'd, 
But  we  as  to(>eacres  descend,  ready  made ; 
And,  by  right  of  our  rank  in  Debrett's  nomen- 
clature. 
Are,  all  of  us,  bom  legislators  by  nature  ; — 
Like  ducklings,  to  water  instinctively  taking. 
So  we,  with  like  quackery,  take  to  law-making ; 
And  God  forbid  any  reform  should  come  o'er  us. 
To  make  us  more  wise  than  our  sires  were  before  us. 

Th'  Egyptians  of  old  the  same  policy  knew — 
If  your  sire  was  a  cook,  you  must  be  a  cook  too : 
Thus   making,  from  father  to  son,  a  good   trade 

of  it. 
Poisoners  by  right,  (so  no  more  could  be  said  of  it,) 
The  cooks,  like  our  lordships,  a  pretty  mess  made 

of  it; 


pearance  In  this  Collection  ;  beln;  now  AiYly  convinced  that 
the  charge  brought  against  that  reverend  genfleinHn  of  ln> 
tending  to  pass  oflTas  genuine  his  Oinious  nuK^  Papnl  Letter 
was  altogether  unfounded.  Finding  it  tn  be  the  wish,  how 
ever,  of  my  reverend  (Vlend— as  I  am  now  glad  tft  be  permitted 
to  call  hini— that  both  the  wrong  and  the  reparation,  the  Ode 
and  the  Palinode,  shoulil  be  thus  placed  in  juxtapOHliloa,  i 
have  thought  it  but  due  to  him  to  comply  with  his  reqimt. 
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While,  famed  for  conservative  Btomachsi  th*  Egyp« 

tians 
Without  a  wry  face  bolted  all  the  preBcriptions. 

It  is  true,  weVe  among  as  some  peers  of  the  past, 
Wlio  keep  pace  with  tlie  present  most  awfully  fast — 
Fruits,  that  ripen  beneath  the  new  li^it  now  arising 
With  speed  that  to  ua,  old  conserves,  is  surprising, 
Conserves,    in    whom — potted,    for    grandmamma 

uses— 
'Twould  puzzle  a  sunbeam  to  find  any  juices. 
*Ti8  true,  too,  I  fear,  midst  the  general  movement, 
Ev'n  our   House,  God   help  it,  is  doomed  to  im- 
provement, 
And  all  its  live  furniture,  nobly  descended. 
But  sadly  worn  out,  must  be  sent  to  be  mended. 

With  moveables  'moug  us,  like  Br m  and  like 

D — rh — m. 
No  wonder  ev'n  fixtures  should  learn  to  bestir  'em ; 
And,  distant,  ye  gods,  be  that  terrible  day, 
When — as    playful    Old    Nick,    for    his   pastime, 

they  say. 
Flies  off  with  old  houses,  sometimes,  in  a  storm — 
So  ours  may  be  whipped  off,  some  night,  by  Reform; 
And,  as  up,  like  Loretto's  famed  house,*  through 

the  air. 
Not  angels,  but  devils,  our  lordships  Snall  bear, 
Grim,  radical  phizzes,  unused  to  the  sky, 
Shall  flit  round,  like  cherubs,  to  wish  us  "  good-by," 
While,  perch'd    up   on   clouds,  little   imps  of  ple- 
beians. 
Small  Grotes  and  O'Connulls,  shall  sing  lo  Poeans. 


THE  REVEREND  PAMPHLETEER. 

A    ROUANTIC   BALLAD. 

Oh,  have  you  heard  what  happM  of  late  ? 

If  not,  come  len:  an  ear, 
While  sad  I  state  the  piteous  fate 

Of  the  Reverend  Pampliletoer 

All  praised  his  skilful  jockeyship. 

Loud  ruug  the  Tory  cheer. 
While  away,  away,  with  spur  and  whip, 

AVent  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

The  nag  he  rode — how  could  it  err? 
'Twas  the  same  that  took,  last  year, 


1  The  Gm«  Santa,  supposed  to  have  been  carried  by  angels 
thraogh  the  air  fmoi  G:ililee  to  Italy 


That  wonderful  jomp  to  Exeter 
With  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer 

Set  a  beggar  on  horseback,  wise  men  ny, 
The  course  he  will  take  m  clear ; 

And  in  that  directu>n  lay  the  way 
Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

"  Stop,  stop,"  said  Truth,  but  vain  her  cry — 

Led  far  away  in  the  rear. 
She  heard  but  tiie  usual  gay  «  Good-by" 

From  her  faithless  Pamphleteer. 

You  may  talk  of  the  jumps  of  Homer't  gods, 
When  cantering  o*er  our  sphere — 

IM  back  for  a  bounce,  'gainst  any  odds. 
This  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

But  ah,  what  tumblce  f  jockey  hath  ! 

In  the  midst  of  his  career, 
A  file  of  the  Times  lay  right  in  the  path 

Of  the  headlong  Pamplileteer. 

Whether  he  tripp'd  or  shy'd  thereat, 

Doth  not  so  clear  appear : 
But  down  he  came,  as  his  sermons  flat— > 

This  Reverend  Pamphleteer ! 

Lord  King  himself  could  scarce  desire 

To  see  a  spiritual  Peer 
Fall  much  more  dead,  in  the  dirt  and  mire, 

Than  did  this  Pamphleteer. 

Yet  pitying  parsons,  many  a  day. 

Shall  visit  his  silent  bier. 
And,  thinking  the  while  of  Stanhope,  say, 

'*  Poor  dear  old  Pamphleteer ! 

"  He  has  finisird,  at  last,  his  busy  span, 

"  And  now  lies  coolly  here — 
'*  As  often  he  did  in  life,  good  man, 

"  Good,  Reverend  Pamphleteer  1" 


A  RECENT  DIALOGUE. 

A  Bishop  and  a  bold  dragoon. 

Both  heroes  in  their  way. 
Did  thus,  of  late,  one  afternoon, 

Unto  each  other  say  ; — 
"  Dear  bishop,*'  quoth  the  brave  hvraer, 

<*  As  nobody  denies 


less^ 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEiMS. 


619 


<*  That  you  a  wise  logician  are, 

"  And  I  am— otherwiae, 
**  Tis  fit  that  in  this  question,  we 

"  Stick  each  to  hia  own  art-^ 
"  That  yours  should  be  the  sophistry, 

"  And  mine  the  fighting  part 
"  My  creed,  I  need  not  tell  you,  is 

"  Like  that  of  W n, 

*'  To  whom  no  harlot  comes  amiss, 

**  Save  her  of  Babylon  ;' 
**  And  when  we*re  at  a  loss  for  words, 

'*  If  laughing  reasoners  flout  us, 
*'  For  lack  of  sense  we'll  draw  our  sworo^— 

"  The  sole  thing  sharp  about  us." — 
"  Dear  bold  dragoon,'*  the  bishop  said, 

"  'Tis  true  for  war  thou  art  meant ; 
"  And  reasoning — bless  that  dandy'head  ! 

"  Is  not  in  thy  department. 
"  So  leave  the  argument  to  me — 

"  And,  when  my  holy  labor 
**  Hatb  lit  the  fires  of  bigotry, 

"  ThouMt  poke  them  with  thy  sabre. 
**  From  pulpit  and  from  sentry-box, 

"  We'll  make  our  joint  attacks, 
"  I  at  the  head  of  my  Cassocks, 

**  And  you  of  your  Cossacks. 
^  So  here's  your  health,  my  brave  hussar. 

My  exquisite  old  fighter — 
**  Sdcceas  to  bigotry  and  war, 

"  The  musket  and  the  mitre  I" 
Thus  pray'd  the  minister  of  heaven — 

While  Y — k,  just  entering  then, 
Scored  out,  (as  if  some  Clerk  had  given 

His  nose  the  cue,)  '*  Amen." 

T.  B. 


THE  WELLINGTON  SPA. 

"And  drink  Miviom  to  our  woes.** — Anna  Matilda. 

1829. 

Talk  no  more  of  your  Cheltenham  and  Harrowgate 
springs, 
'TIS  from  Lethe  we  now  our  potations  must  draw ; 
Your  Lethe*s  a  cure  for — all  possible  thuigs. 

And  the  doctors  have  named  it  the  Wellington 
Spa. 

Other  physical  wtfters  but  cure  you  in  part ; 

One  cobbles  your  gout — t'other  mends  your  di- 
gestion^ 

1  GW  onlla  meretriz  dlsplleait  prcter  Dabylonleaai. 


Some   settle  your  stomach,  but   this— -hlem  your 
heart! — 
It  will  settle,  forever,  your  Catholic  Question. 

Unlike,  too,  the  potions  in  fashion  at  present. 
This  Wellington  nostrum,  restoring  by  stealthy 

So  purges  the  mem'ry  of  ail  that's  unpleasant, 
That  patients  forget  themselves  into  rude  health. 

For  instance,  th'  inventor — his  having  once  said 
**  He  should  think  himself  mad,  if,  at  any  one's 
call, 
"  He  became  what  he  is" — is  so  purged  from  hio 
head. 
That  he  now  doesn't  think  he's  a  madman  at  aU. 

Of  course,  for  your  mem'ries  of  very  long  staxid- 
mg— 

Old  chronic  diseases,  that  date  back,  undaunted. 
To  Brian  Boroo  and  Fitz-Stephens'  firat  lauding — 

A  dev'l  of  a  dose  of  the  Lethe  m  wanted. 

But  ev'n  Irish  patients  can  hardly  regret 
An  oblivion,  so  much  in  tlieir  own  native  style, 

So  conveniently  plann'd,  that,  whate'er  they  forget, 
They  may  go  on  rememb'riug   it  still,  all   tho 
whUe  t* 


A  CHARACTER. 


1834. 


Half  Whig,  half  Tory,  like  those  midway  things, 
'Twixt  bird  and  beast,  tliat  by  mistake  have  wings ; 
A  mongrel  Statesman,  'twixt  two  factious  nuraed, 
Who,  of  the  faults  of  each,  combines  the  worst — 
The  Tory's  loftiuess,  the  Whigling's  sneer. 
The  leveller's  rashness,  and  the  bigot's  fear  ; 
The  thirst  for  meddling,  reslleas  still  to  show 
How  Freedom's  clock,  repair'd  by  VVhigs,  will  go ; 
Th'  alann  when  others,  more  sincere  than  they, 
Advance  the  hands  to  the  true  time  of  day. 

By  Mother  Church,  high-fod  and  haughty  dame, 
The  boy  was  dandled,  in  his  dawn  of  fame  ; 
List'niug,    she    smiled,    and    bless'd    the    flippant 

tongue 
On  which  the  fate  of  unborn  tithe^pigs  hung. 
Ah,  who  shall  paint  the  grandam's  grim  dismay. 
When  loose  Reform  enticed  her  boy  away ; 
When,  sliock'd,  she  heard  him  ape  the  rabble's  tone, 
And,  in  Old  Sanim's  fate,  foredoom  her  own  ! 


s  The  only  pftmllel  I  know  to  this  nort  of  dUivton  is  to  be 
kmnd  In  n  line  of  the  Ime  Mr  A.  P.  Knight 

"  The  pleasing  memorj  of  thlnft  foffot.** 
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Grroaning  she  cried,   wliile  tears  roird  down  her 

«  Oh,  Lord  I#— ndh— rst, 

cheeks, 

**  Unmerciful  Iiord  L — odh — rst, 

"  Poor,  glib-tongued  youth,  he  means  not  what  he 

"  Corpses  we, 

speaks. 

'<  AU  burkM  by  thee, 

«  Like  oil  at  top,  these  Whig  professions  flow, 

"  Unmerciful  Lord  L— ndh— nt  l" 

"  But,  pure  as  lymph,  runs  Toryism  below. 

**  Alas,  that  tongue  should  start  thos,  in  the  raoey 

"  Avaunt,  ye  frights  !**  his  Lordship  fined, 

**  Ere  mind  can  reach  and  regulate  its  pace ! — 

"  Ye  look  most  glum  and  wbhely.** 

'*  For,  once   outstripp'd   by  tongue,   poor,   lagging 

«  Ah,  L— ndh— rst,  dear !"  the  flights  replied, 

mind. 

«  YouVe  used  us  anpolitely, 

"  At  every  step,  still  further  limps  behind. 

**  And  now,  ungrateftd  man !  to  drive 

"  But,  bless  the  boy  ! — whatever  his  wandering  be, 

<*  Dead  bodies  from  your  door  to, 

**  Still  turns  his  heart  to  1  oryism  and  me. 

«  Who  quite  corrupt  enough,  aliye, 

*<  Like  those  odd  shapes,  portrayed  in  Dante's  lay,* 

"  You've  made,  by  death,  still  roore  aok 

"  With   heads  fix*d   on,  the  wrong  and  backward 

"  Oh,  Ez-ChanceUor, 

way. 

"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor 

«  His  feet  and  eyes  pursue  a  diverse  track. 

*♦  See  thy  work, 

"  While   those  march  onward,  these   look   fondly 

"  Thou  second  Burke, 

back." 

"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor*** 

And  well  she  knew  him — well  foresaw  the  day, 

Which  now  hath  come,  when  enateh'd  from  Whigi 

Bold  L — ndh — ^rat  then,  whom  naught  conU  lu^ 

away. 

Awake,  or  surely  that  would. 

The  self-same  changeling  drops  the  mask  he  wore. 

Cried  "  Curse  you  all*'— fell  fast  asleep— 

And  rests,  restored,  in  granny's  arms  once  more. 

And  dreamt  of  *'  Small  v.  Attwood.** 

While,  shock'd,  the  bodies  flew  down  staiii, 

But  whither  now,  mix'd  brood  of  modem  light 

But,  courteous  in  their  panic. 

And  ancient  darkness,  canst  thou  bend  thy  flight  T 

Precedence  gave  to  ghosts  of  mayoza. 

Tried  by  both  factions,  and  to  neither  true. 

And  corpses  aldermanic. 

Fear*d  by  the  old  school,  laugh*d  at  by  the  new  ; 

Crying,  •*  Oh,  Lord  L— ndh— nt. 

For  this  too  feeble,  and  for  that  too  rash. 

"  That  terrible  Lord  L— ndh— nt. 

This  wantlug  more  of  Are,  that  less  of  flash  ; 

"  Not  Old  Scratch 

Lone  shall  thou  stand,  in  isolation  cold. 

**  Himself  could  match 

Betwixt  two  worlds,  the  new  one  and  the  old. 

"  That  terrible  Lord  L— ndh— rat" 

A  small  and  "  vex'd  Bermoothee,"  which  the  eye 

Of  venturous  seaman  sees — and  passes  by. 

a                          / 

THOUGHTS 

ON  TBB   LATB 

A  GHOST  STORY. 

DESTKUCTIVE  PROPOSITIONS  OP  TOE  TOEOSi 

TO  THE  AIR  OP   "  UNFOttTUNATB   MISS  BAILET.*' 

BY   A    COHMON-COUNC&LJlAJf. 

1635. 

1835^ 

Not  long  in  bed  had  L — ndh — rst  lain. 

I  SAT  me  down  in  my  easy  chair. 

When,  as  his  lamp  buni'd  dimly. 

To  read,  as  usual,  the  morning  papers ; 

The  ghosts  of  corporate  bodies  slain,* 

But — who  shall  describe  my  look  of  de^Nur, 

Stood  by  his  bedside  grimly. 

When  I  came  to  Lefroy's  "  destructive*'  capen! 

Dead  aldennen,  who  once  could  feast, 

That  he — that,  of  all  live  men,  Lefh>y 

But  now,  themselves,  are  fed  on. 

Should  join  in  the  cry,  **  Destroy,  deotroy !" 

And  skeletons  of  mayors  deceased. 

Who,  ev'n  when  a  babe,  as  Fve  heard  said. 

Tliis  doleful  chorus  led  on  : — 

On  Orange  conserve  was  chiefly  fed. 

"  Che  dalle  renl  ere  tnmato  *l  volto, 

*  These  verses   srere  written  la  reference  to  the  BUI 

E  indietm  venir  11  cnnvenia, 

brought  In  at  this  time,  for  the  reform  of  Gi«rporetioaa.  ui 

Perch*  *\  veder  dinanxl  ere  lor  tolto.** 

the  sweeping  amendments  pniposed  bv  Ijord  Lyodhorst  sai 

>  Rpf^rrinc  ui  the  line  taken  by  Lurd  L— ndh^  Tst,  on  the 

other  Tory  Peers,  In  order  to  obstract  the  nBtfanva. 

qiiosr  jn  of  Municipal  Reforoi. 

* 
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And  never,  till  now,  a  movement  made 
That  wasuH  most  manfully  retrograde  I 
Only  think — to  sweep  from  thn  light  of  day 
Mayors,  maces,  criers,  and  wigs  away ; 
To  annihilate — never  to  rise  again — 
A  whole  generation  of  aldermen, 
Nor  leave  them  ev*n  th'  accustom*d  tolls, 
To  keep  together*their  bodies  and  souls ! — 
At  a  time,  too,  when  snug  posts  and  places 

Aro  falling  away  from  us  one  by  one. 
Crash — cnu«h — like  the  mummy-cases 

Belzoni,  in  Ejrypt,  sat  upon. 
Wherein  lay  pickled,  in  state  sublime. 
Conservatives  of  the  ancient  time ; — 
To  choose  such  a  moment  to  overset 
The  few  snug  nuisances  left  us  yet ; 
To  add  to  the  ruin  that  round  us  reigns. 
By  knocking  out  mayors*  and  town-clerks'  brains ; 
By  dooming  l.   eorporate  bodies  to  fall, 
Till  they  leave,  at  last,  no  bodies  at  all- 
Naught  but  the  ghosts  of  by -gone  glory, 
Wrecks  of  a  world  that  once  was  Tory ! 
Where  pensive  criers,  like  owls  unblest, 

Robb'd  of  their  roosts,  shall  still  hoot  o*er  them ! 
Nor  mayors  shall  know  where  to  seek  a  nest, 

Till  Gaily  Knight  shall /n J  one  for  them  ; — 
Till  mayors  and  kings,  with  none  to  rue  *em. 

Shall  perish  all  in  one  common  plague ; 
And  the  sovereigns  of  Belfast  and  Tuam 

Must  joir  their  brother,  Charles  Dix,  at  Prague. 

Thus  mused  I,  in  my  chair,  alone, 

(As  above  described,)  till  dozy  grown, 

And  nodding  assent  to  r^  own  opinions, 

I  found  myself  borne  to  sleep*s  dominions. 

Where,  lo,  before  my  dreaming  eyes, 

A  new  House  of  Commons  appeared  to  rise, 

Whoee  living  contents,  t^  fancy's  survey, 

Seem'd  to  me  all  tum*d  topsy-turvy — 

A  jumble  of  polypi — nobody  knew 

Which  ^as  the  head  or  which  the  queue. 

Here,  Ingl's,  tum*d  to  a  sans-culotte. 

Was  dancing  the  hays  with  Hume  and  Groto ; 

There,  ripe  for  riot,  Recorder  Shaw 

Was  learning  from  Roebuck  "  Qa-ira  ;*' 

While  Stanley  and  Graham,  as  poissarde  wenches, 

Scream'd  "  d  bas  !**  from  the  Tory  benches  ; 

And  Peel  and  0*Connell,  cheek  by  jowl. 

Ware  dancing  an  Irish  carmagnole. 

• 
1  h-i  Lor  J  ineserve  us ! — if  dreams  come  true, 
Wi«t  is  this  hapless  realm  to  do? 


t  A  term  formed  on  the  model  of  the  Mastodon,  Ite. 


ANTICIPATED  MEETING 
or  mm 

!         BRmSII  ASSOCIATION  IN  THE  YEAIl  3838. 

183S. 

After  some  observations  from  Dr.  M*Grig 

On  that  fosstle  reliquum  call'd  Petrified  Wig, 

Or  Perruquolithus — a  specimen  rare 

Of  those  wigs,  made  for  antediluvian  wear. 

Which,  it  seems,  stood  the  Flood  without  turning  a 

hair- 
Mr.  Touikins  rose  ap,  »nd  requested  attention 
To  facts  no  less  wondrous  which  he  had  to  mention. 

Some  large  fossil  creatures  had  lately  been  found 
Of  a  species  no  longer  now  seen  above  ground. 
But  the  same  (as  to  Tomkins  most  clearly  appears) 
With  those  animals,  lost  now  for  hundreds  of  years, 
Which  our   ancestors   nsed  to  call  "  Bishops^'  and 
"  Peers,"  [stow*d  on. 

But  which  Tomkins  more  erudite  names  has  be- 
Having  calPd  the  Peer  fossil  th'  ArMtocratodon,' 
And,  finding  much  food  under  t'other  one's  thorax. 
Has  cliristen'd  that  creature  th'  Episcopus  Vorax. 

Lest  the  savantes  and  dandies  should  think  this  all 

fable, 
Mr.  Tomkins  most  kindly  produced  on  the  table, 
A  sample  of  each  of  these  species  of  creatures. 
Both  tol'rably  human,  in  structure  and  features. 
Except  that  th'  Episcopus  seems,  Lord  deliver  us ! 
To've  been  carnivorous  as  well  as  granivorous  ; 
And  Tomkins,  on  searching  its  stomuch,  found  there 
Large  lumps,  such  as  no  modem  Ftomach  could  bear. 
Of  a  substance  call'd  Tithe,  upon  which,  as  'Us  said. 
The  whole  Genus  Clericuni  formerly  fed ; 
And  which  having  lately  himKcif  decompounded. 
Just  to  see  what  'twas  made  of,  he  actually  found  it 
Composed  of  all  possible  cookable  things 
That  e'er   tripp*d    upon   trotters    or    soar'd    upon 

wings — 
All  products  of  earth,  both  gramineous,  herbaceous, 
Hordeaceous,  fabaceous,  and  eke  farinaceous. 
All  clubbing  tlieir  quotas  to  glut  the  ccsophagus 
Of  this  ever  greedy  and  grasping  Tithophagus.* 
"  Admire,"  ezclaim'd  Tomkins,  "  the  kind  dispensa- 
tion 
By  Providence  shed  on  tliis  much-favor'd  nation, 
In  sweeping  so  ravenous  a  race  from  the  earth, 
That    might    else    have    occasion'd    a    general 
dearth — 
**  And  thus  burying  'em,  deep  as  even  Joe  Huiue 

would  sink  'em, 
"  With  the  Ichthyosaurus  and  Palsorynchum, 

*  7*he  Eoolocical  term  for  a  tithe-eater. 
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**  And  other  queer  ei'devant  thiugs,  under  ground — 
<*  Nut  forgetting  that  foesilizod  youth/  so  renowned, 
"  Who  lived  just  to  wltneas  the  Dehige — was  grati- 
fied 
"  Much  by  tlie  sight,  and  has  since  been  found 
stratified .'" 

Tfiis  picturesque  touch^^uite  in  Tonikinb  a  way — 
Cail'd  forth  from  the  sanantes  a  general  hurrah  ; 
While  inquiries  among  them  weut  rapidly  round, 
Ab  to  where  this  young  stratified    man   could   be 

found. 
The  "Icam'd  ThebanV*  discourse  next  as  livelily 

flow*d  on, 
To  sketch  t'other  wonder,  th*  Arwtocratodon — 
An  auimal,  dififering  from  most  human  creatuies 
No  so  much  in  sprech,  inward  structure,  or  features, 
As  in  having  a  certain  excrescence,  T.  said, 
W^hich  in  form  of  a  coronef  grew  from  its  head, 
And  devolved  to  its  hein>,  when  the  creature  was 

dead; 
Nor  mattered  it,  while  this  heir-loom  was  trans- 
mitted. 
How  unfit  were  the  heads,  so  tho  coronet  fitted. 

He  then  mention'd  a  strange  zoological  fact. 
Whose  announcement  appeared  much  applause  to 

attract. 
In  France,  said  the  learned  professor,  this  race 
Had  so  noxious  become,  in  some  ceuturies*  space, 
From  their  numbers  and  strength,  iliat  the  land  was 

o'errun  with  *em, 
Every  one's  question  being,  "What's  to  be  done 

with  'em  ?" 
When,  lo!  certain  knowing  ones — savans,  ma.yhapy 
Who,  like    Bucklaud's  deep   followers,  understood 

trajx* 
Siyly  hinteo  that  naught  upon  earth  was  so  good. 
For  Art.stocratodon8,  wheu  rair.punt  and  rude. 
As  to  stop,  or  curtail,  their  allowance  of  food. 
This  expedient  was  tried,  and  a  proof  it  affords 
Of  th'  effect  that  short  connnons  will  have  upon 

lords ; 
For  this  whole  race  of  bi|)edij,  one  fine  summer's 

morn, 
Shed  iheir  coronets,  just  us  a  deer  sheds  his  horn. 
And  tho  moneut  these  gf»wjru\V8  fell  off,  they  became 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creature — so  harmless  and  tame, 
That  zoologists  might,  for  the  first  time,  maintain  'cm 
To  be  near  akin  to  the  genus  humanum. 
And  ih'  experiment,  tried  so  successfully  then, 
Should  be  kept  in  remembrance,  when  wanted  again. 


1  The  man  found  hy  Schpuclizer.  nnd  Knppo«od  by  him  to 
Jmvewiinrsfifd  ilie  Dt'lugfr,  ( *hi>m<>dlluvii  testis.'*)  but  who 
tniued  out,  I  am  sorry  to  »jiy,  to  be  merely  a  greut  lizard. 


SONGS  OF  THE  CiroRCH. 
No.1. 

LEAVE  ME  ALOXE. 

A  PA8T0BAL  BALLAI>. 

"  We  are  ever  standing  on  the  defensive.  All  lint  «e  af 
to  them  is,  *  leave  v«  alone,*  The  EstablUhed  Church  bpul 
and  parcel  of  the  constitution  of  this  coanuy.  Yon  aie  booatf 
to  conform  to  this  constltoUon.  We  Ask  of  yoa  oolhiK 
more  ',—let  us  o/one.**— Letter  in  7!l«  TVmm,  Not.  1838L 

I8BL 
Come,  list  to  my  pastoral  tones, 
In  clover  my  shepherds  I  keep ; 

My  stalls  are  all  fumish*d  with  drones. 
Whose  preaching  invites  one  to  sleep. 

At  my  spirit  let  infidels  scofF, 

So  they  leave  but  the  substance  my  own ; 

For,  in  sooth,  Vm  extremely  well  off. 
If  the  world  will  but  let  me  alone. 

Dissenters  are  grumblers,  we  know ; — 

Though  excellent  men,  in  their  way, 
Tliey  never  like  things  to  be  so. 

Let  thiugs  be  however  they  may. 
But  dissenting's  a  trick  I  detest ; 

And,  besides,  'tis  an  axiom  well  known. 
The  creed  that's  best  paid  is  the  Best, 

If  the  unpaid  would  let  it  alone 

To  me,  I  own,  very  surprising 

Your  Newmans  and  Puseys  all  seem, 

Who  start  first  with  ration^izing. 
Then  jump  to  the  other  extreme 

Far  better,  'twixt  nonsense  and  sense, 
A  nice  half-way  concern,  like  oiur  own. 

Where  piety's  mix'd  up  with  pence, 

'    And  the  latter  are  ne^er  left  alone. 

Of  all  our  tormentors,  the  Press  is 

The  one  that  most  tears  us  to  bits  ; 
And,  now,  Mrs.  VV^oolfrey's  "  excesees" 

Have  thrown  all  its  imps  into  fits. 
The  dcv'ls  have  been  at  us,  for  weeks, 

And  there's  no  saying  when  they'll  have  done  ;— 
Oh  dear,  how  I  wish  Mr.  Breeks 

Had  left  Mrs.  Woolfrey  alone  I 

If  any  need  pray  for  the  dead, 

'Tis  those  to  whom  post-obits  fall ; 
Since  wisely  hath  Solomon  said, 

'Tie  "  money  that  auswereth  all.** 

«  rarticulnrly  the  formation  called  7Vai»r«*i,'«a  Tmpu 
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But  ouiB  be  the  patrons  who  live  ; — 

For,  once  in  their  glebe  they  are  thrown, 

The  dead  have  no  living  to  give, 
And  therefore  we  leave  them  alone. 

TnoQgh  in  morale  we  may  not  excel, 

Such  perfection  is  rare  to  be  had ; 
A  good  life  is,  of  course,  very  well, 

But  good  living  is  also— not  bad. 
And  when,  to  feed  earth-worms,  I  go. 

Let  tliis  epitaph  stare  from  my  stone, 
*'  Here  lies  the  Rigiit  Rev.  so  aud  so  ; 

"  Pass,  stranger,  aud — leave  him  alone.** 


EPISTLE  FROM   HENRY  OF  EX-T— R 
TO  JOHN  OF  TUAM. 

Dear  John,  as  I  know,  like  our  brother  of  London, 
You've  sipp*d   of  all  knowledge,  both  sacred  and 

mundane. 
No  doubt,  in  some  ancient  Joe  Miller,  you've  read 
What  Cato,  that  cunning  old  Roman,  once  said — 
That  he  ne'er  saw  two  rev'rend  soothsayers  meet. 
Let  it  be  where  it  might,  in  the  shrine  or  the  street, 
Without  wondering  the   rogues,  *mid  their  solemn 

grimaces, 
Didn't  burst  out  a  laughing  in  each  other's  iaces.' 
What  Cato  then  meant,  though  'tis  so  long  ago, 
Even  we  in  the  present  times  pretty  well  know ; 
Having  soothsayers  also,  who— sooth  to  say,  John — 
Are  no  better  in  some  points  than  those  of  days  gone. 
And  a  pair  of  whom,  meeting,  (between  you  and  me,) 
Might  laugh  in  their  sleeves,  too— all  lawn  though 

they  be. 
But  this,  by  the  way — my  intention  being  chiefly 
In  this,  my  first  letter,  to  hint  tp  you  briefly, 
That,  seeing  how  fond  you  of  Tuum*  must  be. 
While  Meum*a  at  all  times  the  main  point  witii  me. 
We  scarce  could  do  better  than  fonn  an  alliance, 
To  set  thefse  sad  Anti-Church  times  at  defiance : 
You,  John,  recollect,  being  stilt  to  embark. 
With  no  share  in  the  firm  but  your  title'  and  mark  ; 
Or  ev'n  should  you  feel  in  your  grandeur  inclined 
To  call  yourself  Pope,  why,  I  shouldn't  much  mind ; 
While  my  church  as  usual  holds  fast  by  your  Tuum, 
And  every  one  else's,  to  make  it  all  Suum. 

Thus  allied,  I've  no  doubt  we  shall  nicely  agree. 
As  no  twins  can  be  liker,  in  most  points,  than  wo  ; 

>  Mirari  fe,f\  aufnir  nofiarcm  a^piciens  sibl  tempcraret  a  ri^in. 
>  So  spelled  in  th*Me  ancient  versicles  which  John,  wo 
ondentand,  fre«iuenUy  chants : — 

**  Had  every  one  Bunm, 
You  wouldn't  have  Taam, 


Both  specimens  choice  of  that  miz'd  sort  of  beast, 
(See  Rev.  ziiL  1.)  a  political  priest ; 
Both  mettlesome  ekargerg,  both  brisk  pamphleteen. 
Ripe  and  ready  for  all  that  sets  men  by  the  ears ; 
And  I,  at  least  one,  who  would  scorn  to  stick  longer 
By  any  giv'n  cause  than  I  found  it  the  stronger. 
And  who,  smooth  in  my  turnings  as  if  on  a  swivel, 
When  the  tone  ecclesiastic  wo'n't  do,  try  the  eiviL 

In  short  (not  to  bore  yon,  ev'n  jure  divine) 
We've  the  bame  cause  in  common,  John — all  but 

the  rhino ; 
And  that  vulgar  surplus,  whate'er  it  may  be, 
As  you're  not  used  to  cash,  John,  you'd  best  leave 

to  me. 
And    60,  without    form — as  the    postman    wo*n*t 

tarry — 
Pm,  dear  Jack  of  Tuam, 

Yours, 

EXKTER  HaRKY. 


SONG  OF  OLD  PUCK. 

"  And  those  things  do  best  please  me. 
That  bcfkll  prepMstemusly.** 

Puck  Juaiur,  Midtummtr  Mighft 

Who  wants  old  Puck  ?  for  here  am  I, 
A  mongrel  imp,  'twixt  earth  aud  sky, 
Ready  alike  to  crawl  or  fly  ; 
Now  in  the  mud,  now  in  tlie  air. 
And,  so  'tis  for  mischief,  reckless  where. 

As  to  my  knowledge,  there's  no  end  to't. 
For  where  1  haven't  it,  I  pretend  to't ; 
And,  'stead  of  taking  a  leam'd  degree 
At  some  dull  university, 
Puck  found  it  handier  to  commence 
With  a  certain  share  of  impudence, 
AVhich  passes  one  ofl*  as  leam'd  aud  clever, 
Beyond  all  other  degrees  whatever; 
And  enables  a  man  of  lively  sconce 
To  be  Master  of  all  the  Arts  at  once. 
No  matter  what  the  science  may  he- 
Ethics,  Physics,  Theology, 
Mathematics,  Hydrostatics, 
Aerostatics  or  Pneumatics — 
AVhatover  it  be,  I  take  my  luck, 
'Tis  all  the  same  to  ancient  Puck ; 


But  I  shoald  have  Meam, 

And  sing  Te  Deoiu." 
*  For  his  keeping  the  Utie  he  nmy  quote  classfeal  aatho- 
rity,  as  Horace  expressly  says,  "  Potcris  seniAr*  Tx-un."— 
De  Jiri,  PoeU  v.  339.— Glr»iuc/«. 
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Whoee  head's  so  full  of  all  sorts  of  waretf, 
That  a  brother  imp,  old  Smugden,  swears 
If  I  had  but  of  law  a  little  smatt'ringf, 
I*d  then  be  perfect^ — which  is  flatt*ring. 

My  skill  as  a  lin^ist  all  must  know 
Who  met  me  abroad  some  months  ago  ; 
(And  heard  me  abroad  exceedingly,  too, 
In  the  moods  and  tenses  of  parUz-vouSt) 
When,  as  old  Chambaud*s  shade  stood  mute, 
I  spoke  such  French  to  the  Institute 
As  puzzled  those  leanied  Thebans  much, 
To  know  if  Hwas  Sanscrit  or  High  Dutch, 
And  might  have  passM  with  th'  unobserving 
As  one  of  the  unknown  tongues  of  Irving. 
As  to  my  talent  for  ubiquity, 
There's  nothing  like  it  in  all  antiquity.' 
Like  Mungo,  (my  peculiar  care,) 
"  Tm  here,  I'm  dere,  I'm  ebery  where."* 
If  any  one's  wanted  to  take  the  chair. 
Upon  any  subject,  anywhere, 
Just  look  around,  and — Puck  is  there  ! 
When  slaughter's  at  hand,  your  bird  of  prey 
Is  never  known  to  be  out  of  the  way  ; 
And  wherever  mischiefs  to  be  got, 
There's  Puck  instanter,  on  the  spot 

Only  find  me  in  negus  and  applatise. 

And  I'm  your  man  for  any  cause. 

If  wrong  the  cause,  the  more  my  delight ; 

But  I  don't  object  to  it,  ev'u  when  right. 

If  I  only  can  vex  some  old  friend  by't ; 

There's  D — rh — m,  for  instance  ; — to  worry  him 

Fills  up  my  cup  of  bliss  to  the  brim ! 

(note  by  the  editor.) 

Those  who  are  anxious  to  run  a  muck 

Cau't  do  better  than  join  with  Puck  ; 

They'll  find  him  ban  (liable — spite  of  his  phiz — 

And,  in  fact,  his  great  ambition  is, 

AVhile  playing  old  Puck  in  first-rate  style. 

To  I;e  thought  Robin  Goodfellow  all  the  while. 


POLICE  REPORTS. 

CASE  OF  IMPOSTURE. 

Ajion'g  Other  stray  flashnien,  disposed  of,  this  week, 
Was   a    youngster,  named   St — nl — y,  genteelly 
coiinccled, 

»  Vcrb;iliin.  as  salil.    This  tribute  Is  only  cqunllcd  by  thnt 

of  THiIcyriincI  to  hU  mcilicul  frieml.  Dr. :  "  II  se  connuit 

en  loat;  et  nt^iiip  un  |ieu  en  ni6dectne.** 

a  Song  In  "The  Pzidlock." 


Who  has  lately  been  passing  off*  coins,  as  antique^ 
Which  have  proved  to  be  8ham,  ones,  thwghkaf 
unsuspected. 

The  ancients,  our  readers  need  hardly  be  told. 
Had  a  coin  they  call'd  **  Talents,"  for  wholenle 
demands ;' 
And  'twas  some  of  said  coinage  this  yoath  was  r 
bold 
As  to  fancy  he'd   got,  God   knows  how,  is  hii 
hands. 

People  took  him,  however,  like  fools,  at  his  word ; 

And  these  talents  (all  prized  at  hu  own  valoatioa) 
AV'ere  bid  for,  with  eagerness  ev'n  more  absurd 

Than  has  often  distinguish'd  this  great  thinklsf 
nation. 

Talk  of  wonders  one  now  and  then  sees  advertised, 
"  Black   swans" — "  Queen  Anne  farthings'*— or 
ev'n  "  a  child's  caul" — 
Much  and  justly  as  all  these  rare  objects  are  prized, 
"St — nl — y's     talents"     outdid     them    awai, 
farthings,  and  all  * 

At  length,  some  mistmi'       this  coin  got  abroad ; 
Even   quondam  believers  began  much  to  doobt 
of  it; 
Some  rung  it,  some  rubb'd  it,  suspecting  a  fraod-^ 
And  the  hard  rubs  it  got  rather  took  the  ahim 
out  of  it 

Others,  wishing  to  break  the  poor  prodigy's  fall. 
Said   'twas  known  well  to  all  who  had  statfied 
the  matter. 
That   the   Greeks  had  not  only  great  talents  but 
small,* 
And  those  found  "on  the  youngster  were  clearly 
the  latter. 

While  others,  who  view'd  the  grave  farce  with  a 
grin- 
Seeing   counterfeits  pass    thus    for    coinage  fo 
massy, 
By  way  of  a  hint  to  the  dolts  taken  in, 
Appropriately  quoted  Budsus  de  As^e. 

In  short,  the  whole  sham  by  degrees  was  found  oat, 
And  this  coin,  which  tliey  chose    by  such  fine 
names  to  call, 

Provr>d  a  mere  lacker'd  article — showy,  no  doubt. 
But,  ye  gods,  not  the  true  Attic  Talent  at  all. 

•  For  an  account  of  the  coin  cnllcd  Tnlents  by  the  aacwnis 
see  niidn-uii  de  Assc.nnd  the  other  writer*  de  Re  Nnmu«rli. 

4  The  Tnlentuin  Magnum  and  the  TaleotQin  Atlicnsi  Vf- 
pear  tu  have  been  the  same  coin. 
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As  th'  impostor  was  still  yonng  enoagh  to  repent, 
And,  besides,  had  some  claims  to  a  grandee  con- 
nection, 
Their  Worships— considerate  for  once— only  sent 
The  young  Thimblehg  off  to  the  lloose  of  Cor- 
rection. 


REFLECTIONS. 

ADDEESSSD  TO  THE  AUTHOR  OP  TUB  ARTICLE  OP  THE 
CHURCH,  IN  THE  LAST  NUMBER  OP  THE 

QUARTERLY  REVIEW. 

I*ic  quite  of  your  mind ; — though   these  Pats  cry 
aloud 
That  they've  got  "too  much  Church,"  'tis  all 
nonnense  and  stuff; 
For  Church  is  like  Love,  of  which  Figaro  vow'd 
That  even  too  much  of  it's  not  quite  enough. 

Ay,  dose  them  with   parsons,  'twill  cure  all  their 
ills  ;— 
Copy  Morison's   mode  when   from   pill-box  un- 
daunted he 
Poura  through  the  patient  his  black -coated  plUs, 
Nor  cares  what  their  quality,  so  there's  but  quan- 
tity. 

I  verily  think,  'twould  be  worth  England's  while 
To  connder,  for  Paddy's  own  benefit,  whether 

Twoald  not  be  as  well  to  give  up  the  green  ble 
To  the  care,  wear  aud  tear  of  the  Church  alto- 
gether. 

The  Irish  are  well  used  to  treatment  so  pleu^iuut ; 
The  harlot  Church  gave  them  to  Henry  Planta- 
genel,* 
And   now,  if  King  William  would  make  them  a 
present 
To  t'other  chaste  lady — ye  Saints,  just  imagine 
it! 

Chief   Sees.,    Lord-Lieutenants,    Commanders-in- 
chief, 
Might   then    all  bo    cull'd    from    th'   episcopal 
benches ; 
While  colonels  in  black  would  afford  some  relief 
From  the  hue  that  reminds  one  of  th'  old  scarlet 
wench's. 


Think  how  fierce  at  a  charge  (being  practised 
therein) 
The  Right  Reverend  Brigadier  Ph«-ll — tts  would 
slash  on ! 
How  General  Bl — ^mf — d,  through  thick  and  tlutmgk 
thin, 
To  the  end  of  the  chapter  (or  chapters)  would 
dash  on ! 

For,  in  one  point  alone  do  the  amply  fed  race 

Of  bishops  to  beggars  similitude  bear- 
That,  set  them  on  horseback,  in  full  steeple  chase. 
And  they'll  ride,  if  not  pull'd  up  in  time— you 
know  where. 

But,  bless  yon,  in  Ireland,  that  matters  not  much. 
Where  afiairs  have  for  centuries  gone  the  same 
way; 
And  a  good  stanch  Conservative's  system  is  such 
That  he'd  back  even  Beelzebub's  long-founded 
sway. 

I   am  therefore,   dear   Quarterly,   quite   of  your 
mind ; — 
Churr.h,  Church,  in   all   shapes,  into  Erin  let's 
pour; 
Aud  the  more  she  rejecteth  our  med'cine  so  kind. 
The  more  let's  repeat  it — **  Black  dose,  as  be- 
fore." 

Let  Coercion,  that  peace-maker,  go  hand  in  hand 
With  demure-eyed  Conversion,  fit  siiiter  and  brc- 
ther; 

And,  covering  with  prisons  and  churches  the  land. 
All  that  won't  go  to  one,  we'll  put  into  the  other. 

For  the  sole,  leading  maxim  of  us  who're  inclined 
To  rule  over  Ireland,  not  well,  but  religiously, 
Is  to  treat  her  like  ladies,  who've  just  been  con- 
fiued, 
(Or  who  ought  to  be  so)  aud  to  ehureh  her  pro- 
digiously. 


t  En  fait  (Tamoor,  tiop  m%mt  n*est  pas  asses. — 
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Barbisrii 


NEW  GRAND  EXHIBITION  OF  M0DEI5 

OP  THE 
TWO  HOUSES  OF  PARLLVMENT. 

Come,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  here  ye  may  view 
An  exact  aud  uat'ral  representation 

s  Grant  of  Ireland  to  Henry  II.  by  Pops  Adrtoa. 
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(Like  Siburn'i  Model  of  Waterloo*) 
Of  the  Lords  and  Commons  of  this  here  nation. 

There  they  are— all  cut  out  in  cork — 
The  "  Collective  Wisdom**  wondrous  to  see ; 

My  eyes !  when  all  them  heads  are  at  work, 
What  a  Vastly  weighty  consam  it  must  be. 

As  for  the  "  wisdom," — tJiat  may  come  anon  ; 

Though,  to  say  truth,  we  sometimes  see 
(And  find  the  phenomenon  no  uncommon  'un) 

A  man  who's  M.  P.  with  a  head  that's  M.  T. 

Our  Lords  are  rather  too  small,  'tis  true ; 

But  they  do  well  enough  for  Cabinet  shelves ; 
And,  besides, — wkat*»  a  man  with  creetun  to  do 

That  make  such  toerry  small  figures  themselves  7 

There— don't  touch  those  lords,  my  pretty  dean— 
(Aside.) 
Curse  the  children ! — ^this  comes  of  reforming  a 
nation : 
Those  meddling  young  brats  have  so  damaged  my 
peers, 
I  must  lay  in  more  cork  for  a  new  creation. 

Them  yonder's  our  bishops — "  to  whom  much  is 


giveu 


t$ 


And  who're  ready  to  take  as  much  more  as  you 
please : 
The  seera  of  old  times  saw  visions  of  heaven. 
But  these  holy  seers  see  nothing  but  Sees. 

Like  old  Atlas,*  (the  chap,  in  Cheapside,  there  be- 
low,) 
'Tis  for  so  much  per  cent,  they  take  heaven  on 
their  shoulders ; 
And  joy  'tis  to  know  that  old  High  Church  and 
Co., 
Though    not   capital   priests,  are   such    capital- 
holders. 

There's  one  on  'em,  Ph — lip — ts,  Wiio  now  is  away, 
As   we're    having    him    fiU'd    with    bumbustible 
stuff, 

Small  crackers  and  squibs,  for  a  great  gala-day, 
When  we  annually  fire  his  Right  Reverence  off. 

*T would  do  your  heart  good,  ma'am,  then  to  be  by, 
AVhen,  bursting  with  gunpowder,  'stead  of  with 
bile. 
Crack,  crack,  goes  the  bishop,  while  dowagers  cry, 
j        <*  How  tike  the  dear    man,  both  in  matter  and 
styls !" 

2  One  of  the  most  inieresting  and  curious  of  al  the  exhi- 
Udcni  of  the  (Jay, 


Should  you  want  a  few  Peers  and  M.  P.*,  to  bwtwr, 
As   presents   to    friends,    we    can    rnrniniiw 
these  .••— 
Our  nobles  are   come   down    tc   nine-peneat  !■ 
know. 
And  we  charge  but  a  penny  a  piece  for  M.  Fx 

Those  of  bottle'CorVB  made  take  most  with  the  trade 
(At  least,  'mong  such  as  my  Irish  writ  sammaii^ 
Of  old  whiskey  corks  oiur  O'Connellt  are  made. 
But  those  we  make  Shaws  and  Lefroys  of,  wt 
rum  *uns. 
So,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  Sui  &c. 

Da  Capo. 


ANNOUNCEMENT 


or 


A  NEW  GRAND  ACCELERATION  COMPAKT 


roa  TBB  paoMonoii  op 


THE  SPEED  OF  LITERATURE. 


Loud  complaints  being  made,  in  these 

times. 
Of  too  slack  a  supply,  both  of  prose  works  aad 

rhymes, 
A  new  Company,  form'd  on  the  keep-moving  plan, 
First  proposed  by  the  great  firm  of  Catch -'em-friio- 

can. 
Beg  to  say  they've  now  ready,  in  full  wind  and  ipecd, 
Some  fast-going  authors,  of  quite  a  new  breed — 
Such  as  not   he  who  runs  but  who  gallops  may 

read — 
And  who,  if  i^rell  curried  and  fed,  they've  no  doobc, 
Will  b«>ai  ev'n  Bentley's  swift  stud  out  and  out 
It  Is  tnie,  in  these  days,  such  a  drug  is  renown, 
We've  "  Immortals"  as  rife  as  M.  P.s  about  tonn ; 
And  not  a  Blue's  rout  but  can  off-haud  supply 
Some  invalid  bard  who's  insured  **  not  to  die." 
Still,  let.  England  but  once  try  our  authors,  ibell 

find 
How  fast  they'll  leave  ev'n  these  Immortals  behind ; 
And  how  truly  the  toils  of  Alcides  were  light. 
Compared  with  his  toil  who  can  read  all  they  vrita 

In  fact,  there's  no  saying,  so  gainful  the  trade. 
How  fast  immortalities  now  may  be  made ; 
Since  Helicon  never  will  want  an  "  Uud}-ing  One,' 
As  long  as  the  public  continues  a  Buying  Oue ; 

fl  The  sign  of  the  Inanrance  Offiee  In  Cheapside. 
*  Prodncing  a  bag  full  of  lords  and  fenUemen. 
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And  the  Company  hope  yet  to  witneas  the  hour, 
When,    by    strongly    applying    the    mare«motive* 

power, 
A  three-decker  novel,  'mid  oceans  of  pruse, 
Bfay  be  written,  launched,  read,   and — forgot)  i» 

three  days ! 

In  addition  to  all  this  stapendous  celerity, 

Which— to  the  no  small  relief  of  posterity — 

Vnyn  off  at  sight  the  whole  debit  of  fame, 

Nor  troubles  futurity  ev'n  with  a  name, 

(A  project  that  wo'u*t  as  much  tickle  Tom  Tegg  as 

Since  twill  rob  him  of  his  second-priced  Pegasus ;) 
We,  ije  Company — still  more  to  show   how  im- 
mense 
Is  the  power  o'er  the  mind  of  pounds,  shillings,  and 

pence; 
And  that  not  even  Plicebus  himself,  in  our  day. 
Could  get  up  a  lay  without  first  an  outlay — 
Beg  to  add,  as  our  literature  soon  may  compare. 
In  its  quick  make  and  vent,  with  our  Birmuigham 

ware. 
And  it  doesn't  at  all  matter  in  either  of  these  lines, 
How  »kam  is  the  article,  so  it  but  shines, — 
We  keep  authors  ready,  all  perch'd,  pen  in  hand. 
To  write  off,  in  any  given  style,  at  command. 
No  matter  what  bard,  be  he  living  or  dead,* 
AdK  a  work  from  his  pen,  and  'tis  done  soon  as  said : 
There  being,  on  th'  establishment,  six  Walter  Scotts, 
One  capital  Wordsworth,  and  Southeys  in  lots ; — 
Throe  choice  Mrs.  Nortons,  all  singing  like  syrens, 
While  most  of  our  pallid  young  clerks  are  Lord 

Byrons. 
Then  we've  •••s  and  •••s,  (for  whom  there's  small 

call,) 
And  •**9  and  •••s,  (for  whom  no  call  at  all.) 

In  short,  whosoe'er  the  last  "  Lion"  may  be, 
We've  a  Bottom  who'll  copy  his  roar*  to  a  T, 
And  so  well,  that  not  one  of  the  buyers  who've  got 

*em 
Can  tell  which  is  lion,  and  which  only  Bottom. 

N.  B. — ^The  company,  since  they  set  up  in  this  line. 
Have  moved  their  concern,  and  are  now  at  the  sign 
Of  the  Muse's  Velocipede,  Fleet  Street,  where  all 
Who  wifth  well  to  the  scheme  are  invited  to  caU. 


>  **  nris  money  makes  the  mare  to  go.** 
•  We  have  lodgtnfi  apart  for  onr  posthnmons  people. 
As  ws  tad  that,  If  left  with  the  live  ones,  they  keep  IIU 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LATE  DINNER 

TO  DAN. 

From  tongue  to  tongue  the  nmior  flew ; 
All  ask'd,  aghast,  « Is't  true?  is't  true?" 

But  none  knew  whether  'twas  fact  or  fable : 
And  still  the  unholy  rumor  ran, 
From  Tory  woman  to  Tory  man. 

Though  none  to  come  at  the  tnith  was  ablfr— 
Till,  lo,  at  last,  the  fact  came  out. 
The  horrible  fact,  beyond  all  doubt. 

That  Dan  had  dined  at  the  Viceroy's  table  ; 
Had  flesh'd  his  Popish  knife  and  fork 
In  the  heart  of  th'  Establish'd  mutton  and  pork! 

Who  can  forget  the  deep  sensation 

That  ncMTs  produced  in  this  orthodox  nation  7 

Deans,  rectors,  curates,  all  agreed, 

If  Dan  was  allow'd  at  the  Castle  to  feed, 

'Twaa  cleariy  all  up  with  the  Protestant  creed ! 

There  hadn't,  indeed,  such  an  apparition 

Been  heard  of,  m  Dublin,  since  that  day 
When,  during  the  first  grand  exhibition 

Of  Don  Giovanni,  that  naughty  play. 
There  appcar'd,  as  if  raised  by  necromancers. 
An  extra  devil  among  the  dancers ! 
Yes— ev'ry  one  saw,  with  fearful  thrill. 
That  a  devil  too  much  had  join'd  the  quadrille : 
And  sulphur  was  smelt,  and  the  lamps  let  fall 
A  grim,  green  light  o'er  the  ghastly  ball. 
And  the  poor  sham  devils  didn't  like  it  at  all ; 
For,  they  knew  from  whence  th'  intruder  had  oonie, 
Though  he  left,  that  night,  his  tail  at  home. 

This  fact,  we  see,  is  a  parallel  case 

To  the  dinner  that,  some  weeks  since,  took  place. 

With  the  diflerence  slight  of  fiend  and  man. 

It  shows  what  a  nest  of  Popbh  sinners 
That  city  must  be,  where  the  devil  and  Dan 

May  thus  drop  in,  at  quadrilles  and  dinners ! 

But,  mark  tlie  end  of  these  foul  proceedings. 
These  demon  hops  and  Popish  feedings. 
Some  comfort  'twill  be— to  those,  at  least, 

Who've  studied  this  awful  dinner  question- 
To  know  that  Dan,  on  the  night  of  that  feast. 

Was  seized  with  a  dreadful  indigestion  ; 
That  envoys  were  sent,  post-haste,  to  his  priest. 
To  come  and  absolve  the  suffering  sinuor. 
For  eating  so  much  at  a  heretic  dinner ; 
And  some  good  people  were  even  afraid 
That  Peel's  old  confectioner— still  at  the  trade- 
Had  poison'd  the  Papist  with  orangeade, 

s  **  Bottom :  Let  me  play  the  lion ;  I  will  roar  JCM  as 
'twere  any  nlshtlnptale.*' 
*  History  of  the  Irish  stage. 
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NEW  HOSPITAL  FOR  SICK  LITERATI. 

With  all  humility  we  beg 

To  iaform  the  public,  that  Tom  Tegg — 

Known  for  his  spunky  speculations. 

In  buying  up  dead  reputations, 

And,  by  a  mode  of  galvanizing 

Which,  all  must  own,  is  quite  surprising, 

Making  dead  authors  move  again. 

As  though  they  still  were  living  men  ;-^ 

All  this,  too,  managed,  in  a  trice. 

By  those  two  magic  words,  **  Half  Price," 

Which  brings  the  charm  so  quick  about. 

That  worn-out  poets,  left  without 

A  second  foot  whereon  to  stand, 

Are  made  to  go  at  second  hand  ; — 

'Twill  please  the  public,  we  repeat. 

To  learn  that  Tegg,  who  works  this  feat, 

And,  therefore,  knows  what  care  it  needs 

To  keep  alive  Fame's  invalids, 

;las  oped  an  Hospital,  in  town. 

For  cases  of  knock'd-up  renown — 

Falls,  fractures,  dangerous  Epic  fits, 

(By  some  caird  Cantotf)  Btah^  from  wits ; 

And,  of  all  wounds  for  which  they're  nursed. 

Dead  eutt  from  publishers,  the  wor«t ;— • 

All  these,  and  other  such  fatalities. 

That  happen  to  frail  immortalities, 

^y  T*gg  are  so  expertly  treated, 

That  oil-times,  when  the  cure's  completed. 

The  patient's  made  robust  enough 

To  stand  a  few  more  rounds  of  puff, 

Till,  like  the  ghosts  of  Dante's  lay, 

He's  puff'd  into  thin  air  away  ! 

As  titled  poets  (being  phenomenons) 

Don't  like  tc  mix  with  low  and  common  'uns, 

Tegg's  Hospital  has  separate  wards, 

Express  for  literary  lords, 

Where  /wose-peere,  of  immoderate  length, 

Are  nursed,  when  they've  outgrown  their  strength. 

And  poets,  whom  their  friends  despair  of, 

Are — put  to  bed  and  taken  care  of 

Tegg  begs  to  contradict  a  story, 
Now  current  both  with  Whig  and  Tory, 
That  Doctor  W— rb— t— n,  M.  P., 
Well  known  for  his  antipathy, 
His  deadly  hate,  good  man,  to  all 
The  race  of  poets,  great  and  small — 
So  much,  that  he's  been  heard  to  own, 
He  would  most  willingly  cut  down 
The  holiest  groves  on  Pindus'  mount, 
To  turn  the  timber  to  account! — 
The  story  actually  goes,  that  ho 
Prescribes  at  Tegg's  lafumary ; 


And  oft,  not  only  strata,  for  spite. 
The  patients  in  tlieir  copy-right, 
But  that,  on  being  call'd  m  lately 
To  two  sick  poets,  tnfiisriDg  greatly. 
This  vaticidal  Doctor  sent  them 
So  strong  a  dose  of  Jeremy  Bentham, 
That  one  of  the  poor  bards  but  cried, 
"  Oh,  Jerry,  Jerry  !**  and  then  died  ; 
While  t'other,  though  leas  stuff  was  given, 
Is  on  his  road,  'tis  fear'd,  to  heaven ! 

Of  this  event,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
Tegg  means  to  say  no  more  at  preseDtr— 
Intending  shortly  to  prepare 
A  statement  of  the  whole  afiair, 
With  full  accounts,  at  the  same  time, 
Of  some  late  cases,  (prose  and  rhyme,) 
Subscribed  with  every  author's  name. 
That's  now  on  the  Sick  list  of  Fame. 


RELIGION  AND  TRADE. 

"  sir  Robert  Peel  beliored  it  was  necessary  to  oriffssli  il 
resperting  religioo  and  cmde  lo  a  OonuBiUee  of  tlMlkws.* 
—Church  ExteBswn,  May  S2, 1830. 

Sat,  who  was  the  wag,  indecoronsly  witty. 
Who,  first  in  a  statute,  this  libel  conveyed ; 

And  thus  slyly  referred  to  the  self-same  committM, 
As  matters  congenial,  Rehgion  and  Trade? 

Oh  surely,  my  Ph — lip— ts,  'twas  thoa  didst  tfas 
deed ; 
For  none  but  thyself,  or  some  pIuralMt  brother, 
Accustom'd  to  mix  up  the  craft  with  the  creed, 
Could  bring  such  a  pair  thus  to  twin  with  eadi 
other. 

And  yet,  when  one  thinks  of  times  present  vak 
gone. 
One  is  forced  to  confess,  on  matorer  reflection, 
That  'tisn't  in  the  eyes  of  conmiitteev  alone. 
That  the  shrine  and  the  shop  seem  to  have  soms 
connection. 

Not  to  mention  those  monarchs  of  Asia's  iLt  land, 
Whose  civil  list  all  is  in  "  god-money"  paid ; 

And  where  the  whole  people,  by  royal  command. 
Buy  their  gods  at  the  govemment  mart,  ready 
made  ;*— 


>  The  BiraiBBs  may  not  bny  the  sacredl 
mast  purcbaso  flf  ares  of  the  deity  already 


lBBass.tei 


J 
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There  was   dso   (as  mentionM,  in  rhyme  and  in 
|>roee«  ■) 
Gold  heap*d,  throughout  Egypt,  on  every  shrine, 
Tc    malLe    rings    for    rigtit    reverend    crocodiles* 
noses— 
Jost  such  as,  my  Ph — lip— ts,  would  look  well  in 
thine. 

hit  one  needn't  fly  off,  in  this  erudite  mood ; 

And  *tis  clear,  without  going  to  regions  so  sunny, 
That  priests  love  to  do  the  Iratt  possible  good, 

For  Jie  largest  most  possible  quantum  of  money. 

"  t)f  him,*'  saith  the  text,  "  unto  whom  much  is 
given, 
**  Of  him  much,  in  turn,  will  be  also  required  :**— 
''By  me,'*   quoth   the   sleek   and   obese   man  of 
heaven — 
**  Give  as  much  as  you  will — ^more  will  still  be 
desired." 


More  money!  more  churches!— ^h  Nimrod,  hadst 
thou 
*Stead   of   Toioer-extension,  some  shorter  way 
gone— 
Hadst  thou  known  by  what  methods  we  mount  to 
heaven  now. 
And  tried  CAurcA-extension,  the  feat  bad  been 
done  ! 


MUSINGS, 


I 
L 


BT   TIIB    LATE    rROMOTION  OF  MXS.  NKTH- 
KRCOAT. 


**The  irtdow  Nethereoat  Is  nppolntad  Jailer  of  LoughrMU  in 
the  coom  of  her  deceased  husband.** — Uwurick  Cktvuielt. 

WHrniER  as  queeu*  or  subjects,  in  these  days, 
Women  seem  fonn*o  to  grace  alike  each  station ; — 

As  Captain  Flaherty  gallantly  says, 
**  You,  ladies,  are  the  lords  of  the  creation  !** 

Thns  o*er  my  mind  did  prescient  visions  float 
Of  all  that  matchless  woman  yet  may  be ; 

When,  hark,  in  rumors  less  and  less  remote. 
Came  the  glad  news  o'er  Erin's  ambient  sea. 

The  important  news— that  Mrs.  Nethereoat 
Had  been  appointed  jailer  of  Loughrea ; 

Yes,  mark  it,  History — Nethereoat  is  dead, 

And  Bin.  N.  now  rales  his  realm  instead  ; 

Hen  the  high  task  to  wield  th'  uplocking  keys, 

To  rivet  rogues  and  reig^n  o'er  Rupparees ! 


Thus,  while  your  Uust'rers  of  the  Tory  school 
Find  Ireland's  sanest  sons  so  hard  to  rule, 
One  meek-eyed  matron,  in  Whig  doctrines  nnmd, 
Is  all  that's  ask'd  to  curb  the  maddest,  worst ! 

Show  me  the  man  that  dares,  with  Uoshlesi  brow, 

Prate  about  Erin's  rage  and  riot  now ; — 

Now,  when  her  temperance  forms  her  sole  excess ; 

When  kmg-loved  whiskey,  fading  from  her  sight, 
"  Small  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  leas," 

Will  soon,  like  other  spirits,  vanish  quite ; 
When  of  usd  coats  the  number's  grown  so  small, 

That  soon,  to  cheer  the  warlike  parMni*s  eyes, 
No  glimpse  of  scarlet  will  be  seen  at  all. 

Save  that  which  she  of  Babylon  supplies  ,*^ 
Or,  at  »fae  roost,  a  corporal's  guard  will  be, 

Of  Ireland's  red  defence  the  sole  remains ; 
While  of  its  jails  bright  woman  keeps  the  key, 

And  captive  Paddies  languish  in  her  chains ! 

Long  may  such  lot  be  Erin's,  long  be  mine ! 

Oh  yes^if  ev'u  this  worid,  though  bright  it  shine 
In  Wisdom's  eyes  a  prison-house  must  be, 

At  least  let  woman's  hand  our  fetters  twine. 
And  blithe  111  sing,  more  joyous  than  if  free, 
The  Nethercoats,  the  Nethercoats  for  me ! 


INTENDED  TRIBUTE 

TO  TRB 

AUTHOR  or  AN  ARTICLE  IS  TIIB  LAST  NUMBER  OF  1  •!■ 
aUARTERLT    REVIEW, 

BsrrrLBO 
"  ROMANISM  IN  IRELANa*' 

It  glads  us  much  to  be  able  to  say. 
That  a  meeting  b  flx'd,  for  some  early  day. 
Of  all  such  dowagers— Ae  or  sAe— 
(No  matter  the  sex,  so  they  dowagers  be,) 
Whose  opinions,  concerning  Church  and  State, 
From  about  the  time  of  the  Curfew  date- 
Stanch  sticklers  still  for  days  bygone. 
And  admiring  them  for  their  rust  alon^— 
To  whom  if  we  would  a  leader  give. 
Worthy  their  tastes  conservative 
We  need  but  some  mummy-statesman  raise. 
Who  was  pickled  and  potted  in  Ptolemy's  days ; 
For  thaVe  the  man,  if  waked  from  his  shelf. 
To  conserve  and  swaddle  this  world,  like 


Such,  we're  happy  to  state,  are  the  old  ^-dames 
WhoVe  met  in  committee,  and  given  their  namesb 
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(In  good  hierogl)  phics,)  with  kind  intent 

To  pay  8ome  handsome  compliment 

To  their  eister-aiithort  the  nameleeB  he, 

Who  wrote,  in  the  last  new  Quarterly, 

That  charming;  assault  upon  Popery  ; 

An  article  justly  prized  by  them, 

As  a  perfect  antediluvian  gem — 

The  work,  as  Sir  Sampson  Legend  would  say, 

Of  some  **  fellow  the  Flood  couldn't  wash  away."' 

The  fraid  being  raised,  there  remained  but  to  see 
What  the  dowager-author  s  gift  was  to  be. 
And  here,  I  must  say,  the  Sisters  Blue 
Show'd  delicate  taste  and  judgment  toa 
For,  finding  the  poor  man  suiiering  greatly 
From  the  awful  stuff  he  has  thrown  up  lately — 
So  much  so,  indeed,  to  the  alarm  of  all. 
As  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  what  doctors  call 
The  Antipapistico-monomania, 
(I*m  sorry  with  such  a  long  word  to  detain  ye,) 
They've  acted  the  part  of  a  kind  physician, 
By  suiting  their  gift  to  the  patient's  condition  ; 
And,  as  soon  as  'tis  ready  for  presentation, 
We  shall  publish  the  facts,  for  the  gratification 
Of  this  highly -favor'd  and  Protestant  nation. 

Meanwhile,  to  the  great  alarm  of  his  neighbors, 
He  still  continues  his  Quarterly  labors ; 
And  often  has  strong  No-Popery  fits. 
Which  frighten  his  old  nurse  out  of  her  wits. 
Sometimes  he  scroams,  like  Scrub  in  the  play,' 
"  Thieves  I  Jesuits  !  Popery  !"  night  and  day  ; 
Takes  the  Printer's  Devil  for  Doctor  Dens,' 
And  shies  at  him  heaps  of  High -church  pens  ;* 
Which  the  Devil  (himself  a  touchy  Dissenter) 
Feels  all  in  his  hide,  like  arrows,  enter. 
'Stead  of  swallowiug  wholesome  stuff  from  the  drug- 
gist's. 
He  will  keep  raving  of  "  Irish  Tliuggists  ;'" 
Tells  us  they  all  go  murd'ring,  for  fun. 
From  rise  of  mom  till  set  of  sun. 
Pop,  pop,  as  fast  as  a  minute-gun  I* 
If  osk'd,  how  comes  it  the  gown  and  cassock  aro 
Safe  and  fat,  'mid  this  genemi  massacre — 
How  haps  it  that  Pat  s  own  population 
But  swarms  the  more  for  this  trucidation — 


1  See  Congreve's  Love  for  Love. 

s  Bcuux  Siratagem. 

>  The  writer  of  the  article  has  groped  aboau  with  much 
success,  in  what  he  calls  "  the  dark  tecessea  of  Dr.  Dona's 
disquisitions." — Quarteri^  Review. 

*  "  Pny.  may  we  asic,  has  there  been  any  relieliious  move- 
ment nf  Popery  in  Ireland,  since  the  plainting  of  the  Ulster 
colonies,  in  which  something  of  the  kind  was  not  visible 
among  the  Presbyterians  of  the  North  Y" — ibid. 


lie  refers  you,  for  all  such  memoranda. 
To  the  "  archives  of  the  Propagandm  /"* 

This  is  all  we've  got,  for  the  present,  to  Hf-* 
But  shall  take  up  the  subject  some  fatura  day 


GRAND  DINNER  OF  TYPE  AND  CO 


A  rOOR  rOETS  DREAM.* 


As  I  sate  in  my  stud}',  lone  and  still. 
Thinking  of  Sergeant  Talfoard*8  BUI, 
And  the  speech  by  Lawyer  Sugden  made, 
In  spirit  congenial,  for  "  the  Trade," 
Sudden  I  sunk  to  sleep,  and,  lo. 

Upon  Fancy's  reinless  night-more  fiittiag, 
I  found  myself,  in  a  second  or  so. 
At  the  table  of*  Messrs  Type  and  Ca 
With  a  goodly  group  of  diners  sitting ;— > 
All  in  the  printing  and  publishing  Lne, 
Dress'd,  I  thought,  extremely  fine. 
And  sipping,  like  lords,  their  rosy  wine ; 
While  I,  in  a  state  near  inanition. 

With  coat  that  hadn't  much  nap  to 
(Having  just  gone  into  its  second  edition,} 

Was  the  only  wretch  of  an  author  there. 
But  think,  how  great  was  my  surprise. 
When  I  saw,  in  casting  round  my  eyes. 
That  the  dishes,  sent  up  by  Type's  she-cooks. 
Bore  all,  in  appcarauce,  the  shape  of  books ; 
Large  folios — God  knows  whcro  they  got  'em. 
In  these  small  times — at  top  and  bottom ; 
And  quartos  (such  as  the  Press  provides 
For  no  one  to  read  them)  down  the  sides. 
Then  flashed  a  horrible  thought  on  my  brain, 
And  I  said  to  myself,  "  'Tis  all  too  plain ; 
"  Like  those,  well  known  in  school  qnotatSons^ 
Who  ate  up  for  dinner  their  own  relational 
I  see  now,  before  me,  smoking  here, 
*'  The  bodies  and  bones  of  my  brethren  dear )— 
*'  Bright  sons  of  the  lyric  and  epic  Muse, 
"  All  cut  up  in  cutlets,  or  hasli'd  in  stews ; 


If 


f( 


*  "  Lord  Lorton,  for  Instance,  who,  for  cleariog  bb  esiaii 
of  a  village  of  Irish  Thufgfsts,**  Jcc,  Itc— QMrter/f  Rt 
view. 

■  *'  Observe  bow  murder  aiter  mwder  U  oomaiiUed  Ukt 
minnte-guns.**— ifriil. 

*  "  Might  not  the  archives  of  the  PropagaiMia  poaiiMy 
supply  the  key  1" 

c  Written  dnrlni;  the  late  agitation  of  the  quMllaa  ^ 
Copyright. 
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*'  Thtir  workt,  a  light  thitragh  ages  to  go, 
•*  Themte.ltet,  eaten  up  by  Type  and  Co  !" 

While  thus  I  moralixed,  on  they  went, 

FUitiing  the  fve  most  excellent ; 

And  all  so  kindly,  brother  to  brother. 

Helping  the  titbits  to  each  other ; 

"  A  slice  of  Soulhey  let  me  send  you" — 

"  This  cut  of  Campbell  I  recommend  you" — 

<*  And  here,  my  friends,  is  a  treat  indeed, 

**  The  immortal  Wordsworth  fricasseed  !'* 


I    Thus  having,  the  oonnorants,  fed  some  time, 
I    Upon  joints  of  poetry — all  of  the  prime— 

With  also  (as  Type  in  a  whisper  averr*d  it) 

"Cold   prose   on   the   sideboard,  for  such  as  pre- 
ferr'd  it"— 

They  rested  awhile,  to  recruit  their  force. 

Then  pounced,  like  kites,  on  the  second  course. 

Which     was    singing-birds    merely  —  Moore    and 
others — 

Who  all  went  the  way  of  their  larger  brothers ; 

And,  numerous  now  though  such  songsters  be, 

'Twaa  really  quite  distressing  to  see 

A  whole  dishful  of  Toms — Moore,  Dibdin,  Bayly, — 

Bolted  by  Type  and  Co.  so  gayly ! 

Nor  was  this  the  worst — I  shudder  to  think 
What  a  scene  was  disclosed  when  they  came  to  drink 
The  warriors  of  Odin,  as  every  one  knows, 
Used  to  drink  out  of  skulls  of  slanghter*d  foes : 
And  Type*s  oki  port,  to  my  horror  I  found. 
Was  in  skulls  of  bards  sent  merrily  round. 
And  still  as  each  well-fiird  cranium  came, 
A  health  was  pledged  to  its  owner*s  name  ; 
While  Type  said  slyly,  *midst  general  laughter, 
<*  We  eat  them  up  first,  then  drink  to  them  after." 

There  was  no  standing  this — ^incensed  I  broke 
From  my  bonds  of  sleep,  and  indignant  woke, 
EUclaimiog,  "  Oh  shades  of  other  times, 
**  Whose  voices  still  sound,  like  deathless  chimes, 
I   '*  Could  you  e'er  have  foretold  a  day  would  be, 
I    "  When  a  dreamer  of  dreams  should  live  to 
I    "  A  pcuty  of  sleek  and  honest  John  Bulls 
I   <*  Hobnobbing  each  other  in  poets*  skulls !" 


1  **  For  a  certain  man  named  Demetriot,  a  allvemnlth, 
whkh  niMie  shrloea  lor  Qtans,  bniuftht  no  ^mnll  pUn  nnto 
ths  cmfUuuen ;  wtmoi  he  ciiJIed  uigriher  with  the  w«irknien 
01  tike  oecupntkm.  and  snlJ.  Sirs,  ye  know  that  by  thU  craft 
ws  have  oar  wealth."— .^et^r,  six. 


CHURCH  EXTENSION. 

TO  TBB  BDITOa  OF  TUB   KOamifO  CBaOKICLB. 

sir,— A  well-known  classical  traveller,  while  employed  In 
exploring,  some  time  since,  the  supposed  site  of  the  Tteroplt 
of  Diana  of  Ephesos,  wns  so  fnnanate.  In  the  coarse  of  his 
researches,  as  to  light  upon  a  ver>*  ancient  bark  mnnoscript, 
which  has  tamed  oat,  on  examination,  to  bo  part  of  an  old 
Ephesian  newspajwr :— a  newspaper  pahli^hed,  as  yon  will 
see.  so  far  back  as  the  time  when  DemeUius,  the  great 
8hrUie-£xtender,>  flourished.  I  am,  Sir,  yours,  4ee. 

ErilESlAN  GAZETTE. 

Second  tditicm. 
Important  event  for  the  rich  and  religions ! 

Great  Meeting  of  Silversmiths   held   iu   Queen 
Square ; — 
Church    Extension,   their   object, — th*    excitement 
prodigious ; — 
Demetrius,  head  man  of  the  craft,  takes  the  chair ! 

Third  tiitivn. 

The  Chairman  still  up,  when  our  der    ?ame  away ; 

Having  prefaced  his  speech  with  t*  o  usual  state 

prayer,  [day. 

That  the  Three-hcaded   Dian*  would   kindly,  this 

Take  the  Silversmiths'  Company  under  her  care. 

Being  ask*d  by  some  low,  unoetablish'd  divines, 
*'  When  your  churches  are  up,  where  are  flocks 
to  be  got?" 
He  manfully  answered,  «  Let  us  build  the  shrines,' 
"  And  we  care  not  if  flocks  are  found  for  them 
or  not** 

He  then   added — to   show   that   the   Silveiamiths* 
Guild 
Were  above  all  confined  and  intolerant  views— 
"  Only  pay  through  the  nose  to  tlie  altun  we  build, 
*'  You  may  pray  through  the  nose  to  what  altars 
you  choose. 


. »» 


This  tolerance,  rare  from  a  shrine-dealer's  lip, 
(Though  a  tolerance  mix*d  with  due  taste  for  the 
tUI,)— 
So  much  charm*d  all  the  holders  of  scriptural  scrip. 
That  the'ur  shouts  of  "  Hear !"  "  Hear !"  are  ro- 
echoing  still. 

f\mrtk  edititn. 
Great  stir  in  the  Shrine  Market !  altars  to  Phoebus 
Are  going  dog-cheap— may  be  had  for  a  rebus. 
Old  Dian's,  as  usual,  outsell  all  the  rest ; — 
But  Venue's  also  are  much  iu  request 

•  Trta  Virirlnis  ora  Dinne. 

s  The  **  shrines**  are  supposed  to  h»ve  been  ncel. 
churches,  or  chnpels,  adjoining  lo  the  grett  temples;— 
**  nUculae,  in  q.ui  us  status  reponebantur.** — Esasm. 


632 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


"^ 


LATEST  ACCOUNTS  FROM  OLYMPUS. 

As  nowt  from  Olymptu  has  grown  rather  rare, 
B'uuit  bards,  in  their  cruises,  have  ceased  to  touch 
there, 
0  extract  for  oar  readers  th'  intelligence  given. 
In  our  latest  accounts  from  that  ci-devant  heaven — 
That  realm  of  the  By-gones,  where  still  sit,  in  state, 
Old  god-heads  and  nod-heads,  now  long  out  of  date. 

Jove  himself,  it  appears,  since  his  love-days  are  o'er. 

Seems  to  find  immortality  rather  a  bore  ; 

Thougli  ho  still  asks  for  news  of  earth^s  capers  and 

crimes. 
And    reads    dully   his    pld    folIow-Thund*rer,   the 

Times.  [peck*d  are, 

He  and  Vulcan,  it  seems,  by  their  wives  still  heu- 
And  kept  on  a  stinted  allowance  of  nectar. 

Old  Phoebus,  poor  lad,  has  given  up  inspiration, 
And  pack*d  off  to  earth  on  a  /n^^-speculation. 
The  fact  is,  he  found  his  old  shrines  had  grown  dim. 
Since  burds  look'd  to  Beutley  and  Colbum,  not  him. 
So,  ho  sold  oiThis  stud  of  ambrosia-fed  nags. 
Came  incog,  down  to  earth,  and  now  writes  for  the 

Magg; 
Taking  cure  tliat  his  work  not  a  gleam  hath  to 

linger  in*t,  [finger  in't 

From  which  men  could  guess  that  the  god  had  a 

There  are  other  small  facts,  well  deserving  attention. 
Of  which  our  Olympic  dispatches  make  mention. 
Poor  Bttcchus  is  still  very  ill,  they  allege. 
Having  never  recovered  the  Temperance  PIed<^e. 
**  What,  the  Irish !"  he  cried—*'  those  I  looked  to 

the  most ! 
*'  If  they  give  up  the  apirit,  I  give  up  tlio  ghost  :*' 
While  Momiis,  who  used  of  the  gods  to  make  fun, 
la  tuni*d  Socialist  now,  and  doclares  there  are  none ! 

But  Uieee  changes,  thou^  curious,  are  al.  r  mere 

farce, 
C(unpared  to  the  new  "  casus  belli**  of  Mars, 
Who,  for  years,  has  been  suffering  the  horrors  of 

quiet, 
Uncheer'd  by  one  glimmer  of  bloodshed  or  riot ! 
In  vain  from  the  clouds  his  belligerent  brow 
Did   he    pop   forth,  in   hopes   that  somewhere  or 

somehow, 
I^ike  Pat  at  a  fair,  he  might  "  coax  up  a  row  :** 
But  the  joke  wouldn't  take — the  whole  world  had 

(jot  wiser ; 
Men  liked  not  to  take  a  Great  Gun  for  adviser ; 
And,  still  less,  to  march  in  fine  clothes  to  be  shot, 
Willioul  vcf)*  well  knowing  for  whom  or  foi  what 


The  French,  who  of  daoghter  had  bad  their  fid! 

swing. 
Were  content  with  a  shot,  new  and  the^i*  at  their 

King;  j 

While,  in  England,  good  ngming  s  a  pastime  w  bai  ' 

to  gain,  ; 

Nobody*s  left  to  fight  with,  init  Lord  C — rd — g— a.  j 

*Tis  needless  to  say,  then,  how  monstrously  happy 
Old  Mars  has  been  made  by  what*8  now  on  the  tapit 
How  much  it  delights  him  to  see  the  French  rally. 
In  Liberty's  name,  around  Mehemet  Ali ; 
Well  knowing  that  Satan  himself  could  not  find 
A  confection  of  mischief  much  more  to  his  mind 
Than  the  old  Bonnet  Rouge  and  the  Bashaw  oom- 

bined. 
Right  well,  too,  he  knows,  that  there  ne'er  were 

attackers, 
Whatever  their  cause,  that  they  didu*t  find  backeis; 
While  any  slight  care  for  Humanity's  woes 
May  be  soothed  by  that  "  Art  Diplomatique,''  whkh 

shows 
How  to  come,  in  the  most  approved  method,  to  bkma 

This  is  all,  for  to-day — whether  Mars  is  mnch  vex*d 
At  his  friend  Thiers's  exit,  we'll  know  by  our 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  FARCE. 

Our  earth,  as  it  rolls  through  the  regions  of 

Wears  alwa)*^  two  faces,  the  dark  and  the  sunuy ; 

And  poor  human  life  runs  the  same  sort  of  race, 
Be'uig  sad,  on  one  side— on  the  other  side,  fnnay. 

Thus  od  we,  at  eve,  to  the  Haymarket  hie. 

To  weep  o'er  the  woes  of  Macready ; — but  scares 

Hath  the  tear-drop  of  Trageuy  pass'd  from  the  eye. 
When,  lo,  we're  all  laughing  in  fits  at  the  Faxes. 

And  still  let  us  laugh — preach  the  world  as  it  may — 
Where  the  cream  of  the  joke  is,  the  swarm  wiS 
soon  follow ; 

Heroics  are  very  grand  things,  in  their  way. 

But  the  laugh  at  the  kmg  run  will  carry  it  hoBov. 

For  instance,  what  sermon  on  human  affairs 
Could  equal  the  scene  that  took  place  t'other  day 

'Twixt  Romeo  and  Louis  Philippe,  on  the  staira— 
The  Sublime  and  Ridiculoos  mectii^  half-way ! 


Yes,  Jocos  *  gay  god,  whom  the  Gentflca 
And   whose  wordiip  not  ev'o  amo^ 

declines. 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


633 


In  oar  senate  thon'rt  langubh*d  since  Sheridan  died, 
But  Sydney  still  keeps  thee  alive  in  our  shrines. 

Rare  Sydney !  thrice  honor'd  the  stall  where  he  sits, 
And  be  his  every  honor  he  deigneth  to  climb  at ! 

Had  England  a  hierarchy  fonn*d  all  of  wits, 

Who  but  Sydney  would  England  proclaim  as  its 
primate  7 

And  long  may  he  flourish,  frank,  merry,  and  brave — 

A  Horace  to  hear,  and  a  Paschal  to  read ;' 
While  he  laughs,  all  b  safe,  but,  when  Sydney 
grows  grave. 
We  shall  then  think  the  Church  is  in  danger  tn- 
deed. 

Meanwhile,  it  much  glads  as  to  find  he*s  preparing 

To  teach  other  bishops  to  **  seek  the  right  way  ;*** 

And  means  shortly  to  treat  the  whole  bench  to  an 

airing, 
Just  such  as  he  gave  to  Charles  James  t*other  day. 

For  our  parts,  though  gravity *s  good  for  the  soul. 
Such  a  fancy  have  we  for  the  side  that  there's  fun  on, 

We*d  rather  with  Sydney  southwest  take  a  **  stroll," 
Than  eoach  it  northeast  with   his  Lordship  of 
Lunnuu. 


THOUGHTS  ON  PATRONS,  PUFFS,  AND 
OTHER  MATTERS. 

IN  AX  EPISTLE  FROM  T.  II.  TO  B.  R. 

What,  thou,  my  fnend !  a  man  of  rhymes. 
And  better  still,  a  man  of  guineas, 

To  tall  of  ** patrons,"  in  these  times, 

Wh  3  authors  thrive,  like  spinning  jennies, 

And  Arkwright's  twist  and  Bulwer's  page 

Alike  may  laagh  at  patronage ! 

No,  no— 4hase  times  are  passed  away. 

When,  doomM  in  upper  floors  to  star  it. 
The  bard  inscribed  to  lords  hb  lay. — 

Himself,  the  while,  my  Lord  Mountgarret 
No  more  be  begs,  with  air  dependent. 
His  *'  little  bark  may  sail  aUendant" 

Under  some  lordly  skipper^s  steerage ; 
But  launched  triumphant  in  the  Row, 
Or  ta*en  by  Murray's  self  in  tow. 

Cuts  both  Star  Chamber  and  the  peerage. 

Patrons,  indeed  !  when  scarce  a  sail 
Is  whisk*d  from  England  by  the  gulo, 

1  Borne  parts  of  the  Prwhuiate*  may  be  tald  to  be  of  the 
lltglieti  urderofjeas  ftfrit^  or  «qail»s. 
*  **Tbit  ttroll  la  the  metxopolia  U  extremely  iK-ell  con* 


But  bean  on  board  some  anthors,  shipp'd 
For  foreign  shores,  all  well-equipp*d 
With  proper  book-making  machinery, 
To  sketch  the  morals,  manners,  sceneryi 
Of  all  such  lands  as  they  shall  see, 
Or  not  see,  as  the  case  may  be^^ 
It  being  enjoin'd  on  all  who  go 
To  study  first  Miss  M»*«»*«», 
And  learn  from  her  the  method  true, 
To  do  one's  book»— and  readers,  too. 
For  so  this  nymph  of  no%i»  and  nerve 
Teaches  mankind  **  How  to  Observe  ;** 
^nd,  lest  mankind  at  all  should  swerve. 
Teaches  them  also  *'  What  to  Observe." 

No,  no,  my  friend — ^it  can*  He  blink  d— 
The  Patron  is  a  race  extinct ; 
As  dead  as  any  Megatherion 
That  ever  Buckland  built  a  theory  on. 
Instead  of  bculering,  in  this  age, 
Our  praise  for  pence  and  patronage, 
We  authors,  now,  more  prosperous  elTU, 
Have  leam*d  to  patronize  ounelvee ; 
And  since  all>potent  Puffing's  made 
The  life  of  song,  the  soul  of  trade. 
More  frugal  of  our  praises  grown, 
We  puff  no  meritikbut  our  own. 

Unlike  those  feeble  gales  of  praise 

Which  critics  blew  in  former  days. 

Our  modem  puffii  are  of  a  kind 

That  truly,  really  raUe  the  wind; 

And  since  they've  fairiy  set  in  blowing. 

We  find  them  the  best  trade-vrm^B  going. 

'Stead  of  frequenting  paths  so  slippy 

As  her  old  haunts  near  Aganippe, 

The  Muse,  now,  taking  to  the  till. 

Has  open*d  shop  on  Ludgate  Hill, 

(Far  handier  than  the  Hill  of  Pnidns, 

As  seen  from  bard*s  back  attic  windows ;) 

And  swallowing  there  without  cessation 

Large  draughts  {at  tight)  of  inspiration. 

Touches  the  notes  for  each  new  theme. 

While  still  fresh  **  change  comes  o'er  her  dream." 

What  Steam  is  on  the  dee{>— and  moro— 
Is  the  vast  power  of  Puff  on  shore ; 
Which  jumps  to  glory's  future  tenses 
Before  the  present  even  commences ; 
And  makes  '*  tmnKMtal"  and  **  divine"  of  Ui 
Before  the  world  has  read  one  line  of  as. 

In  old  times,  when  the  God  of  Song 
Drove  his  own  two-horse  team  along, 

trlved  (br  your  Ijorrishlp**  speech :  but  ffnppow.  my  dear  Lord 
thntlnntead  ofgnlnt  R.  and  N.  E.  yna  hnd  tamed  ab»at,**^e. 
Ice^— Stdmbt  Smith's  Ltut  iMter  U  tJks  Bitktp  ^f  Ltmitm 
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Carrying  made  a  bard  or  two, 
Book'd  for  posterity  "  all  through  f — 
Their  lu^age,  a  few  clofle-pack*d  rliymes, 
(Like  yours,  my  friend,)  for  afler-timea — 
So  slow  the  pull  to  Fame's  abode, 
That  folks  oft  slept  upon  the  road ; — 
And  Ilomer*s  self,  sometimes,  they  say. 
Took  io  his  nightcap  on  the  way ' 

Ye  Gods !  how  different  is  the  story 
With  our  new  galloping  sons  of  glory. 
Who,  scorning  all  such  riack  and  slow  time^ 
Dash  to  posterity  in  no  time ! 
Raise  but  one  general  blast  of  Puff 
To  start  your  author — that*s  enough. 
In  vain  the  critics,  set  to  watch  him, 
Try  at  the  starting  post  to  catch  him : 
He's  oflP— the  puffers  carry  It  hollow — 
The  critics,  f  they  please,  may  follow. 
Ere  they've  laid  down  their  first  positions. 
He's  fairly  blown  through  six  editions ! 
In  vain  doth  EMinburgh  dispense 
Her  blue  and  yellow  pestilence 
(That  plague  so  awful  in  my  time 
To  young  and  touchy  sons  of  rhyme) — 
The  Quarterly,  at  three  mouths'  date. 
To  catch  th'  Unread  One,  comes  too  late ; 
And  nonsense,  litter'd  in  a  hurry. 
Becomes  **  immortal,"  spite  of  Murray. 

But.  bless  me  I — while  I  thus  keep  fooling, 
I  hear  a  voi'»e  cry,  "  Dinner's  cooling." 
The  postman,  too,  (who,  truth  to  tell, 
'Mong  men  of  letters  bears  the  bell,) 
Keeps  ringing,  ringing,  sc  inferuary 
That  I  must  stop — 

Yours  sempitemally. 


THOUGHTS  ON  MISCHIEF. 

BY  LORD  ST— NI/— Y. 
(his  FIRSl  ATTEUPT  IN  VER8K.) 

*•  Evil,  be  thou  my  good.'*  BIilton. 

How  various  are  the  inspirations 
Of  diifereiit  men,  in  different  nations ! 
As  genius  prompts  to  good  or  evil. 
Some  call  tlie  Muse,  some  raise  the  devil. 


Qnantloqne  bunas  donnitat  Iloinerus  — IIosat 


Old  Socrates,  that  pibk  of  sages. 
Kept  a  pet  demon,  on  board  wages 
To  go  about  with  him  incog.. 
And  sometimes  give  his  wits  a  jog. 
So  L — nd — St,  \u  our  day,  we  know. 
Keeps  fresh  relays  of  imps  below, 
To  forward,  from  that  nameless  qwt. 
His  inspirations,  hot  and  hot 

But,  neat  as  are  old  L — ^nd — et's  doings— 

Beyond  even  Hecate's  *'  bell-broth**  IvewinKt^ 

Had  I,  Loixl  Stanley,  but  my  will, 

I'd  show  you  mischief  prettier  still ; 

Mischief,  combining  boyhood's  tricks 

With  age's  sourest  politics  ; 

The  urchin's  freaks,  the  vei;  mn*s  irall. 

Both  duly  mix'd,  and  matchless  all ; 

A  compound  naught  in  history  reaches 

But  Machiavel,  when  first  in  breeches ! 

Yes,  Mischief,  Goddess  multiform. 

Whene'er  thou,  witch -like,  rid'st  the  storm, 

Let  Stanley  ride  cockhorse  behind  the»— 

No  livelier  lackey  could  they  find  thee. 

And,  Goddess,  as  I'm  well  aware, 

So  mischiefs  done,  you  care  not  whert, 

I  own,  'twill  most  my  fancy  tickle 

In  Faddyland  to  play  the  Pickle ; 

Having  got  credit  for  inventing 

A  new,  brisk  method  of  tormenting — 

A  way,  they  call  the  Stanley  fashion. 

Which  puts  all  Ireland  in  a  passion ; 

So  neat  it  hits  the  mixture  due 

Of  injury  and  insult  too ; 

So  legibly  it  bears  upon't 

The  stamp  of  Stanley's  brazen  front 

Ireland,  we're  told,  means  land  of  Ire 
And  why  she's  so,  none  need  inquire. 
Who  sees  her  millions,  martial,  manly 
Spat  upon  thus  by  me.  Lord  Si — nl — ^y 
Already  in  the  breeze  I  scent 
The  whiff  of  coming  devilment ; 
Of  strife,  to  me  more  stirring  far 
Than  th'  Opium  or  the  Sulphur  war. 
Or  any  such  drug  ferments  are. 
Yes — sweeter  to  this  Tory  soul 
Than  all  such  pests,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Is  the  rich,  "  swelter'd  venom"  got 
By  stirring  Ireland's  "  charmed  pot  f^ 
And,  thanks  to  practice  on  that  land, 
I  stir  it  with  a  master-hand. 


"  8welter*d  venom,  tleeplnf  koI, 
Boil  thoo  flnt  1*  the  cham«d  poL' 
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Again  thoalt  bm,  when  forth  hath  gone 
The  War-Church-cr]%  «*  On,  Stanley,  on !" 
How  Caravats  and  ShanayeaU 
Shall  awann  from  out  their  mountain  nests, 
With  all  their  merry  moonlight  brothers, 
To  whom  the  Church  (s<e/Miame  to  others) 
Hath  been  the  best  of  nursing  motben. 
Again  o*er  Erin*s  rich  domain 
Shall  Rockites  and  right  reverends  reign ; 
And  both,  exempt  from  vulgar  toil, 
Between  thom  share  that  titheful  soil ; 
Puzxiing  ambition  whieh  to  climb  at. 
The  post  of  Captain,  or  of  Primate. 

And  so,  long  life  to  Church  and  Co^— 
Hurrah  for  mischief ! — ^here  we  go. 


EPISTLE  FROM  CAPTAIN  ROCK  TO 
LORD  L— NDH— T. 

Dkar  L — ndh — t, — youUl  pardon  my  making  thus 
free,— 

But  form  is  all  fudge  'twixt  such ''  comroguesH  as  we. 

Who,  whate*er  the  smooth  views  we,  in  public,  may 
drive  at. 

Have  both  the  same  praiseworthy  object,  in  pri- 
vate— 

Namely,  never  to  lot  tlie  old  regions  of  riot. 

Where  Rock  bath  long  reign'd,  have  one  instant  of 
quiet, 

But  keep  L^Iand  still  in  that  liquid  weVe  taught 
h<)r 

To  love  more  than  meat,  driuk,  or  clothing — hot 
water. 

All  the  difference  betwixt  you  aud  me,  as  I  take  it. 

Is  simply,  that  you  make  the  law  and  /  break  it ; 

And  aever,  of  big-wigs  and  small,  were  there  two 

Play'd  80  well  iuto  each  other's  hands  as  we  do ; 

Insomuch,  tliat  the  laws  you  and  yours  manufac- 
ture, 

Seem  all  made  express  for  the  Rock-boys  to  frac- 
ture. 

Not  Birmingham's  self— to  her  shame  be  it  spo- 
ken— 

E'er  made  things  more  neatly  contrived  to  be 
broken ; 

And  hence,  I  confess,  in  this  island  religious, 

Tlio  breakage  of  laws — and  of  heads  is  prodigious. 

And  long  may  it  thrive,  my  Ex-Bigwig,  say  I, — 
I'hougii,  of  late,  much  I  fear'd  all  our  fun  was  gone 

by; 


As,  exoept  when  some  tithe-hunting  parson  show'd 

sport, 
Some  rector— a  oool  hand  at  pistols  and  port. 
Who  **  keeps  dry*'  hb  powder,  but  never  htmoelf-^ 
One  who,  leaving  his  Bible  to  rust  on  the  shelf, 
Sends  his  pious  texts  home,  in  the  shape  of  U.0* 

cartridges. 
Shooting  h»  "  deariy  beloved,"  like  partridges  ;— 
Except  when  some  hero  of  this  sort  turn'd  out. 
Or,  th'   Exchequer  sent,  flaming,  its  tithe-writs' 

about — 
A  contrivance  more  neat,  I  may  say,  without  flat- 
tery. 
Than  e'er  yet  was  thought  of  for  bloodshed  niMl 

battery; 
So  neat,  that  even  /  might  be  proud,  I  allow. 
To  have  hit  off*  so  rich  a  receipt  for  a  roir  ;^ 
Except  for  such  rigs  turning  up,  now  and  then, 
I  was  actually  growing  the  dullest  of  men ; 
And,  had  this  blank  fit  been  allow'd  to  increase, 
Might  have   snored  myself  down  to  a  Justice  of 

Peace. 
Like  yon,  Reformation  in  Church  and  in  State 
Is  the  thing  of  all  things  I  most  cordially  hate ; 
If  once  these  cursed  Ministen  do  as  they  like, 
All's  o'er,  my  good  Lord,  with  your  wig  and  my 

pike. 
And  one  may  be  hung  up  on  t'other,  henceforth, 
Just  to  show  what  $uch  Captains  and  Chancellois 

were  worth. 

But  we  must  not  dei^air— even  already  Hope  sees 
You're  about,  my  bold  Baron,  to  kick  up  a  breexe 
Of  the  true  baffling  sort,  such  as  suits  me  and  you. 
Who  have  box'd  the  whole  compass  of  party  riglit 

through. 
And  care  not  one  farthing,  as  all  the  worid  knows, 
So  we  but  raise  the  wind,  from  what  quarter  it 

blows. 
Forgive  me,  dear  Lord,  that  thus  rudely  I  dare 
My  own  small  resources  with  thine  to  compare : 
Not  even  Jerry  Diddler,  in  "  raising  the  wind,"  durst 
Compete,  for    one    instant,  with  thee,  my    dear 

L — ^ndh — t 

But,  hark,  there's  a  shot!— some  parsonic  practi- 
tioner? 
No— merely  a  bran-new  Rebellion  Commissioner ; 
The  Courts  having  now,  with  true  law  eruditkm, 
Put  even  Rebellion  itself  **  m  commission." 
As  seldom,  in  thit  way,  I'm  any  man's  debtor, 
I'll  just  pay  my  shot,  and  then  fold  up  this  letter. 


>  Excbeqner  tStbo  processes,  ssnred  under  a  ccmwlsslnn 
of  rebelKun.— Ck7vii>c/«. 
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In  the  mean  time,  bnnmh  for  the  Tories  and  Rocks ! 
Hurrah  for  the  parsTzui  who  fleece  well  th^  flocks ! 
Hurrah  for  all  mischief  in  all  ranks  and  spheres, 
Andj  above  all,  hurrah  for  that  dear  House  of 
Peers! 


CAPTAIN  ROCK  IN  LONDON 


I 


LETTER   FROM  TUE   CAPTAIN  TO  TERRT   ALT,  ESQ. 

Herb   I   am,  at  head-quarters,  dear  Terry,  once 

more, 
Deep  in  Tory  dmgna,  as  IVe  oft  been  before  :— 
For,  bless  them !  if  'twasn't  for  this  wrong-headed 

crew, 
You  and  I,  Teny  Alt,  would  scarce  know  what  to 

do; 
80  ready  they're  always,  when  dull  wo  are  growing. 
To  set  our  old  concert  of  discord  a-going, 
While   L— ndh— t*s  the  lad,  with  his  Tory-Whig 

face, 
To  play,  in  such  concert,  the  true  double-base, 
I  had  fear'd  this  old  prop  of  my  realm  was  beginning 
To  tire  of  his  course  of  political  sinning. 
And,  like  Mother  Cole,  when  her  heyday  was  past, 
Meant,  by  way  of  a  change,  to  try  virtue  at  last 
But  I  wrong'd  the  old  boy,  who  asstanchly  derides 
AH  reform  in  himself  as  in  most  things  besides ; 
\nd,  by  using  two  faces  through  life,  all  allow, 
Has  acquired  face  sufficient  for  anff  thing  now. 

In  short,  ho*s  all  right ;  and,  if  mauidnd's  old  foe. 
My  "  Lord  Harry"  himself — who*s  the  leader,  we 

know. 
Of  another  red-hot  Opposition,  below-^ 

>  The  fobordlnate  officer  or  Iteatenant  of  CaoUdn  Rock. 


If  that  "  Lord,"  in  his  well-known  diaceniiiieiit»  but 

spares 
Me  and  L — ndh — t,  to  look  after  Ireland^s  aflSiiis, 
We  shall  soon  such  a  region  of  doTilment  make  it. 
That  Old  Nick  himself  for  his  own  may  mit»V*  it 

Even  already — ^long  life  to  such  Big-wigs,  say  I, 
For,  as  long  as  they  flourish,  we  Rocks  cannot  die« 
He  has  served  our  right  riotous  cause  by  a  speech 
Whose  perfection  of  mischief  he  only  could  reach ; 
As  it  shows  ofi*  both  hU  and  my  merits  alike. 
Both  the  swell  of  the  wig,  and  the  point  of  the  pike ; 
Mixes  up,  with  a  skill  which  one  can*t  but  admire, 
The  lawyer's  c\t[  craft  with  th'  incendiary's  fire. 
And  enlists,  in  tl.e  gravest,  most  plausible  manoar. 
Seven  millions  of  souls  under  Rockery's  banner! 
Oh  Terry,  my  man,  let  this  speech  nei>er  die ; 
Through  the  regions  of  Rockland,  like  flame,  let  k 

fly; 
Let  each  syllable  dark  the  Law-Oracle  ntter'd 
By  all  Tipperary's  wild  echoes  be  mutter*dt 
Till  naught  shall  be  heard,  over  hill,  dale,  or  flood. 
But  **  YouWe  alien*  in  language^  in  creeds  mmd  m 

blood  r 

While  voices,  from  sweet  Connemara  afar. 
Shall  answer,  like  true  Irish  echoes,  **  We  are !" 
Ajid,  though   false  be  the  ciy,  and  though  sbbm 

must  abhor  it. 
Still  th*  echoes  may  quote  Law  aothority  for  it. 
And  naught   L — ndh — t  cares   for  my  spread  «f 

dominion. 
So  he,  in  tlie  end,  touches  cash  "  for  th*  opinion^ 

But  IVe  no  tune  for  more,  my  dear  Terry,  just  nov, 
Being   busy  in  helping  tliese  Lords   through  their 

roio.* 
They're  bad   hands  at  mob-work,  but,  once  they 

begin. 
They'll  have  plenty  of  practice  to  break  them  wcB 

in. 
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BKUCa  ▲  fSQUKL    fO 


"THE  FUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PARIS." 


PREFACE. 

Ti»  name  of  the  country  town,  in  England — a 
irell-known  fashionable  watering-place — in  which 
the  events  that  gave  rise  to  the  following  oorre- 
fpondence  occurred,  is,  for  obvious  reasons,  suppres- 
ed.  The  interest  attached,  however,  to  the  facts 
an<i  penonagee  of  the  story,  renders  it  independent 
of  ail  time  and  place;  and  when  it  is  recollected 
that  the  whole  train  of  romantic  circumstances  so 
fully  unfolded  in  these  Lettera  has  passed  during  the 
short  period  which  has  now  elapsed  since  the  great 
Meetings  in  Exeter  Hall,  due  credit  will,  it  b  hoped, 
be  allowed  to  the  Editor  for  the  rapidity  with  which 
he  has  brought  the  details  before  the  Public ;  while, 
at  the  same  time,  any  errore  that  may  have  been 
the  result  of  such  haste  will,  he  trusts,  with  equal 
coDsideralion,  be  pardoned. 


THE  FUDGES  IN  ENGLAND. 


LETTER  I. 

VaOM    rATRlCK   MAGAN,    ESQ.,   TO   THE    REV.   SICHAED 
— : ,  CURATE   OF  ,    IN   IRELAND. 

Who  d*yo  think  weVe  got  here?— quite  reform*d 
from  the  giddy, 
Fantastic  young  thing,  that  once  made  such  a 
noise- 
Why,  the    famous  Miss    Fudge — that  delectable 
Biddy, 
Whom  you  and  I  saw  once  at  Paris,  when  boys. 
In  the  fun  blaze  of  bonnets,  and  ribands,  and  airs- 
Such    a  thin?    as  no  rainbow   hath  colors  to 
paint; 
£re  time  bad  reduced  her  to  wrinkles  and  prayers. 
And  the  Flirt  found  a  decent  retreat  in  the  Saint 


Poor  **  Pa"  hath  popp'd  off— gone,  as  charity  judges. 
To  some  choice  Elysium  reserved  for  the  Fudges ; 
And  Miss,  with  a  fortune,  besides  expectations 
From  some  much  re\  «!>;<!  and  much-palkid  rela- 
tions. 
Now  wants  but  a  husband,  with  requisites  il::  t« — 
Age  tliirty,  or  thereabouts — stature  six  feet, 
And  warranted  godly — to  make  all  complete. 
Nota  Bene — a  Churchman  would  suit,  if  he*s  high, 
But  Sociniaus  or  Catholics  need  not  apply. 

What  say  you,  Dick  7  doesnU  this  tempt  your  am- 
bition 7 
The  whole  wealth  of  Fudge,  that  reuown*d  man 
of  pith, 

All  brought  to  the  hammer,  for  Church  competi- 
tion,—>  [with. 
Sole  encumbrance.  Miss  Fudge  to  be  taken  tliere* 

Think,  my  boy,  for  a  Curate  how  glorious  a  catch  I 

While,  instead  of  the  thousands  of  souls  you  now 
watch, 

To  save  Biddy  Fudge*s  is  all  you  need  do  ; 

And  her  purse  will,  meanwhile,  be  the  saving  of  yotx. 

You  may  ask,  Dick,  how  comes  it  that  I,  a  poor  elf. 
Wanting  substance  even  more  than  your  spiritual 
self,  [shelf, 

Should  thus  generously  lay  my  own  claims  on  the 
When,  God  knoMrs !  there  ne*er  was  young  gentle- 
man yet 
So  much  lack*d  an   old   spinster  to  rid  him  fiom 

debt. 
Or  had  cogenter  reasons  than  mine  to  assail  her 
With  tender  love-suit — at  the  suit  of  his  tailor 

But  thereby  there  hangs  a  soil  secret,  my  friend. 
Which  thus  to  your  reverend  breast  I  commend : 
Miss  Fudge  hath  a  niece— such  a  creature ! — with 

eyes 
Like  those  sparklers  that  peep  out  from  •titr.n^M- 

night  skies 
At  astronomers-royal,  and  laugh  with  defif|[ht 
To  see  elderly  gentlemen  spying  all  u*gl:!. 
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While  her   figure — oh,  bring   all  tho   gracefullest 

things 
That  are  borne  througli  tlie  light  air  by  foot  or  by 

wings, 
Not  a  «nglo  new  grace  to  that  form  could  they  teach, 
Which  combines  in  it«olf  the  perfection  of  each ; 
While,  rapid  or  slow,  as  her  fairy  feet  fall. 
The  muto  music  of  symmetry  modulates  all. 

Ne'er,  in  short,  was  there  creature  more  form'd  to 
bewilder 
A  gay  youth  like  me,  who  of  castles  adrial 
(And  only  of  such)  am,  God  help  mo !  a  builder ; 

Still  peopling  each  mansion  with  lodgers  ethereal, 
And  now,  to  this  nymph  of  the  seraph -I  ike  eye. 
Letting  out,  as  you  see,  my  first  floor  next  the 
Kky.* 

But,  alas !  nothing's  perfect  on  earth— even  she. 
This  divine   little  gipsy,  does  odd  things  some- 
times; 
Talks  learning — ^looks  wise,  (rather  painful  to  see,) 
Prints  ahcady  in  two  County  papers  her  rhymes ; 
And  raves — the  sweet,  charming, absurd  little  dear! 
About  Amulets,  Bijous,  and  Keepsakes,  next  year, 
In  a  manner  which  plainly  bad  symptoms  portend* 
Of  that  Aimual  blue  fit,  so  distressing  to  friends  ; 
A  fit  which,  though  lasting  but  one  short  edition. 
Leaves  the  patient  long  afler  in  sad  inanition. 

However,  let's  hope  for  the  best — and,  meanwhile. 
Be  it  mine  still  to  bask  in  the  niece's  warm  smile ; 
While  you,  if  you're  wise,  Dick,  will  play  tho  gallant 
(Uphill  work,  I  confess)  to  her  Saint  of  an  Aunt 
Thuik,  my  boy,  for  a  youngster  like  you,  who've  a 
lack. 
Not  indeed  of  rupees,  but  of  all  other  specie, 
What    uck  thus  to  find  a  kind  witch  at  your  back. 
An  o.d  goose  with  gold  eggs,  from  all  debts  to  re- 
lease ye ; 
Never  mind,  tho'  the  spinster  be  reverend  and  thin. 
What  are  all  the  Three  Graces  to  her  Three  per 
Cents.? 
While  her  acres  I — oh  Dick,  it  don't  matter  one  pin 
How  she  touches  th'  affections,  so  you  touch  the 
rente , 
And  Love  never  Iooks  half  so  pleased,  as  when,  bless 

him!  he 
Sings  to  an  old  lady's  purse  "  Open,  Sesamd." 

» That  fl«)or  which  a  facetlons  gjiirclcer  culled  "le  pre- 
mier en  dcsccnriiini  du  cicl." 

"See  the  bulilin  Evening  Po!«t,  of  the  9th  of  this  month, 
(July.)  for  an  nccuunt«if  h  iirene  which  lately  took  place  at 
a  ineetini!  of  the  Synod  of  Ulster.  In  which  the  performance 
of  the  HiMtvenientloned  pnrt  liy  the  per>onage  in  question 
Hp|)e:irK  to  have  been  worthy  of  nil  its  former  reputation  In 
that  tine. 


By  the  way,  Fve  just  heard,  in  my  walks,  ^  ?vpertf 
Which,  if  true,  will  insure  for  your  visit  sooie  fpori 
'Tis  rumor'd  our  Manager  means  to  bei^teak 
The  Church  tirniblers  »rom  Exeter  Hall  fur  i.sil 

week; 
And  certainly  ne*er  did  a  queerer  or  i  jmmer  Mt 
Throw,  for  th'  amusement  of  ChrisAiaiuu  a 

set 
*Tis  fear'd  their  chief  "  Merriman,"  0 — ^ke, 

come. 
Being  called  off,  at  present,  to  play  Punch  at  honsf 
And  the  loss  of  so  practised  a  wag  in  divinity 
Wilt  grieve  much  all  lovers  of  jokes  on  the  Tii&- 

ity;— 
His  pun  on  tlie  name  Unigenitus,  lately 
Having    pleased    Robert    Taylor,    the   Revere-^^ 

frreatly.' 


'Twill  prove  a  sad  drawback,  if  absent  ho  be, 
As  a  wag  Presbyterian's  a  thing  quite  to  see ; 
And,  'moug  the  Five  Points  of  the  Calvinists, 

of  *em 
Ever  yet  reckon'd  a  point  of  wit  one  of  *eni 
But  even  though  deprived  of  this  comical  elf. 
We've  a  host  of  buffoni  in  Murtagrh  hunself. 
Who  of  all  the  whole  troop  b  chief  mummer  and 

mime. 
As  C — ke  takes  the  Ground  Tumbling,  kt  the  Svl- 

lime;*  i 

And  of  him  we're  quite  certain,  so,  pray,  come  ii 

time. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM   MISS   DIDDT   FUOGB    TO   MRS. 
ELIZABETH   . 

Just  in  time  for   the  post,  dear,   and  monsL'oariy 
busy, 

Witli    godly  concernments — and   worldly  ones, 
too; 
Things  carnal  and  spiritual  mix*d,  my  dear  lizzy. 
In  this  little  brain  till   bewilder'd  and  dizzy, 
'Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  I  scarce  know  what  I 
da 


*  "  All  are  punsters  if  they  have  wit  to  be  so ;  and  there- 
fore when  an  Irishman  has  to  commence  with  a  Bull,  ytn 
will  naturnlly  pronounce  it  a  bull.  (A  laugh.)  Allow  me  to 
bring  before  you  the  famous  Bull  that  is  called  tTnifpenitus, 
referring  Ui  the  only  •begotten  Son  of  God.** — Report  #/  tkt 
Rev.  Doctor's  speech^  Junt  SO,  in  the  Rrcord  mV^tPsptper. 

*  In  the  language  of  the  play-bill^s  **  Ground  and  Ltftj 
Tumbling.** 


THE  FUDGES  IN  ENGLAND 


639 


Pml,  IVe  been  to  see  all  the  gay  foahioiui  from 

Town, 
Which  our  favorite  Mbs  Gimp  for  the  spring  has 

had  down. 
Sleeves  still  worn  (which  /  think  is  wise)  a  la  folle, 
Charming  hats,  pou   de   soie — though   the  shape 

rather  droll. 
But  you  canH  think  how  nicely  the  cape  of  tulle  lace, 
With  the  mentonnitres,  look  on  this  poor  sinful  face  ; 
And  I  mean,  if  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  thinks  right, 
To  wear  one  at  Mrs.  Fitz-wigram*s  to-night 
The  silks  are  quite  heavenly : — Vm  glad,  too,  to 

say, 
Gimp  herself  grows  more  godly  and  good  every  day  ; 
Hath  had  sweet  experience — yea,  even  doth  begin 
To  turn  from  the  Gentiles,  and  out  away  sin — 
And  all  since  her  last  stock  of  goods  was  laid  in. 
What  a  blessing  one's  milliner,  careless  of  pelf. 
Should  thus  "  walk  in  newness*'  as  well  as  one's  self! 

So  much  for  the  blessings,  the  comforts  of  Spirit 
I've  had  since  we  met,  and  they're  more  than  I 

merit  I — 
Poor,  sinful,  weak  creature  in  every  respect ; 
Though  ordain'd  (God  knows  why)  to  be  one  of  th' 

Elect 
But  now  for  the  picture's  reverse^ — You  remember 
That  footman  and  cook-maid  I  hired  last  December ; 
He,  a  Baptist  Particular — she,  of  some  sect 
Not  particular,  I  fancy,  in  any  respect ; 
But  desirous,  poor  thing,  to  be  fed  with  the  Word, 
And  *'  to  wait,"  as  she  said,  "  on  Miss  Fudge  and 

the  Lord." 

Well,  my  dear,  of  all  men,  that  Particular  Baptist 
At  preaching  a  sermon,  off  hand,  was  the  aptest ; 
And,  long  as  he  stay'd,  do  him  justice,  more  rich  in 
Sweet  savors  of  doctrine,  there  never  was  kitclton. 
He  preach'd  in  the  parlor,  he  preach'd  in  the  hall. 
He  preach'd  to  the  chambermaids,  scullions,  and 
all. 

All  heard  with  delight  his  reprovings  of  sin, 
But  above  all,  the  cook-maid  ;— oh,  ne'er  would  she 

tire — 
Though,  in  learning  to  save  sinful  souls  from  the  fire. 

She  would  ofl  let  the  soles  she  was  frying  fall  in. 


1  **  Morning  Manna,  or  BriU^h  Verse-book,  neatly  done  up 
for  the  pocket."  and  chiefly  Intended  to  assist  the  members 
of  the  British  Verse  Association,  whose  deslpi  Is,  we  are 
told,  "to  Induce  the  inhabitant  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland 
to  commit  one  and  the  same  verve  of  Scripture  to  memory 
I  every  morning.  Already,  it  is  known,  several  thousand  per> 
tons  in  Scotland,  Inssides  tens  of  thousands  in  America  and 
Africa,  are  every  nominf  learning  the  tame  vrr^e.** 

*The  Evangelical  Mngnzine. — A  few  specimens  taken  at 
random  fVum  the  wrapper  of  this  highly  e^teemf^d  periodical 
will  AUiy  justify  the  character  which  Miss  Fudge  has  here 


(God  forgive   me  for  punning  on  points  thus  of 

piety .' — 
A  sad  trick  I've  learn'd  in  Bob's  heathen  society.) 
But  ah  I  there  remains  still  the  worst  of  my  tale  ; 
Come,  Asterisks,  and  help  me  the  sad  truth  to  veil^- 
Conscious  stani,  that  at  even  your  own  secret  turn 

pale! 

«  •  •  •  « 

«  «  •  «  « 

In  short,  dear,  this  preaching  and  psalm-singing  pair, 
Chosen  **  vessels  of  mercy,"  as  /  tliought  they  were, 
Have  together  this  last  week  eloped  ;  making  bold 
To  whip  off  as  much  goods  as  both  vessels  could 

hold- 
Not  forgetting  some  scores  of  sweet  tracts  from  my 

shelves, 
Two  Family  Bibles  as  large  as  themselves. 
And  besides,  from  the  drawer — I  neglecting  to  ksk 

it— 
My   neat   '*  Morning   Manna,   done   up   for   tho 

pocket"* 
Was  there  e'er  known  a  case  so  distressing,  dear 

Liz? 
It  has  made  me  quite  ill : — and  the  worst  of  it  is, 
When  rogues  are  all  pious,  'tis  hard  to  detect 
Wkich  rogues  are  the  reprobate,  which  the  elect 
This  man  **  had  a  eall^  he  said — impudent  mockery ! 
What  call  had  he  to  my  linen  and  crockery  ? 


I'm  now,  and  have  been  for  this  week  past,  in  ch 
Of  some  godly  yotmg  couple  this  pair  to  replace. 
The  enclosed  two  announcements  have  just  met  my 

eyes. 
In  that  venerable  Monthly  where  Saints  advertise 
For  such  temporal  comforts  as  this  world  supplies  f 
And  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  properly  made 
An  essential  in  every  craft,  catling,  and  trade. 
Where  th*  attorney  requires  for  his  'prentice  some 

-outh  [truth ;" 

Whc  has  **  leani'd  to  fear  God,  and  to  walk  in  the 
Whe.e   the  sempstress,  in  search  of  employmeut, 

declares. 
That  pay  is  no  object,  so  she  can  have  prayers ; 
And  th'  Establish'd  Wine  Company  proudly  gives 

out, 
That  the  whole  of  the  firm,  Co.  and  all,  are  devout 


given  of  It  "  Wanted,  In  a  pious  pawnbroker's  family,  an 
active  lad  at  an  apprentice.'*  **  Wanted,  as  housemaid,  a 
yonng  female  who  has  been  brought  to  a  saving  know  edge 
of  the  truth.**  **  Wanted  inmiediately,  a  man  of  decided 
piety,  to  assist  In  the  baking  business."  **  A  gentleman  who 
understands  the  Wine  Trade  Is  desimns  of  entering  Into 
partnership.  Ite.,  Ice  lie  Is  not  desirous  of  being  conne<  tod 
with  any  one  whose  system  of  business  is  not  of  the  strict 
est  Integrity  as  in  the  sight  of  God,  and  sceKs  connection  only 
with  a  truly  ploiu  man,  either  Chun  hman  or  Dissenter.** 
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Happy  London,  one  feels,  av  one  reads  o*er  the  pages, 
Where  Saints  are  so  much  more  abundant  than  sages ; 
Where  Parsons  may  soon  be  ail  laid  on  the  shelf, 
As  each  Cit  can  cite  chapter  and  verse  for  himself. 
And  the  terious  frequenters  of  market  and  dock 
All  lay  in  religion  as  part  of  their  stock.' 
Who  can  ieU  to  what  lengths  we  may  go  on  im- 
proving, 
When  thus  through   all   London  the  Spirit  keeps 

moving. 
And  heaven's  so  in  vogue,  that  each  shop  adver/im;. 

ment 
Is  now  not  so  much  for  the  earth  as  the  skies  meant  7 

P.S. 
Have  mislaid  the  two  paragraplis— can*t  stop   to 

look, 
But  both  describe  charming — both   Footman   and 

Cook, 
She,  "  decidedly  pious^ — with  pathos  deplores 
Th'  increase   of   French   cookery  and   sin  on  our 

shores; 
And  adds — (while  ^or  further  accounts  she  refers 
To  a  great  Gospel  preacher,  a  cousin  of  hen,) 
That  "  though  some  make   their   Sabbaths   mere 

matter-of-fun  days, 
She  asks  but  for  tea  and  the  Gospel,  on  Sundays." 
The  footman,  too,  full  of  the  true  saving  knowl- 
edge;— 
Has  late  been  to  Cambridge — to  Trinity  College  ; 
Served  last  a  young  gentleman,  studying  divinity, 
But  left — not  approving  the  morals  of  Trinity. 

P.S. 

I  enclose,  too,  according  to  promise,  some  scraps 
Of  my  Journal — that  Duy-book    I   keep  of  my 
heart ; 
Where,  at  some  little  item,  (partaking,  perhaps, 
Moro  of  earth  than  of  heaven,)  thy  prudery  may 

start. 
And  suspect  something  tender,  sly  girl  as  thou 
art 
For   the   present,    I*m   mute — but,  whate'er  may 

befall, 
Recollect,  dear,  (in  Hebrews,  xiii.  4,)  St  Paul 
Hath  himself  declared,  "  Marriage  is  honorable  in 
all." 


I  According  to  ihe  late  Mr.  Irvlnj?,  there  is  even  a  peculiar 
form  of  theology  got  up  expressly  for  the  money-market.  '*! 
know  how  fur  wide,"  he  siiys,  "  of  the  mark  my  vJew«  of 
Christ's  work  in  the  flesh  will  be  viewed  by  those  who  are 
working  with  the  stock-jobbing  theobigy  of  the  religions 
world."  "  I^et  these  preachers,"  he  adds,  ("  for  I  will  not 
call  them  theologians,)  cry  up.  bniker  like,  their  article.** 

Jhming  fVatch.—So.  III.,  442,  443. 

Prom  the  statement  of  another  writer,  In  the  same  |)ubll- 
catlon,  It  would  apiicar  that  the  stock- brokers  have  even  set 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIART. 


Tried  a  new  Ch&ld  gown  on — ^pretty 
No  one  to  see  me  in  it — pity  ! 
Flew  in  a  passion  with  Friz,  my  maid  ^^ 
The  Lord  forgive  me  ! — she  looked  dismay^^ ; 
But  got  her  to  «ing  the  100th  P^alm, 
While  she  ctu1*d  my  hair,  wliich  made  me 
Notliing  so  sooths  a  Christian  heart 
As  sacred  mime — heavenly  art  t 


At  two,  a  visit  from  Mr.  Magan — 

A  remarkably  handsome,  nice  young  man ; 

And,  all  Hibernian  though  he  be, 

As  civilized,  strange  to  say,  as  we  ! 

I  own  this  young  man*s  spiritual  state 
Hath  much  engrossM  my  thougrfats  of  late ; 
And  I  mean,  as  soon  as  my  niece  is  gon<» 
To  have  some  talk  with  him  thereupon. 
At  present,  I  naught  can  do  or  say. 
But  that  troublesome  child  is  in  the  way  - 
Nor  IS  there,  I  think,  a  doubt  that  he 

Would  also  her  absence  much  prefer. 
As  oft,  while  listening  intent  to  me. 

Ho  8  forced,  from  politeness,  to  look  at  ker 

Heigho  I — what  a  blessing  sliould  Mr.  Magan 
Turn  out,  after  all,  a  "  renewed"  young  man ; 
And  to  me  should  full  the  task,  on  earth. 
To  assist  at  the  dear  ycutirs  second  birth. 
Blest  thought !  and,  uh,  more  blest  the  tie. 
Were  it  heaven's  high  will,  that  he  and  I— 
But  I  blush  to  write  the  nuptial  word — 
Should  wed,  as  St.  Paul  says,  "  in  the  Lord  ;** 
Not  this  world's  wedlock — grots,  gallant, 
But  pure — as  when  Amrani  married  his  annt 

Our  ages  differ — but  who  would  count 
One's  natuml  sinful  life's  amount. 
Or  look  \r  the  Register's  vulgar  page 
For  a  regular  twice-born  Christian's  age. 
Who,  blessed  privilege  !  only  then 
Begin's  to  live  when  he's  bom  again. 

op  a  new  Divinity  of  their  own.  "This  show*,*'  swyi  the 
writer  In  question,  "that  the  doctrine  of  the  union  between 
Christ  and  his  members  Is  quite  as  esscntlrtl  as  that  of  sob- 
stllution.  by  taking  which  latter  alone  the  Siw:k-Excktaft 
Divtnity  has  been  pniduced.'* — No.  x.,  p.  375. 

Among  the  ancients  we  know  the  money-market  was  pro- 
vided with  more  than  one  presiding  t>elty — "  Dcas  Pecasia 
(says  an  ancient  author)  conimendahnntar  nt  pecunioil 
essenl." 
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nting  in  this  way — let  me 

but  five  years  old  Hhali  be, 

'  Magan,  when  th'  event  takes  place, 

I  new-born  child  of  grace — 

eaven  in  mercy  so  dispose— 

t  baby,  in  twaddling  clothes. 

nyself,  by  some  good  fate, 

.  Magan  left  tete-a-tete, 

begun — having  stirr'd  the  fire, 

vn  my  chair  near  his — ^to  inquire 

I  notions  were  of  Original  Sin, 

at  naughty  Funny  again  bounced  in ; 

he  sweet  things  I  had  got  to  say 

lesh  and  the  Devil  were  whisk'd  away ! 

ieved  to  observe  that  Mr.  Magan 

ly  pleased  and  amused  with  Fan ! 

arms  any  sensible  man  can  see 

J  so  foolishly  young  as  she— 

eighteen,  come  next  May-day, 

«,  like  hcmelf,  full  of  naught  but  play — 

,  an  exceeding  puzzle  to  me 


LETTER  III 

MISB  FANNY  FUDGE,  TO  HER  COUSIN,  MI8B 
KITTY  . 

STANZAS  (E.NCIX>SED 
Y  shadow;  or,  why? — what? — HOW? 

mrade  of  my  path  !  while  earth  and  sky 
ved  their  charms,  in  bridal  light  array'd, 
:his  bright  hour,  wulk'sl  thou  ever  nigh, 
ning    my   footsteps    with    thy  length  of 
I  ado — 

Dark  comrade.  Why? 

mic  Shape  that,  *mid  these  flowery  scenes, 
.  beside  me  o*er  each  sunny  spot, 
5  them  as  thou  goest — say,  what  means 
k  an  adjunct  to  so  bright  a  lot- 
Grim  goblin.  What  ? 

o  pluck  sweet  flowers  I  bend  my  brow, 
!>endest,  too — then  risest  when  I  rise  ;— 
.e  mysterious  Thing  !  how  is*t  that  thou 
comest    between   me   and    those   blessed 


Dim  shadow.  How  ? 


41 


(^ADDITIONAL  STANZA,  BY  ANOTHER  HAND  ) 

Thus  said  I  to  thai  Shape,,  far  less  in  grudge 

Than  gloom  of  soul ;  while,  as  I  eager  cried, 
Oh,    Why?    What?    How?— a    Voice,  that 
might  judge 
To  be  some  Irish  echo's,  faint  replied, 

Oh  fudge,  fudge,  fudge  ! 


You  have  here,  dearest  Coz,  my  last  lyric  eflusion ; 

And,  with  it,  that  odious  *'  additional  stanza," 
Which  Aunt  will  insist  I  must  keep,  as  conclusion« 

And   which,   youHl   at  once  see,   is    Mr.   Ma- 
gan*8 ; — a 

Most  cruel  and  dark-design*d  extravaganza, 
And  part  of  that  plot  in  which  he  and  my  Aunt  aro 
To  stifle  the  flights  of  my  genius  by  banter. 

Just  80  'twas  with  Byron's  young  eagle-eyed  strain» 
Just  so  did  they  taunt  him  ; — but  vain,  critics,  vain, 
All  your  efforts  to  saddle  Wit's  flre  with  a  chain ! 
To  blot  out  the  splendor  of  Fancy's  young  stream. 
Or  crop,  in  its  cradle,  her  newly -fledged  beam  ! ! ! 
Thou  percelv'st,  dear,  that,  even  while  these  lines 

I  indite* 
Thoughts  bum,  brilliant  fancies  break  out,  wrong 

or  right. 
And  I'm  ail  over  poet,  in  Criticism's  spite  ! 

That  my  Aunt,  who  deals  only  in   Psalms,  nnA 

regards 
Messrs.  Stemhold  and  Co.  as  the  firet  of  all  bards-> 
That  she  should  make  light  of  my  works  I  can't 

blame ; 
But  that  nice,  handsome,  odious  Magan — what  a 

shame ! 
Do  you  know,  dear,  that,  high  as  on  most  points  I 

rate  him, 
I'm  really  afraid — after  all,  I — must  hate  him. 
He  is  so  provoking — naught's  safe  from  his  tongue  ; 
He  spares  no  one  authoress,  ancient  or  young. 
Were  you  Sappho  herself,  and  in  Kee)NHike  or  Bijou 
Once  shone  as  contributor.  Lord  how  he'd  quiz  you ! 
He  laughs  at  all  Monthliee — I've  actually  seen 
A  sneer  on  his  brow  at  the  Court  Magazine  I — 
While  of  Weeklies,  poor  things,  there's  but  one  he 

peruses. 
And  buys  every  book  which  that  Weekly  abuses. 
But  I  care  not  how  others  such  sarcasm  may  fear, 
One  spirit,  at  least,  will  not  bend  to  his  sneer ; 
And   tliough   tried  by  the  flre,  my  young  genios 

shall  bum  as 
Uninjured  as  cmcified  gold  in  the  furnace  I 
(I   suspect  the   word   **  crucifled"   must  be  made 

"  cmcible," 
Before  this  flne  image  of  mine  is  producrtile.) 
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And  now,  dear — ^to  tell  you  a  secret  which,  pray 
Only  trust  to  such  friends  as  with  safety  you  may— - 
You  know,  and  indeed  the  whole  county  suspects, 
(Though  the  Editor  often  my  best  things  rejects,) 
That  the   verses  signed  «o,  (D*,  which  you  now 

and  then  see 
In  our  County  Gazette  (vide  last)  are  by  me. 
Bat  *tis  dreadful  to  think  what  provoking  mistakes 
The  vile  country  Press  in  one's  prosody  mokes. 
For  you  know,  dear— I  may,  without  vanity,  hint — 
Though  an  angel  should  write,  still  'Us  devils  must 

print ; 
And  you  cau't   think  what   havoc   these  demons 

sometimes 
Choose  to  make  of  one's  sense,  and  what's  worse, 

of  one's  rhymes. 
But  a  week  or  two  since,  in  my  Ode  upon  Spring, 
Which   I   meant  to  have  made  a  most  beautiful 

thing. 
Where  I  talked  of  the  "  dewdrops  from  freshly -blown 

roses," 
The  nasty   things  made   it   "  from   freshly-blown 

noses!" 
And  once  when,  to  please  my  cross  Aunt,  I  hod 

tried 
To  commemorate  some  saint  of  her  clique,  who'd 

just  died, 
Having  said  he  "  had  tak*u  up  in  heaven  his  po- 
sition," 
They  made  it,  he'd  "  taken  up  to  heaven  his  physi- 


cian !" 


This    is    very    dinheartening ; — but    brighter  days 

shine, 
I  rejoice,  love,  to  say,  both  for  me  and  the  Nine ; 
For,   what    do    you    thiuk? — so   delightful!    next 

year, 
Oh,   prepare,   dearest  girl,   for   the   grand   news 

prepare— 
I'm   to    write   h     *he   Keepsake— -yes,    Kitty,   my 

dear. 
To   write   in   tlio    Keepsake,  as  sure  as  you're 

there ! ! 
T'other  ni^lit,  at  a  Ball,  'twas  my  fortunate  chance 
With  a  v'iry  nice  elderly  Dandy  to  dance, 
Who,  'twas  plain,  from  some  hints    which  I  now 

and  then  caught. 
Was  the  author   of  something — one   couldn't   tell 

what ; 
Br*,  hi"  satisfied  -nanner  leflt  no  room  to  doubt 
It  was  something  thai  Colbum  had  lately  brought 

out 

We  convprscd  of  hdles-lettrea  through  all  the  quad- 

rillt., — 
Of  poetry,  dancing,  of  prose,  standing  still ; 


Talk'd  of  Intellect's  march— whether  lifhi  *tv 

or  wrongs 
And  then  settled  the  point  in  a  hold  en  uv^nL 
In  the  course  of  this  talk  'twas  that,  having  f 

hinted 
That  /  too  had  Poems  which — long'd  to  be  priati 
He  protested,  kind  man !  he  had  seen,  at  first  agl 
I  was  actually  bom  in  the  Keepsake  to  wnle. 
**  In  the  Annals  of  England  let  aome,**  ha  m 

"  shine, 
**  But  a  place  in  her  AnnaaU,  Lady,  be  tnii.e; 
"  Even  now  future  Keepsakes  seem  brightly  to  li 
"  Throujrh  the  vista  of  years,  as  I  gaze  oa  Ibi 

eyes, — 
'*  All  letter'd  and  press'd,  and  of  large-paper  m»\ 
How   un/tAr«   that  Magon,  who  my  genius  wsi 

smother. 
And  how  we,  true  geniuses,  fuid  out  euch  other! 

This,  and  much  more  he  said,  with  that  finepbn 

sied  glance 
One  so   rarely  now  sees,   as  we   slid   thioogh  1 

dance  ; 
Till  between  us  'twas  finally  fix'd  that,  next  yvu 
In  this  exquisite  task  I  my  pen  i^hould  engage ; 
And,  at  parting,  he  stoop'd  down  and  Ik^'d  in  i 

car 
These  mystical  words,  which  I  could  but  just  hH 
"  Terms    for    rhyme — if    it's    prime — ten    a 
sixpence  per  page." 
Think,  Kitty,  my  dear,  if  I  heard  his  words  right, 
What   a   mint  of  hali-guineas  thb   small  be 
contains ; 
If  for  nothing  to  write  is  itself  a  delight. 

Ye  Gods,  what  a  bliss  to  be  paid  for  one'(>  fitrais 

Having  dropp'd   the   dear  fellow   a    court'sy  pr 

found. 
Off  at  once,  to  inquire  all  about  him,  I  ran ; 
And  from  what  I  could  learn,  do  you  know,  det 

Fve  found 
That  he's  quite  a  new  species  of  literary  man ; 
One,  whose  task  is — to  what  will  not  fasliion  u 

custom  us? 
To  edite  live  authors,  as  if  they  were  posthumouSi 
For  instance — ^the  plan,  to  be  sure,  is  tlie  oddest!— 
If  any  young  he  or  she  author  feels  modest 
In  venturing  abroad,  this  kind  geutleman-odieT 
Lends  promptly  a  hand  to  the  uiteresting  Uwher; 
Indites  a  smooth  Preface,  brings  merit  to  light. 
Which  else  might,  by  accident,  slirink  out  of  nghti 
And,  in  short,  renders  readers  and  critics  oolite. 
My  Aunt  says — though  scarce  on  such  pointi  OB 

can  credit  her — 
lie    was    Lady   Jane    Thiu;ruoibob*s   last  novel 

cdJior 
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tain  the  fashion's  but  newly  invented ; 
quick  as  the  change  of  all  things  and  all 
aames  is, 

lows  but,  as  authors,  like  girls,  are  presented, 
girls,  may  bo  edited  soon  at  Sl  James's? 

now  close  my  letter — there's  Aunt,  in  full 
icrcech, 

to  take  me  to  hear  some   great   Irvingite 
preach. 

give  me,  Vm  not  much  inclined,  I  must  say, 
lud  sit  still  to  be  preach'd  at,  to-day. 
tiides — Hwill  be  all  against  dancing,  no  doubt, 

my  poor  Aunt  abhors,  with  such  hatred 
devout, 

0  far  from  presenting  young  nymphs  with  a 
head, 

ir  skill  in  the  dance,  as  of  Herod  is  said, 
^ish  their  own  heads  in  the  platter,  instead, 
again^-coming,  Ma'am ! — I'll  write  more, 
if  I  can, 
Ihe  pjst  goes, 

Your  aiTectionate  Fan. 

Four  o'eloek. 
.  sermon !-  ^-though  not  about  dancing,  my 
dear; 

)nly  on  th'  end  of  the  world  being  near, 
■n  Hundred  and  Forty's  the  year  that  some 
state 

time  for  that  accident — some  Forty- Eight  :* 
>wn,  of  the  two,  Td  prefer  much  the  latter, 

1  I  shall  be  an  old  muid,  and  'twou't  matter, 
lore,  love,  good-by — I've  to  make  a  new  cap ; 

now  BO  dead  tired  with  this  horrid  mishap 
end  of  the  world,  that  I  must  take  a  nap. 


LETTER  IV 

DM   PATRICK    MAQAN,    ESQ.,   TO   THE    REV. 
RICHARD   . 

omes  from  Erin's  speechful  shore 

fervid  kettle,  bubbliug  o'er 

ith  hot  effusions — hot  and  weak  ; 

d.  Humbug,  all  your  hollo  west  drums, 

omes,  of  Erin's  martyrdoms 

I  Britain's  well -fed  Church  to  speak. 


regard  to  the  exact  time  of  this  event,  there  appears 
itet^Me  only  ofabout  iwo  ur  three  years  among  the 
e  ealcnlaton.  il.  Alphonse  Nicole,  Doctenr  en 
Avjcat,  merely  doabts  whether  it  is  to  be  in  1840 


Puff  him,  ye  Journals  of  the  Lord,* 
Twui  prosers,  Watchman  and  Record ! 
Journals  reserved  for  realms  of  bliss, 
Being  much  too  good  to  sell  in  this. 
Prepare,  ye  wealthier  Saints,  your  dinners, 

Ye  Spmsters,  spread  your  tea  and  crtmipets ; 
And  you,  ye  cotmtless  Tracts  for  Sinners, 

Blow  all  your  little  penny  trumpets. 
He  comes,  the  reverend  man,  to  tell 

To  all  who  still  the  Church's  part  take. 
Tales  of  parsonic  wo,  that  well 

Might  make  ev'n  grim  Dissenter's  heart  ache :— > 
Of  ten  whol^  Bishops  snatch'd  away 
Forever  from  the  light  of  day ; 
(With  God  knows,  too,  how  many  more. 
For  whom  that  doom  is  yet  in  store) — 
Of  Rectors,  cruelly  compeU'd 

From  Bath  and  Cheltenham  to  haste  home, 
Because  the  tithes,  by  Pat  withheld. 

Will  not  to  Bath  or  Cheltenham  come  ; 
Nor  will  the  flocks  consent  to  pay 
Their  parsons  thus  to  stay  away ; — 
Though,  with  such  parsons,  one  may  doubt 
If  'tisn't  money  well  laid  out ; — 
Of  all,  in  short,  and  each  degree 
Of  that  once  happy  Hierarchy, 

Which  used  to  roll  in  wealth  so  pleasantly ; 
But  now,  alas,  is  doom'd  to  see 

Its  surplus  brought  to  nonplus  presently  ! 

Such  are  the  tliemes  this  man  of  pathoe. 
Priest  of  prose  and  Lord  of  bathos. 

Will  preach  and  preach  t'ye,  till  you're  dull 
again ; 
Then,  hail  him.  Saints,  with  joint  acclaim, 
Shout  to  the  stars  his  tuneful  name. 
Which  Murtagh  was^  ere  known  to  fame, 

But  now  is  Mortimer  O'Mulligan ! 

All  true,  Dick,  true  as  you're  alive— 
I've  seen  him,  some  hours  since,  arrive. 
Murtagh  b  come,  the  great  Itinerant — 

And  Tuesday,  in  the  market-place, 
Intends,  to  every  saint  and  sinner  in't. 

To  state  what  he  calls  Ireland's  Case  ; 
Meaning  thereby  the  case  of  his  shop, — 
Of  curate,  vicar,  rector,  bishop. 
And  all  those  other  grades  seraphic. 
That  make  men's  souls  their  special  traffic. 
Though  caring  not  a  pin  which  way 
Th'  erratic  souls  go,  so  they  pay. — 


or  1847.  "  A  cette  ^poqne,**  he  says,  **  les  fldites  prvveat 
esp^rer  de  voir  s*efleciner  la  purific-ition  do  Sanctaalie.** 

*  **  Onr  anxious  desire  is  to  be  found  on  rhe  side  id  tke 
Lord." — Record  Jfewspsper. 
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Just  as  some  ix^oish  country  nurse, 

Who  takes  a  foundling  babe  to  suckle. 
First  pops  the  payment  in  her  purse, 

Then  leaves  poor  dear  to— suck  its  knuckle 
Even  so  these  reverend  rigmaroles 
Pocket  the  money — starve  the  souls. 
Murtagh,  however,  in  his  glory. 
Will  tell,  next  week,  a  different  story  ; 
Will  make  out  all  these  men  of  barter, 
As  each  a  saint,  a  downright  martyr. 
Brought  to  the  stake — i.  e.  a  heef  one. 
Of  all  their  martyrdoms  the  chief  one  ; 
Though  try  them  even  at  this,  they'll  bear  it. 
If  tender  and  washM  down  with  claret 

Meanwhile  Miss  Fudge,  who  loves  all  lions. 
Your  saintly,  next  to  great  and  high  'una— 
(A  Viscount,  be  he  what  b6  may. 
Would  cut  a  Saint  out,  any  day,) 
Has  just  announced  a  godly  rout. 
Where  Murtagh's  to  be  first  brought  out. 
And  shown  in  his  tame,  week'day  state :— 
*'  Prayers,  half-past  seven,  tea  at  eight" 
Even  so  the  circular  missive  orders — 
Pink  cards,  with  cherubs  round  the  borders. 

Haste,  Dick — you're  lost,  if  you  lose  time ; 

Spinsters  at  forty-five  grow  giddy. 
And  Murtagh,  with  his  tropes  sublime. 

Will  surely  carry  ofToId  Biddy, 
Unless  some  spark  at  once  propose. 
And  distance  him  by  downright  prose. 
That  sick,  rich  squire,  whose  wealth  and  lands 
All  pass,  they  say,  to  Biddy's  hands, 
(The  patron,  Dick,  of  three  fat  rectories  I) 
Is  dying  of  angina  pectoris; — 
So  that,  unl**^  you're  stirring  soon, 

Murtagh,  tiiat  priest  of  puff  and  pelf. 
May  come  in  for  a  honey-moon, 

And  be  the  man  of  it,  himself ! 

As  for  wic,  Dick — 'tis  whim,  'tis  folly. 
But  this  young  niece  absorbs  me  wholly 
*Tis  true,  the  cjirl's  a  vile  verse-maker — 

Would  rhyme  all  nature,  if  you'd  let  her ; — 
But  even  her  oddities,  plague  take  her. 

But  make  mo  love  her  all  the  l>etler. 
7*00  true  it  is,  she's  bitten  sadly 
With  this  new  rage  for  rhyming  badly, 
Which  late  hath  seized  all  ranks  and  classes, 
Down  to  that  new  Estate,  "  the  masses ;" 

Till  one  pursuit  all  taste  combines — 
One  conunon  railroad  o'er  Parnassus, 
Where,  sliding  in  those  tuneful  grooves, 
Call'd  couplets,  all  creation  moves, 

And  the  whole  world  runs  mad  in  lines 


Add  to  all  this — what's  even  still  wone 
As  riiyme  itself,  tliough  still  a  curse^ 
Sounds  better  to  a  chinking  purse^ 
Scarce  sixpence  hath  my  charmer  got. 
While  I  can  muster  just  a  groat ; 
So  that,  computing  self  and  Venus, 
Tenpenco  would  clear  th*  amount  between  i 

However,  things  may  yet  prove  better : — 

Meantime,  what  awful  length  of  letter ! 

And  how,  while  heaping  thus  with  gibei 

The  Pegasus  of  modem  scribes. 

My  own  small  hobby  of  farrago 

Hath  beat  the  pace  at  which  even  they  go ! 


LETTER  V 


FROM    LARRY   o'bRANIOAN,    IN     ENGLAND,    20 
WIFE   JUOr,   AT   MULLINAFAO. 


Dear  Judy,  I  sind  you  thu  bit  of  a  letther. 

By  mail-coach    conveyance— for   want   of  a  btC- 

ther— 
To  tell  you  what  luck  in  this  world  I  have  had 
Since  I  left  the  sweet  cabin,  at  MuUinafad. 
Och,  Judy,  that  night ! — when  the  pig  which  «« 

meant 
To  dry-nurse,  in  the  parlor,  to  pay  off  the  rent, 
Julianna,  the  craythur — that  name  was  the  deatli  of 

her*— 
Gave  us  the  shlip  and  we  saw  the  last  breath  cf 

her! 
And  t?iere  were  the  childher,  six  innocent  sowb. 
For  their  nate  little  play-fclIow  tuning  up  howls ; 
While  yourself,  my  dear  Judy,  (though  gricvin's  a 

folly,)  I 

Stud  over  Julianna's  remains,  melancholy —  ! 

Cryin',  half  for  the  craythur,  and  half  for  the  moofv,  ! 
"  Arrah,  why  did  ye  die  till  we'd  sowl'd  yon,  my 

honey  ?"  \ 

I 
But  God's  will    be  done ! — and    then,   faith,  sare  j 

enough,  | 

As  the  pig  was  desaiced,  'twas  high  time  to  be  off 
So  we  gother'd  up  all  the  poor  duds  we  could  catch, 
liock'd  the    owld    cabin-door,  put   the  kay  in  the  | 

thatch. 
Then  tuk  laave  of  each  other's  sweet  Tips  in  the  daik« 
And  set  off,  like  the  Chrishtians  tum'd  out  of  tbt 

Ark; 

^The  Irish  peasantry  are  Terjr  fond  or^\inf  Ane  doiimIs 
their  pig*.  I  have  beard  of  one  instance  In  which  a  tiiaplssf 
yoang  pigs  were  named,  at  their  birth,  AbeUni  auid  EUtm. 
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ThA  six  childher  with  you,  my  dear  Judy,  ochone  ! 
And  poor  I  wid  mj'self,  left  condolin*  alone. 

How  I   came   to   this  England,  o*cr  say  and  o*er 

lands. 
And  what  cruel  hard  walkin*  Fve  had  on  my  hands, 
Is,  at  this  present  writin*,  too  tadious  to  speak. 
So  ril  mintion  it  all  in  a  postscript,  next  week : — 
Only  starved  I  was,  surely,  as  thin  as  a  lath, 
Till  I  came  to  an  up-and-down  place  they  call  Bath, 
Where,  as  luck  was,  I  managed  to  make  a  meal's 

meat. 
By  dhraggin*  owld  ladies  all  day  through  the  street — 
Which  their   docthors   (who   pocket,  like  fun,  the 

pound  stariins) 
Have  brought  into  fashion  to  plase  the  owld  darlins. 
Divl  a  boy  in  ail  Bath,  though  /  say  it,  could  carry 
The  grannies  up  hill  half  so  handy  as  Larry  ; 
And  the  higher  they  lived,  like  owld  crows,  in  the  air. 
The  more  /  was  wanted  to  lug  them  up  there. 

But  luck  has  two  handles,  dear  Judy,  they  say, 
And  mine  has  both  handles  put  on  tlu  wrong  way. 
For,  poudherin*,  one  morn,  on  a  drame  /d  just  had 
Of  yourself  and  the  babbies,  at  Mullinafad, 
Och,  there  came  o*er  my  siiises  so  pla«n'  a  flutther. 
That  I  spilt  an  owld  Countess  right  clane  in  the 

gutther, 
Miif,   feathers   and    all ! — the    descint   was   most 

awful, 
And — what  was  still  worse,  faith — I  knew  'twas 

unlawful : 
For  though,  with  mere  women,  no  very  great  evil, 
T*  upset  au  owld  Countess  in  Bath  is  the  divil ! 
So,  liftin'  the  chair,  w^ith  herself  safe  upon  it, 
(For  nothin*  aboi '  her  was  kilt,  but  her  bonnet,) 
Without  even  mentionin*  "  By  your  lave,  ma*am,** 
I  tuk  to  my  heels  and — here,  Judy,  I  am  ! 

What's  the  name  of  this  town  I  can't  say  very  well. 
But  your  heart  sure  will  jump  when  you  hear  what 

befell 
Your  own  beautiful  Larry,  the  very  first  day, 
(And  a  Sunday  it  was,  sliinin'  out  mighty  gay,) 
When  his  brogues  to  this  city  of  luck  found  th^ir 

way. 
Bein'  hungry,  God  help  me,  and  happenin*  to  stop, 
Just  to  dine  on  the  shniell  of  a  pasthry-cook's  shop, 
I  saw,  in  the  window,  a  larj^e  printed  paper. 
And  read  there  a  name,  och !  that  made  my  heart 

caper — 
HThoagh  printed  it  was  in  some  quare  ABC, 
That  might  bother  a  schoolmasther,  let  alone  me. 
B)  gor,  you'd  have  laugh'd,  Judy,  could  you've  but 

listen'd, 
Am,  JoubCin',  I  cried,  "  why  it  it ! — no,  it  imCi  -P 


But  it  was,  after  all — for,  by  spellin*  quite  dow, 
Firrt  I  made  out  **  Rev.  Mortimer" — then  a  great 

"  O  ;" 
And,  at  last,  by  hard  readin*  and  rackin*  my  ikall 

again. 
Out  it  came,  nate  as  imported,  "  O'Mulligan  !*' 

L^p  I  jump'd,  like  a  sky-lark,  my  jewel,  at   tliat 

name, — 
Divl  a  doubt  on  my  mind,  but  it  must  be  tine  same. 
"Masther   Murthagh,   himself,"  says   I,  "all   the 

world  over ! 
"  My  own  foether-brother — ^by  jinks,  I'm  m  clover. 
*'  Though  there,  in  the  play -bill,  he  figures  so  grand, 
"  One  wet-nurse  it  was  brought  us  both  up  by  hand« 
**  And  he'll  not  let  me  shtarve  ;n  the  iuamy's  land !" 

Well,  to  mak«  a  long  hishtory  short,  niver  doubt 
But  I  managed,  in  no  time,  to  find  the  lad  out ; 
And  the  joy  of  the  meetin'  bethuxt  him  and  me, 
Sucb  a  pair  of  owld  cumrogues— was  charmin'  to 

see. 
Nor  is  Murthagh  less  plased  with  th'  evtnt   than 

/am. 
As  be  just  then  was  wanting  a  Valley-de-sham  ; 
And,  for  dressin*  a  gintleman,  one  way  or  t'other, 
Your  nato  Irish  lad  is  beyant  every  other. 

But  now,  Jody,  comes  the  quare  part  of  the  case ; 
And,  in  throth,  it's  the  only  drawback  on  my  place, 
'Twas   Murthagh's   ill    luck  to  be  cross'd,  as  you 

know, 
With  an  awkward  mishfortune  some  short  time  ago  ; 
That's  to  say,  he  tura'd  Protestant — to  Ay,  I  can't 

laru  ; 
But,  of  coorse,  he  knew  best,  an'  it's  not  my  consam. 
All  I  know  is,  we  both  were  good  Cath'lics,  at  nurse. 
And  myself  am  so  still — nayther  betther  nor  worse. 
Well,  our  bargain  was  all  right  and  tight  in  a  jifi'ey. 
And  lads  more  contint  never  yet  left  the  Lifiey, 
When    Murthagh — or     Morthimer,    as    he's    now 

chrishen'd. 
His  name  being  convarted,  at  laist,  if  he  isn't — 
Lookin'  sly  at  me  (faith,  'tw  as  divartin'  to  see) 
"  Of  coorse,  you're  a  Protestant,  Larry,"  says  he, 
Upon  which  says  myself,  wid  a  wink  just  as  shiy, 
**  Is't  a  Protestant  ?— oh  yes,  /  am,  sir,"  says  I ; — 
And  there  the  chat  ended,  and  div'l  a  more  word 
Coatrovarsial  between  us  has  since  then  occuir'd. 

What  Murthagh  coukl  mane,  and,  in  troth,  Judy 

dear, 
What  /  myself  meant,  doesn't  seem  miglity  clear ; 
But  the  thruth  is,  tliough  still  for  the  Owld  Light  a 

stickler, 
I  was  just  then  too  shtarved  to  be  over  partiolar  >^ 
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Ar.d,  Go(^  knows,  between  us,  a  comic*ler  pair 
Ot  twin  Protestants  couldn't  be  seen  any  where. 

Next  Tu^ay  (as  towld  in  the  play-bills  I  min- 

tion'd, 
Addressed  to  th«  loyal  and  godly  intintion*d) 
His    rivirence,    my    master,    comes    forward    to 

preach, — 
Myself  doesn't  know  whether  sarmon  or  q>eech, 
But  it*s  all  one  to  him,  he's  a  dead  hand  at  each ; 
Like  us,  Paddys,  in  gin*ral,  whose  skill  in  orations 
Quite  bothers  the  blarney  of  all  other  nations. 

But,  whisht! — Ihere's  his   Rivireuce,  shoutin'  out 

"  Larry," 
And   sorra  a   word  more  will  this  shmall  paper 

carry; 
So,  here,  Judy,  ends  my  short  bit  of  a  letther, 
Which,  faiz,  I'd   have   made  a  much  bigger  and 

betther, 
But  div'l  a  one  Post-office  hole  in  this  town 
Fit  to  swallow  a  dacent-sized  billy-dux  down. 
So  good   luck  to  the  childer! — toll  Molly,  I  love 

her; 
Kiss  Oonagh's  sweet   mouth,  and  kiss  Katty  all 

over— 
Not  forgettin'  the  mark  of  the  red  currant  whiskey 
She  got  at  the  fair  when  yourself  was  so  frisky. 
The  heavens  be  your  bed ! — I  will  write,  when  I 

can  again. 
Yours  to  the  world's  end, 

Laret  O'Branioan 


LETTER  VL 


mOM  MISS  BIDDY  FUDGE,  TO   MRS.  KUZABBTII 


How  I  grieve  you're  not  with  us ! — pray,  come,  if 

you  can, 
Ere  we're  robb'd  of  this  dear  oratorical  man. 
Who  combines  in  himself  all  the  multiple  glory 
Of  Orangeman,  Saint,  quondam  Papist  and  Tory ; — 
(Choice  mixture !  like  that  from  wiiich,  duly  con- 
founded. 
The   best  sort   of  brass  was,  in   old  times,  com- 

pouudftd) — 
The  sly  and  the  saintly,  the  worldly  and  godly. 
All  fus^d  down  in  brogue  su  deliciously  oddly  I 
In  short,  he's  a  dear — and  such  audiences  draws, 
Such   loud   peals   of  laughter   aitd   shouts  of  ap- 
plause. 
As  can*t  but  do  good  to  the  Protestant  cause. 


Poor  dear  Irish   Church! — he   to-day  sketeb'd  a 

view 
Of  her  history  and  prospects,  to  me  at  least  new. 
And  which  (if  it  takes  as  it  ought)  muat 
The  whole  Christian  worid  her  just  rights  to 
As  to  reasoning — you  know,  dear,  that's  now  of  m 

use. 
People  still  will  their /acts  ind  dry  figures  prodooe, 
As  if  saving  the  souls  of  a  Protestant  flock  were 
A  thing  to  be  managed  **  according  to  Cocker  f 
In  vain  do  we  say,  (when  rude  radicals  hector 
At  paying  some  thousands  a  year  to  a  Rector, 
In  places  where  Protestants  nevrr  yet  were,) 
**  Who  knows  but  young  Protestants  mmy  be  boi 

there  ?" 
And  granting  such  accident,  think,  what  a  shame^ 
If  they  didn't  find  Rector  and  Cleik  when  tbcy 

came ! 
It  is  clear  that,  without  such  a  staff  on  full  pay, 
These  little  Church  embryos  must  go  astray ; 
And,  while  fools  are  computing  what  Parsoas  wooM 

cost, 
Plnecious  souls  are  meanwhile  to  th'  ^--^^MHifr^ 

lost! 

In  vain  do  we  put  the  case  sensibly  thus  $— 
They'll  still  with  their  figures  and  facts  make  a  trntt 
And  ask  '*  if,  while  all,  choosing  each  bb  own  nsi, 
"Journey  on,  as  wo  can,  towards  the    Heavealy 

Abode, 
*'  It  is  right  that  seven  eighths  of  the  travellers  ihoukl 

pay 

'*  For  one  eighth  that  goes  quite  a  different  way  T— 
Just  as  if,  foolish  people,  this  wasn't,  in  reality, 
A  proof  of  the  Church's  extreme  liberality, 
That,  though  hating  Popery  in  other  respects. 
She  to  Catholic  money  in  no  way  objects ; 
And  so  liberal  her  very  best  Saints,  in  this  sense. 
That  they  even  go  to  heaven  at  the  Catholic's  ei 
pense. 

But,  though  clear  to  our  minds  all  these  argiuneotsbr, 
People  cannot  or  toill  not  their  cogency  see  ; 
And,  I  grieve  to  confess,  did  the  poor  Iri^  Church 
Stand  on  reasoning  alone,  she'd  be  left  in  the  lurch. 
It  was  therefore,  dear  Lizzy,  with  joy  noost  siDce/e, 
That  I  heard  this  nice  Reverend  O'  something  we't^ 

here. 
Produce,   from   the  depths  of  his  knowledge  and 

reading, 
A  view  of  that  marvellous  Church,  far  exceeding, 
In  novelty,  force,  and  profoundness  of  thought, 
All  that  Irving  himself,  in  his  glory,  e'er  tangfat 

Looking  through  the  whole  history,  present  aad 

past. 
Of  the  Irish  Law  Churolf,  from  the  firet  to  the  Issl ; 
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asidering  how  strange  its  original  birth — 

:h  a  thing  having  never  before  been  on  earth— 

w   opposed  to  the  instinct,  the  law,  and  the 

force 
nature  and  reason  has  been  its  whole  course ;  ' 
rough  centuries  encountering  repugnance,  resist- 
ance, 
)m,  hate,  execration — yet  still  in  existence! 
isidering  all  this,  the  conclusion  he  draws 
'.hat  Nature  exempts  this  one  Church  from  her 

laws — 
at   Reason,  dumb-founder'd,  gives   up  the  dis- 
pute, 
d  before  the  portentous  anomaly  stands  mute  ; — 
at,  in  short,  *tis  a  Miracle ! — and,  once  begun, 
d    transmitted    through    ages,    from   father    to 

son, 
r  the  honor  of  miracles,  ought  to  go  otl 

vcr  yet  was  conclusion  so  cogent  and  sound, 
so  fitted  the  Chtircii*s  weak  foes  to  confound. 
',  observe,  the   more   low   all   her  merits  they 

place, 
e  more  they  make  out  the  miraculous  case, 
d   the   more   ail   good  Christians  must  deem  it 

profane 
disturb  such  a  prodigy's  marvellous  reign. 

for  scriptural   proofs,  he  quite  placed   beyond 

doubt 
at  the  whole  in  the  Apocal^-pse  may  be  found 

out, 
clear   and    well -proved,   he   would  venture  to 

swear, 
any  thing  else  has  been  ever  found  there : — 
lile  the  mode  in  which,  bless  the  dear  £bI1ow,  he 

deals 
th  that  whole   lot   of  vials   and   trumpets   and 

seals, 
d  the  ease  with  which  vial  on  vial  he  strings, 
>WB  him  quite  a  first-rate   at  all  these  sort  of 

things. 

much  for  theology : — as  for  th'  affairs 
this   temporal   world — the  light,  drawing-room 

cares 
d  gay  toils  of  the  toilet,  which,  God  knows,  I 

seeK, 
m   no   love  of  such  things,  but  in  humUenees 

meek, 
]  to  be,  as  th*  Apostle  was,  "weak   with   the 

weak," 
3U  wilt  fuid  quite  enough  (till  Vm  somewhat  leas 

busy) 
th'   extracts    enclosed,   my  dear    news-loring 

Liny. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY. 

JiBst  night,  having  naught  more  holy  to  do. 
Wrote  a  letter  to  dear  Sir  Andrew  Agnew, 
About  the  "  Do-nothing-on -Sunday -Club,*' 
Which  we  wish  by  some  shorter  name  to  dub  :— 
As  the  use  of  more  vowels  and  consonants 
Than  a  Christian,  on  Sunday,  really  wants, 
Is  a  grievance  that  ought  to  be  done  away. 
And  the  Alphabet  led  to  rest,  that  day. 

Sundttff. 

Sir  Andrew*s  answer ! — but,  shocking  to  say. 

Being  frank'd  unthinkingly  yesterday. 

To  the  horror  of  Ague^^ii  vet  unborn. 

It  arrived  on  this  blessed  Sunday  morn ! ! — 

How  shocking ! — the  postman's  self  cried  "  shame 

onV' 
Seeing  th'  immaculate  Andrew's  name  on't  I ! 

What  will  the  Club  do  ? — meet,  no  doubt. 

'Tis  a  matter  that  touches  the  Class  Devout, 

And  tlie  friends  of  the  Subbuth  must  speak  out 

Saw  to-day,  at  the  rafHe — and  saw  it  with  pain- 
That  those  stylish  Fitzwigrams  begin  to  dress  plain. 
Even  gay  iitUe  Sophy  smart  trimmings  renounces-* 
She,  who  long  has  stood  by  me  tlirough  all  sorts  of 

flounces. 
And  show'd,  by  upholding  the  toilet's  sweet  rites, 
That  we,  girls,  may  be  Christians,  without  being 

frights. 
This,  I  own,  much  alarms  me ;  for  though  one's 

religious,  [hideous ; 

And   strict    and — all  that,  there's  no  need  to  be 
And  why  a  nice  bonnet  should  stand  in  the  way 
Of  one's  going  to  heaven,  'tisu't  easy  to  say. 

Then,  there's  Gimp,  the  poor  thing — if  her  custom 

we  drop. 
Pray,  what's  to  become  of  her  soul  and  her  shop  7 
If  by  saints  like  ourselves  no  more  ordera  are  given. 
She'll  lose  all  the  interest  she  now  takes  in  heaven  ; 
And   tliis  nice  little  "fire-brand,  pluck'd  from  the 

burning," 
May  fall  in  again  at  the  very  next  turning. 

Mem. — To  write  to  the  India-Mission  Society  ; 
And  send  jC20 — heavy  tax  upon  piety ! 

Of  all  Indian  luxuries  we  now-a-days  boost. 
Making  "  Company's  Christians"'  perht  »  costs  tha 
most. 


>  Tbe  tltla  givea  by  the  aatives  to  such  <  f  Uieii  coootrv 
mea  as  bsconifi  converts. 
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And  the  wont  of  it  is,  that  these   conveits  full 

grrown. 
Having  lived  in  our  faith,  mo6t]y  die  in  their  oum,^ 
Praying  hard,  at  the  last,  to  some  god  who,  they 

say, 
When  incarnate  on  earth,  nsed  to  steal  curds  and 

whey.' 
Thlzk;  how  horrid,  my  dear ! — so  that's  all  thrown 

away ; 
And  (what  is  still  worse)  for  the  rum  and  the  rice 
They  comtumed,  while  believers,  we  saints  pay  the 

price. 

Still  'tis  cheering  to  find  that  we  do  save  a  few — 
The    Report    gives   six    Cliristiaiis   for   Cunnang- 

cudoo; 
Doorkotchuin  reckons  seven,  and  four  Trevandrum, 
While  but  one  and  a  half's  left  at  Cooroopudum. 
In  this  last-meution'd  place  'tis  the  barben  enslave 

'em. 
For,  once  they  turn  Christians,  no  barber  will  shave 

»efn» 

To  atone  for  this  rather  small  Heathen  amount. 
Some  Papists,  turn'd  Christians,*  are  tack'd  to  th' 

account 
And  though,  to  catch  Papists,  one  needn't  go  so  for. 
Such  fish  are  worth  hookiug,  wherever  they  are ; 
And  note,  when  so  great  of  such  converts  the  lack  is. 
One     Papist    well    caught    is    worth    millions    of 

Blackies. 

Friday. 
Last  night  had  a  dream  so  odd  and  funny, 

I  cannot  resist  recording  it  here. — 
Methought  that  the  Genius  of  Matrimony 

Before  mo  stood,  with  a  joyous  leer, 
Leading  a  hutibaud  in  each  hand, 

And  both  for  me,  which  look'd  rather  queer  ;— 

1  Of  such  relapses  we  find  innumerable  instances  in  the 
accounts  uf  the  Mis«ionaries. 

s  Tlie  god  Krl^»llna,  one  of  the  incarnntion^  of  the  god 
Vishnu.^  "Oneday(8Hys  ihc  Bhag-vivata)  Krishna's  play- 
fellows complained  to  Tasuda  'it  he  had  pilfered  and  ate 
their  curdn." 

*  "  Roteen  wants  shaving;  but  the  barber  here  will  notd^ 
it.  lie  is  run  awsty  lest  he  should  be  com|>elled.  He  says 
he  will  not  shave  Ycsoo  Kreest's  people." — Bapt.  Mis3i0n 
Society,  vol.  ii.  p.  41)3. 

*  In  the  llcp«irt8  oftlie  Missionaries,  the  Roman  Catholics 
are  aluioHt  nlwuyA  classed  along  with  the  Heathen.  *'  1  have 
extended  my  laliors  (says  James  Venning,  in  a  Report  for 
18.31}  to  the  Heathen  Mahomedans.  and  Roman  Cittholics.** 
"Ttie  Heathen  and  Roman  Catholics  in  this  neighborhood 
(says  another  missicmar)'  for  the  year  1832^  are  not  inditTer- 
ent,  but  withstand,  ntther  than  yield  to,  the  force  of  truth.** 

'An  account  of  thes^e  Powerscourt  Conversaziones,  (under 
the  direct  presidency  of  l^ird  Rodcn.)  as  well  as  a  list  of  the 
subjects  di.<<riiHsed  at  the  ditTcrent  meetings,  mny  be  found  in 
the  Christian  Hertid  for  the  month  of  December.  IH32.  7*he 
Killowins  is  a  specimen  of  the  nature  of  the  question  sub* 


One  I  could  perfectly  uudemtand. 

But  why  there  were  two  wasnH  qaito  wm  dm 
Twas  meant,  however,  1  soon  ecMild  «•» 

To  afford  que  a  choice — a  most  eAi.jfJltt1  fisa* 
And — who  should  this  brace  of  ondidrtai  bi^ 

But  Messrs.  O'Miilligan  and  Magan>-> 
A  thing,  I  suppose,  unheard  of  till  then. 
To  dream,  at  once,  of  two  Inihiiieii ! — 
That  handsome   Magan,  too,  with   wings  em  Ui 
sliotilden, 

(For  all  this  pass'd  in  the  realms  of  the  Res'dJ 
And  quite  a  creature  to  dazzle  beboideis ; 

Ayiiile  even  O'MulIigan,  feathered  and  dreaii 

As  an  elderly  clierub,  was  looking  his  best 
Ah  Liz,  you,  who  know  me,  scarce  can  doofat 
As  to  lohich  of  the  two  I  singled  out. 
But — awful  to  tell — when,  all  in  dread 

Of  losing  so  bright  a  vision's  chsruMy 
I  grasp'd  at  Magan,  his  image  fled, 
Like  a  mist,  away,  and  I  found  but  the  head 

Of  O' Mulligan,  wings  and  all,  in  my  anns! 
The  Angel  had  flown  to  some  nest  divine. 
And  the  elderly  Cherub  alone  was  mine  I 
Heigho ! — it  is  certain  that  foolish  Magan 
Either  can't  or  looni  see  that  he mt^Af  bethemi; 
And,  perhaps,  dear — who  knows  ? — if  naught  beOBt 

befall 
But — O'Mulligan  may  be  the  man,  after  tSL 

N.B. 
Next  week  mean  to  have  my  first  scriptunU  nwt, 
For  the  special  discussion  of  matters  devout ; — 
Like  those  soirees,  at  Powerscotut,*  so  jostlj  r»- 

nown'd. 
For  the  zeal  with  which  doctrine  and  negoi  watt 

rotmd; 
Those  theology  rouls  which  the  pious  Lord  R    d   b. 
That  pink  of  Christianity,  first  set  the  mode  in ; 

milted  to  the  company  :—^*  Jfmtiiajr  Evemfmg.  Six  •'dtd, 
September  34,  IBS'i. — '  An  examination  Into  the  qooUlMtf 
given  in  the  New  Testament  from  the  CMd.  with  tbdr  eoa- 
nection  and  explanation,  viz.  &c.  4cc.* — IFs^aM^  — 
'  Should  we  expect  a  personal  Antichrist  1  and  t»  mktm  rtU 
\e  be  revealed  7'  &.C.  &.C. — FViday. — *  What  llf  ht  does  Sc/ip- 
.*irc  throw  on  present  events,  and  their  ninr»l  cbancnr! 
H  kat  it  next  t»  be  tooted  for  or  expteted  7'  **  Jce. 

The  nipid  pnigress  niad«  at  these  tea-parties  In  setditv 
points  of  Scripture,  may  be  judged  from  a  fifiragmpb  Ib  the 
account  givjen  of  one  of  their  evenings,  by  the  Chrtaiks 
Herald : — 

"  On  Daniel  a  good  deal  of  light  wnm  thrown,  mad  tbeiewu 
some,  I  think  not  so  much,  perhaps,  npon  the  Bevelatioos; 
though  particular  parts  of  It  were  discussed  with  eomMatMt 
accession  of  knowledge.  There  was  some  very  iniefe^asg 
inquiry  as  to  the  quotation  of  the  Old  Testament  In  the  .\ew 
particularly  on  the  point,  whether  there  wasa:.y  xtermut- 
diiiion.*  or  w nether  they  were  quoted  Hccnrdlngio  the  mind  d 
the  Spirit  in  the  Old :  this  gave  occasion  in  unate  very  ia- 
teresting  development  of  Scripture.  The  ptugresa  of  tbs 
Antichristian  powers  was  very  fully  discnsaed  ** 
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Whe/t«,  blessed  down-pouring !'  from  tea  untU  nine, 
The  subjects  lay  all  in  the  Prophecy  line ; — 
Then,  supper — and  then,  if  for  topics  hard  driven, 
From  thence  until  bed-time  to  Satun  was  given  ; 
While  R— d — n,  deep  read  in  each  topic  and  tome, 
Ou  all  subjects  (especially  the  last)  was  at  home. 


LETTER  VII. 

FROM  MISS  FANNY' FUDGE,  TO  HER  COUSIN, 
MISS  KITTY  . 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 

Bring  me  the  slumbering  souk  of  flowers, 
While  yet,  beneath  some  northern  sky, 
Ungilt  by  beams,  ungemm'd  by  showers. 
They  wait  the  breath  of  summer  hours. 
To  woke  to  light  each  diamond  eye. 
And  let  loose  every  florid  sigh ! 

Bring  me  the  flrst-bom  ocean  waves. 
From  out  those  deep  primeval  caves. 
Where  from  the  dawn  of  Time  they've  lain — 
The  Embryos  of  a  future  Main  ! — 
Untaught  as  yet,  young  things,  to  speak 

The  language  of  their  Parent  Sea, 
(PolyphlysbeBan'  named  in  Greek,) 
Though  soon,  too  soon,  in  bay  and  creek, 
Round  startled  isle  and  wondering  peak, 

They'll  thunder  loud  and  long  as  He  ! 

Bring  me,  from  Hecla's  iced  abode. 
Young  fires 

I  had  got,  dear,  thus  far  in  my  Ode, 
Intending  to  fill  the  whole  page  to  the  bottom, 
But,  having  mvoked  such  a  lot  of  fine  things. 
Flowers,  billows  and  thunderbolts,  rainbows  and 
wings. 
Didn't  know  what  to  do  with  *em,  when  I  had  (pi 

'em. 
The  truth  is,  my  thoughts  are  too  full,  at  this  minute. 

Of  past  MSS.  any  new  ones  to  try. 
Thki  very  night's  coach  brings  my  destiny  in  it-*- 

Decides  the  great  question,  to  live  or  to  die ! 
And,  whether  I'm  henceforth  immortal  or  no. 
All  depends  on  the  answer  of  Simpkins  and  Ca 

1  **  About  eight  o*clock  the  Lonl  bef;an  to  pnar  down  his 
spirit  coplnatly  upon  as— -for  they  had  all  by  thl^  time  as- 
seiabled  In  my  twnn  for  the  parprMe  uf  prayer.  This  down- 
pmnnt  cootimed  dll  about  ten  o*cluck.** — Letter  Troni  Mary 
CSsapbell  to  the  Rev.  John  Campbell,  oi  Row,  (dated  Ferni- 


You'll  think,  love,  I  rave,  so  'tis  best  to  let  out 
The*  whole  secret,  at  once — I  have  publish'd  a 

Book  ! ! ! 
Yes,  an  actual  Book : — if  the  marvel  yon  doubt. 

You  have  only  in  last  Monday's  Courier  to  look, 
And  you'll  find  •*  This  day  publish'd  by  Simpkjis 

and  Ca 
**  A  Romaunt,  in  twelve  Cantos,  entitled  « Wo  Wo  !* 
**  By  Miss  Fanny  F ,  known  more  commonly 

TOlCr." 
This  I  put  that  my  friends  mayn't  be  left  in  the  dark. 
But  may  guess  at  my  writing  by  knowing  my  mark. 

How  I  managed,  at  last,  this  great  deed  to  achieve, 
Is  itself  a  "  Romaunt"  which  you'd  scarce,  dear, 

believe ; 
Nor  can  I  just  now,  being  all  in  a  whiri. 
Looking  out  for  the  Magnet,'  explain  it,  .'e&  j[*rl. 
Sufllce  it  to  say,  that  one  half  the  expense 
Of  this  leasehold  of  fame  for  long  centuries  \  ence— 
(Though  "  God  knows,"  as  aunt  says,  my  bumble 

ambition 
Aspires  not  beyond  a  small  Second  Edition,) — 
One  half  the  whole  cost  of  the  paper  and  printing, 
I've  managed  to  scrape  up,  this  year  past,  by  stinting 
My  own  little  wants  in  gloves,  ribands,  and  shoes. 
Thus  defrauding  the  toilet  to  fit  out  the  Muse ! 

And  who,*  my  dear  Kitty,  would  not  do  the  same? 
What's  eau  de  Cologne  to  the  sweet  breath  of  fame? 
Yards  of  riband  soon   end — but   the  measures  of 

rhyme. 
Dipped  in  hues  of  the  rainbow,  stretch  out  through 

all  time. 
Gloves  languish  and  fade  away,  pair  after  pair, 
While  couplets  shine  out,  but  the  brighter  for  wear, 
Aud  the  dancing-shoe's  gloss  in  an  evening  is  gone, 
While  light-footed  lyrics  through  ages  tnp  on. 

The  remaining  expense,  trouble,  risk — and,  tUas ! 
My  poor  copyright  too — into  other  hands  pass  ; 
Aud  my  friend,  the  Head  Dev'l  of  the  '*  County 

Gazette," 
(The  only  Mecienas  I've  ever  had  yet,) 
He  who  set  up  in  type  my  first  juvenile  lays. 
Is  now  set  up  by  them  for  the  rest  of  his  days ; 
And   while   Gods  (as  my  "  Heathen   Mythology" 

says) 
Live  on  naught  but  ambrosia,  hi%  lot  bow  much 

sweeter 
To  live,  lucky  dev'l,  on  a  young  lady's  metre ! 

cary,  April  4,  1830,)  giving  an  account  of  her  **mlraeakms 
cure." 

*  If  you  gness  what  this  word  meansi,  *tl9  more  than  /eaa  >— 
1  but  give't  as  I  got  it  Trom  B!r.  Blagan.  F  F. 

*  A  day-coach  of  that  nanie. 
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As  for  pujfmg — that  first  of  all  lit'rar}'  boons, 
And  eflBential  alike  both  to  bardft  and  balloons— 
As,  unless  well  supplied  with  inflation,  'tis  found 
Nruther  bards  nor  balloons  budge  an  inch  from  the 

ground ; — 
In  tkU  respect,  naught  could  more  prosp'rons  befall ; 
As  my  friend  (for  no  less  this  kind  imp  can  I  call) 
Knows  the  whole  world  of  critics — the  hypers  and 

alL 
I  suspect  he  himself,  indeed,  dabbles  in  rhyme. 
Which,  for  imps  diabolic,  is  not  the  first  time ; 
As  Fve  heard  uncle  Bob  say,  'twas  known  among 

Gnostics, 
That   the   067*1   on  Two  Sticks  was   a   devi  at 

Acrostics. 

But  hark !  there's  the  Magnet  just  dash'd  in  from 

Town— 
How  my  heart,  Kitty,  beats !    (  shall  surely  drop 

down. 
That  awful  Court  Journal,  Gazette,  AtbensBum, 
All  full  of  my  book — I  shall  sink  when  I  see  'em. 
And  then  the  great  point — whether  Simpkins  and 

Co. 
Are  actually  pleased  with  their  bargain  or  no ! — 


Five  o*el0ek. 

All's  delightful — such  praises  — I  really  fear 
That  thir  poor  littK  head  wil  turn  giddy,*my  dear; 
I've  but  time  now  to  send  you  two  exquisite  scraps — 
I   All  the  rest  by  the  Magu?!^  on  Monday,  perhap& 


I 


FROM  THE  "  MORMNQ  TOSr." 

'Tis  known  that  a  certain  dtstinguidh'd  physician 
Prescribes,    for    dyapepsia,    a    jourse    of   liglit 

reading ; 
Ami   Rliymes  by   young   Ladies,   the   first,   frveh 

edition, 
(Ere  critics  have  injiu-ed  their  powers  of  nutrition,) 
Are  he  thinks,  for  weak  stomachs,  the  best  sort 

of  feeding. 
Satires  irritate — love-songs  are  found  calorific ; 
But  smooth,  female  sonnets  he  deems  a  specific. 
And,  if  taken  at  bed-time,  a  sure  soporific. 
Among  works  of  this  kind,  the  most  pleasing  we 

know. 
Is  a  volume  just  publish'd  by  Simpkins  and  Co., 
Where  all  such  ingredients — the  flowery,  the  sweet. 
And  the  gently  nJU-coHc — are  mix'd  per  receipt. 
With  a  hand  so  judicious,  we've  no  hesitation 
To  say  that — 'bove  all,  for  the  young  generation— 
'Tis  an  elegant,  soothing,  and  safe  preparation. 

Nota  bene — for  readers,  whose  object's  io  sleep. 
And  who  read  in  their  nightca()s,  the  publishers  keep 
Good  fire-proof  binding,  which  conies  very  cheap. 


ANECDOTE — FROSI  TUB  **  COUET  JOCESAI*** 

T'other  night,  at  the  Countess  of  *  *  *'s  lout. 
An  amusing  event  was  much  whispered  about. 

It  was  said  that  Lord ,  at  the  CoancO,  that  day. 

Had,  more  than  once,  jump'd  from  hit  aeai,  lika 

a  rocket. 
And  flown  to  a  comer,  where— heedless,  they  say, 
IIow    the    country's    resources    were    cquaDdei'J 

away — 
lie  kept   reading  som^    >apers  he'd  brooght  ia 

his  pocket 
Some  thought  them  dispati-hes  from  Spain  or  the 

Turk, 
Others  swore   they  brought   word  we   had  lost 

the  Mauritius ; 
But  it  tum'd  out  'twas  only  Miss  Fudge's  new  wofk. 
Which   his    Lordsh.^    "^evouT'd    with   rach  seal 

expeditiou»— 
Messn.  Simpkins  and  Co.,  to  avoid  all  delay* 
Ilavmg  sent  it  in  slieets,  that  his  I^wHtjp  flight 

say, 
He  had  distanced  the  wholo  reading  world  by  a 

day! 


LETTER  VIIL 


from  bod  fudge,  esq.,  to  the  rev.  mortihie 

o'mulugan. 


I  MUCH  regret,  dear  Reverend  Sir, 

I  could  not  come  to  ♦  *  ♦  to  meet  you : 

But  this  cursed  gout  wo'n't  let  me  stir — 
Er'n  now  I  but  by  proxy  greet  yon. 

As  thi^  vile  scrawl,  whate'er  its  sense  is, 

Ow^  all  to  an  amanuensis. 

Most  other  scourges  of  disease 

Reduce  men  to  extremities — 

But  gout  wo'n't  leave  one  even  thest* 

From  all  my  sister  writes,  I  see 

That  you  and  I  will  quite  agree. 

I'm  a  plain  man,  who  speak  the  truth, 
And  trust  you'll  think  me  not  uncivil. 

When  I  declare  that,  from  my  youth, 
I've  wish'd  your  country  at  the  devil : 

Nor  can  I  doubt,  indeed,  from  all 

I've  heard  of  your  high  patriot  fame— 

From  every  word  your  lips  let  fall- 
That  you  most  truly  wish  the  sam6L 

It  plagues  one's  life  out — thirty  years 

Have  I  had  dinning  in  my  ears; 

"  Ireland  wants  this,  and  that,  and  t'othei,'* 
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And,  to  this  hour,  one  nothjag  hean 
But  the  same  vile,  eternal  bother. 
While,  of  those  countless  things  she  wanted, 
Thank  God,  but  little  has  been  granted. 
And  ev'n  that  little,  if  we're  men 
Aud  Britons,  we'll  have  back  again ! 

I  really  think  that  Catholic  question 
Was  what  brought  on  my  indigestion ; 
And  still  each  year,  as  Popery's  curse 
Has  gather'd  round  us,  I've  got  worse  ; 
Till  ev'n  my  pint  of  port  a  day 
Can't  keep  the  Pope  and  bile  away. 
And  whereas,  tilt  the  Catholic  bill, 
I  never  wanted  draught  or  pill. 
The  settling  of  that  cursed  question 
Has  quite  tiTisettled  my  digestion. 

Look  what  has  happen'd  since— the  Elect 
Of  all  the  bores  of  every  sect. 
The  chusen  triers  of  men's  patience, 
From  all  the  Three  Denominations, 
Let  loose  upon  us ; — even  Quakers 
Tum'd  into  speechera  and  law-makers, 
Who'll  move  no  question,  stiff-rump'd  elves, 
Till  first  the  Spirit  moves  themselves ; 
And  whose  shrill  Yeas  and  Nays,  in  chorus. 
Conquering  our  Ays  and  Nos  sonorous. 
Will  soon  to  death's  own  slumber  snore  ua. 
Then,  too,  those  Jews ! — I  really  sicken 

To  think  of  such  abomination ; 
Fellows,  who  wo* n't  eat  ham  with  chicken. 

To  legislate  for  this  great  nation ! — 
Depend  upon't,  when  once  they've  sway. 

With  rich  old  Goldsmid  at  the  head  o'  them ! 
Th*  Excise  laws  will  be  done  away. 

And  Circumcise  ones  pass'd  instead  o'  them ! 

In  short,  dear  sir,  look  where  one  will. 
Things  all  go  on  so  devilish  ill. 
That  'pon  my  soul,  I  rather  fear 

Our  reverend  Rector  may  be  right, 
Who  tells  me  the  Millennium's  near ; 
Nay,  swears  he  knows  the  very  year. 

And  regulates  his  leases  by't ; — 
Meaning  their  terms  should  end,  no  doubt, 
Btjfore  the  world's  own  lease  is  out 
He  tliinks,  too,  that  the  whole  thing's  ended 
So  much  more  soon  than  was  intended, 
Purely  to  scourge  those  men  of  an 
Who  brought  th'  accursed  Reform  Bill  in.' 


>  'I'his  fippeitrs  tn  have  been  the  opinion  also  of  an  eloquent 
nrlter  in  the  Morning  VVaf  h.  **  One  irreat  object  of  Chrliit*t 
SMood  Advent,  as  Ibe  Man  and  as  the  King  of  the  Jews,  Is  to 


However,  let's  not  yet  despair ; 

Thoogh  Toryism's  eclipsed,  at  presenty 
And — like  myself,  in  this  old  cnair — 

Sits  in  a  state  by  *io  means  pleasant ; 
Feet  crippled — hands,  m  lucklen  hour. 
Disabled  of  their  grasping  power ; 
And  all  that  rampant  glee,  which  revell'd 
In  this  world's  sweets,  be-dull'd,  be-devil'd-— 
Yet,  though  condemuM  to  frisk  no  more, 

And  both  in  Chair  of  Penance  set, 
rhere's  something  tells  me,  all's  not  o'er, 

With  Toryism  or  Bobby  yet ; 
That  though,  between  us,  1  allow 
We've  not  a  leg  to  stand  on  now ; 
Though  cursed  Reform  and  colchieum 
Have  made  us  both  look  deuced  gltmi. 
Yet  still,  in  spite  of  Grote  aud  Gout, 
Again  we'll  shine  triumphant  out ! 

Yes — back  again  shall  come,  egad. 
Our  turn  for  sport,  my  reverend  lad. 
And  then,  O'Mulligan — oh  then. 
When  mounted  on  our  nags  again, 
You,  on  your  bigh-flown  Rosinante, 
Bedizen'd  out,  like  Show-Gallantee, 
(Glitter  great  from  substance  scanty  ;)— 
While  I,  Bob  Fudge,  E^uire,  sliaU  ride 
Your  faithful  Saucho,  by  your  side ; 
Then — talk  of  tilts  and  tournaments ! 
Dam'me,  we'll 


'Squire  Fudge's  clerk  presents 
To  Reverend  Sir  his  compliments ; 
Is  grieved  to  say  an  accident 
Has  just  occurr'd  which  will  prevent 
The  Squire-— though  now  a  little  better^ 
From  finishing  this  present  letter. 
Just  when  he'd  got  to  "  Dam'me,  we'll        " 
His  Honor,  full  of  martial  zeal, 
Grasp'd  at  his  crutch,  but  not  being  able 
To  keep  his  balance  or  his  hold. 
Tumbled,  both  self  and  crutch,  and  roll'd 
Like  ball  and  bat,  beneath  the  table. 

All's  safe — the  table,  chair,  and  crutch  ;— 
Nothing,  thank  God,  b  broken  much. 
But  the  Squire's  head,  which,  in  tlie  fall, 
Got  burop'd  considerably — that's  all. 
At  this  no  great  alarm  we  feel. 
As  the  Squire's  head  can  bear  a  deal 


p««M  tht  KingM  who  do  not  ncknowledfe  that  their  anthotlty 
Is  derived  from  him,  and  wAe  wnbmit  tm  .-mcim  iI  fftm  lAsC 
wuMf  headed  monater,  Uu  ■■«*.**    No.  z.  p.  373. 
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JVediu»ia§  manUmg, 
Squire  much  the  same — head  rather  lights 
Raved  about  «  BarberB*  Wigs'*  all  night 

Our  housekeeper,  old  Mrs.  Griggs, 
Suspects  that  he  meant  "  barbarous  Whigs.' 


LETTER  IX. 

FROM  LARRT  0*BRAN'IGAN,  TO  DIS  WIFE  JUDT. 

As  it  was  but  last  week  that  I  sint  you  a  letther. 
You'll  wondhcr,  dear  Judy,  what  this  is  about ; 

And,  throth,  it's  a  letther  myself  would  like  belther, 
Could  I  manage  to  lave  the  contints  of  it  out ; 

For  sure,  if  it  makes  even  me  ouaisy. 

Who  takes  things  quiet,  'twill  dhrive  yo*«  crazy. 

Oh,  Judy,  that  riverind  Murthagh,  bad  scran  to 

him! 
That  e'er  I  should  come  to've  been  sarvant-man  to 

him, 
Or  so  far  demano  the  O'Branigan  blood, 
And  my  Aunts,  the  Diluvians,  (whom  not  ey'n  the 

Flood 
Was  able  to  wash  away  clane  from  the  earth,') 
As  to  sarve  one  whose  name,  of  mere  yestherday's 

bith, 
Can  '10  more  to  a  great  O,  before  it,  purtend, 
Than  mine  can  to  wear  a  great  Q  at  its  end. 

But  that's  now  all  over — last  night  I  gev  wamin'. 
And,    masth'r   as  he   is,    will   discharge   him  this 

morn  in'. 
The  thief  of  the  world  I — but   it's  no  use  balrag- 

gin'  f— 
All  I  know  is,  X  *  'ifty  times  rnther  be  draggin' 
Oiild  ladies  up  hih  to  the  ind  of  my  days, 
Than  witli  Murthagh  to  rowl  in  a  chaise,  at  my 

ai^e, 
And  be  forced  (o  discind  thro'  the  same  dirty  ways. 
Arrah,  sure,  if  Td  liecrd  where  he  last  show'd  his 

phiz, 
I'd  have  knowu  what  a  quare  sort  of  mousther  he 

is; 


» '*  I  nrn  of  ynnr  Pntrlr^rchs,  I,  ft  branch  of  one  of  your 
antediluvinn  rHinilie»  — rellows  thnt  the  Flood  could  not  wash 
tWRy."~<ToMnRevK,  lAHDt  for  Lnrt. 

■  Tn  bairug  i*  111  Hlm-*c — Mr.  I^iver  m«ke«  It  hnllyrag,  nnd 
he  li  hiph  Huthnrlty :  bu*  If  I  r(>nieniber  riehtly,  Curmn  In 
bl4  lutClunal  storiei  avd   ?  employ  the  word  as  above.— See 


For,  by  gor,  'twas  at  Ezether  Change,  lore  eiioii|h, 
That  himself  and  his  other  wild  Irish  show'd  off; 
And  it's  pity,  so  'tis,  that  they  hadn't  got  no  man 
Who  knew  the  wild  craythnn  to  act  as  their  show- 
man— 
Sayin',  "  Ladies  and  Gintlemen,  plaze  to  take  no- 

tice, 
"How  shlim  and  how  shleek  this  black  animsTs 

coat  is; 
"  All  by  raison,  we're  towld,  that  the  nathor  o*  the 

baste 
"  Is  to  change  its  coat  once  in  its  lifetime,  «<  UmU; 
**  And  such  objiks,  in  oiur  coonthry,  not  bein*  oon- 

mon  ones, 
"Are  bought  up,  as  this  was,  by  way  of  Fbe 

Nomenons. 
"  In  regard  of  its  name — ^why,  in  throth,  Fm  eon- 

sam'd 
**  To  diSer  on  this  point  so  much  with  the  Lam'd, 
**  Who  call  it  a  '  Morthimer,*  whereas  the  cray- 

thur 
"  Is  plainly  a  '  Murthagh,'  by  name  and  by  nathor.* 

This  is  how  I'd  have  towld  them  the  rights  of  i^ 

all, 
Had  /  oeen  their  showman  at  £xether  Hall — 
Not  forgettin*  that  other  great  wondher  of  Airin 
(Of  th'  owld  bitther  breed  which  they  call  FtoAt- 

tairin,) 
The  famed  Daddy  C — ke — who,  by  gor,  Fd  htw 

shown  'em 
As  proof  how  such  bastes  may  be  tamed,  wbea 

you've  thrown  'em 
A  good  frindly  sop  of  the  rale  Rnigin  Dontm} 

But,  throth,  I've  no  laisure  just  now,  Judy  dear. 

For  any  thing,  banin'  our  own  doings  here. 

And  the  cursin'  and  dammin'  and  thund'rin*,  bke 

mad, 
We  Papists,  God  help  us,  from  Murthagh  have  had 
He  says  we're  all  murtherers — div'l  a  bit  less — 
And  that  even  our  priests,  when  we  gn  to  oonffss 
Give  us  lessons  in  murth'ring  and  wish  os  socceas ! 

When  ax'd  how  he  daar'd,  by  tongue  or  by  pen. 
To  belie,  in  this  way,  seven  millions  of  men. 
Faith,  he  said  'twas   all  towld    him    by  Doclhsi 
Den!* 


Lover's  most  amasing  and  fen'ilnoly  Irish  work,  the  "  Li 
fends  and  Stories  of  Ireland.** 

•  Lnrry  evidently  means  the  Reginm  />•■««  A8«BCsn> 
tribnted  by  the  government  annually  to  the  support  of  dis 
Preshjnerian  churches  in  Ireland. 

*  Correctly,  Dens— Larry  nut  hing  very  partieaUr  la  Mi 
nomendaturs 
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**  And  who  th«  diy*r8  he  r  was  the  queation  tliat 

flew 
Fran  Chrislitian   to   Chrish^ian  —  but  not  a  lowl 

knew. 
While  on  went  Murthagh,  in  iligant  style, 
Blasphaniing  us  CathMics  all  the  while, 
As  a  pack  of  desaiven,  parjurere,  villians, 
All  the  whole  kit  of  th*  aforesaid  miliioos,'—- 
Yourself,  dear  Judy,  as  well  as  the  rest, 
And  the  innocent  craythur  that's  at  your  breast, 
All  rogues  together,  in  word  and  deed, 
Owld  Den  our  iustliructor  and  Sin  our  creed  ! 

When  axM  for  his  proofs  again  and  again> 
DivM  an  answer  he*d  give  but  Docthor  Den. 
Couldn't  he  call  into  coort  some  /ivtV  men  7 
•*  No,  thank  you" — he'd  stick  to  Docthor  Den — 
An  ould  gentleman  dead  a  century  or  two. 
Who  all  about  U9,  live  CathMics,  knew  ; 
And  of  coorse  was  more  handy,  to  call  in  a  horry, 
Than  Docthor  Mac  Hale  or  Docthor  Murray ! 

But,  throth,  it's  no  case  to  be  jokin'  upon, 
Though  myself,  from  bad  habits,  is  makin*  it  one. 
Even   you,   had   you   wituoss'd  his  grand  climac* 

therics. 
Which  actially  threw  one  owld  maid  in  hysterics — 
Or,  och !  had  you  heard  such  a  purty  remark  as 

his. 
That  Papists  are  only  "  Humanity* 9  carcasses, 
**  Ris'n* — but,  by  dad,  I'm  afeard  I  can't  give  it 

ye— 
"  Ris^n  from  the  sepulchre  of — inactivity  ; 
*'  Andt  like  owld  corpses^  dug  up  from  antikity, 
"  Wandrin*  about  in  all  sorts  of  inikity  !  /"• — 
Even   you,  Judy,   true  as  you  are  to  the  Owld 

Light,  [flight 

Would    have   laugh'd,  out  and  out,  at  this  iligaut 
Of  that  (iguPj  of  speech  call'd  the  Blatherumskit^ 
As  for  me,  though  a  funny  thought  now  and  then 

came  to  me, 
Rago  got  the  betther  at  last — and  small  blame  to 

me ! 
So,  slapping  my  thigh,  "  by  the  Powers  of  Delf," 
Says  I  bowldly,  "  Til  make  a  noration  myself." 
And  with  that  up  I  jumps — but,  my  darlint,  the 

roinit 
I  cock'd  up  my  head,  div'l  a  siuse  remain'd  in  it 

>**The  docdn  of  dHrknest  which  are  reduced  to  horrid 
practice  over  the  dranken  debauch  of  the  midniitbt  asaauln 
are  detmted,  in  principle,  in  the  MOher  morning  rcligiou*»  con- 
ference of  the  priests."— »S;»««cA  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  M'Ohet.'- 
"  The  chnmcter  of  the  Irish  people  fentmlly  Is.  that  they 
sra  f Iveo  to  lying  and  to  acts  of  theA." — Speech  of  the  Rev. 
ReheH  Datf. 

*  **  But  she  (P«i|ieiv)  Is  no  loncer  the  tenant  of  the  sfpul- 
tkrt  if  imaetivitjf.    She  has  couie  from  tho  burial-pluce, 


Though,  saited,  I  could  have  got  bcautiftU  on, 
When  I  tuk  to  my  legs,  faith,  the  gab  was  all  gone  >— 
Which  was  odd,  for  us,  Pats,  who,  whate'er  we've  ii 

hand  in, 
At  loste  in  oui  legs  show  a  Fthrong  understandin' 

Howsumdever,  detamiined  the  chaps  should  punaiTO 
What  I  thought  of  their  doiu's,  before  I  tuk  lave, 
"  In   regard  of  all  that,'*  says  I  —  there  I  8topp*d 

short*— 
Not  a  word  more  would  come,  though  I  sthruggled  I 

hard  for't 
So,  shnapping  my  fingers  at  what's  call'd  the  Chair, 
And  the  owld   Lord  (or  Lady,  I  b'lieve)  that  sat 

there — 
**  In  regard  of  all  (Kvt '   iays  I  bowldly  again — 
"To  owld   Nick  I  pitch  Mortuner — and  Docthor 

Den  ;"— 
Upon  which  the  whole  company  cried  out  **Amen  ;* 
And  myself  was  in  hopes  'twas  to  what  /  had  said, 
But,  by  gor,  no  such  thing — they  were  not  so  well 

bred : 
For,  'twas  all  to  a  pray'r  Mtuthagh  jtist  had  read 

out. 
By  way  of  fit  finish  to  job  so  devout ; 
That  is — afther  well  damning  one-half  the  com- 
munity. 
To  pray  God  to  keep  all  in  peace  an*  in  imity ! 

This  is  all  I  can  shtuflT  in  this  letther,  though  plioty 
Of  news,  faith,  I've  got  to  fill  more — if  'twas  twin'.y. 
But  I'll  add,  on  the  outside,  a  line,  sliould  I  need  it, 
(Writin*   "  Private"    upon    it,    that   no  one  may 

read  it,) 
To  tell  you  how  Mortimer  (as  the  Saints  chrishten 

him)  [him. 

BeaiB  the  big  shame  of  his   sarvant's  dismiashin' 

{Private  outside.) 

Just  come  from  his  riv'rence— the  job  is  all  done— 
By  the  powers,  I've  discharged  him  as  sure  as  a  gun ! 
And  now,  Judy  dear,  what  on  earth  I'm  to  do 
With  myself  and  my  appetite— both  good  as  new — 
Without  ev'n  a  nngle  traneen  in  my  pocket, 
Let  alone  a  good,  dacent  pouud-starliu*,  to  stock  it —  j 
Is  a  mysht'ry  I  lave  to  the  One  that's  above, 
Who  takes  care  of  us,  dissolute  sowls,  when  nard 
dhrove . 


walking  forth  a  monster,  as  If  the  spirit  of  evil  had  corrapt- 
ed  the  eareaee  of  her  depnrted  hmmanitp ;  noxious  and  noi* 
some,  an  object  of  abhorrence  and  dismay  to  ail  who  are  not 
lea/fued  with  her  in  iniqmitp.'* — Report  of  tlie  Rev.  Gentle 
nian*s  8peerh.  June  90.  in  the  Record  NewHprtper. 

We  may  well  ask,  after  reading  this  and  other  snch  rev* 
erend  ravings,  **Qals  dubftat  ;,ain  ooioe  rit  hoc  ratino.! 
egestas  V* 
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LETTER  X. 

FROM   THE    REV     MORTIMER    O^MCLLIQAN,   TO   THE 
REV.  ■ 

These  few  brief  linos,  ixiy  reverend  friend, 
By  a  safe,  private  hand  I  send, 
(Fearing  lest  some  low  Catholic  wag 
Should  pry  into  the  Letter«bag,) 
To  tell  you,  far  as  pen  can  dare, 
How  we,  poor  errant  martyrs,  fare  ;— 
Martyrs,  not  quite  to  fire  and  rack, 
As  Saints  w(;rc,  some  few  ages  back, 
But— scarce  less  trying  ui  its  way — 
To  laughter,  wlieresoe*er  we  stray  ; 
To  jokes,  which  Providence  mysterious 
Permits  on  men  and  things  so  serious, 
Lowering  the  Church  still  more  each  minute, 
And — injuring  our  preferment  ra  it. 
Just  think,  how  worrying  *tis,  my  friend, 
To  find,  where'er  our  footsteps  bend. 

Small  jokes,  like  squibs,  around  us  whizzing ; 
And  bear  the  eternal  torturing  play 
Of  that  great  engine  of  our  day. 

Unknown  to  th*  Inquisition — quizzing ! 

Your  men  of  thumb-screws  and  of  racXs 
Aim*d  at  the  body  their  attacks ; 
But  modern  torturers,  more  refined. 
Work  their  machinery  on  the  mind. 
Had  St  Sebastian  hud  tl.e  luck 

With  me  to  be  a  godly  rover, 
Instead  of  arruws,  he'd  bo  stuck 

With  stings  of  ridicule  all  over  ; 
And  poor  St.  Lawrence,  who  was  kill* 
By  being  on  a  gridir'n  grilPd, 
Had  he  but  shared  m*  errant  lot. 
Instead  of  grill  on  gridir'n  hot, 
A  moral  rousting  would  have  got 
Nor  should  I  (trying  as  all  this  is) 

Much  heed  the  sufTerinjj  or  the  ehame~> 
As,  like  an  actor,  uacd  to  hisses, 

I  long  have  known  no  other  fame. 
But  that  (as  I  may  own  to  you, 
Though  to  the  world  it  would  not  do) 
No  ho[>e  api>ears  of  fortune's  beams 
Shining  on  nny  of  my  schemes  ; 
No  chance  ot  something  more  per  ann. 
As  supplement  to  K — llym — n  ; 

» **  Ainnnc  other  nminlile  ennclnients  ngnin^t  the  CathnUcs 
at  this  iieno'l  niUD.)  the  prirc  of  five  pnuntls  was  set  on 
Ihe  heal  of  a  Uxtiiish  priosi — lieinp  ex»cJly  the  wime  tain 
oHeretl  by  ihe  same  leslsUior*  f(ir  ihe  hetu\  nfn  wolf." 

Mrmoirp  vf  Captain  Rock,  b<M)k  i.,  chap.  10. 

s  In  Ihe  flr«i  rtiiiion  of  his  DiciionHry,  Dr.  Johnson  very 
siBUkficuiitly  exemplified  the  meaning  of  the  word  "alius'*  by 


No  prospect  that,  by  fierce  abuse 
Of  Ireland,  I  shall  e*er  induce 
The  rulers  of  this  thinking  nation 
To  rid  us  of  Emancipation  ; 
To  forge  anew  the  severed  chain. 
And  bring  back  Penal  Laws  again 

Ah,  happy  time !  when  wolves  and  priesti 
Alike  were  hunted,  as  wild  beasts ; 
And  five  pounds  was  the  price,  per  head. 
For  bagging  either,  live  or  dead  ;* — 
Though  oft,  we're  told,  one  outlaw'd  brother 
Saved  cost,  by  eating  up  the  other. 

Finding  .hus  all  those  schemes  and  hogmB 
I  built  upon  my  flowers  and  tropes 
All  scatter'd,  one  by  one,  away. 
As  flashy  and  unsound  as  they. 
The  question  comes — what*8  to  be  done  T 
And  there's  but  one  course  left,  me— -one. 
Heroes,  when  ^  *ed  of  war's  alarms. 
Seek  sweet  repose  in  beauty's  arms. 
The  weary  Day-God's  last  retreat  is 
The  breast  of  8ilv'r>'-footed  Thetis  ; 
And  mine,  as  mighty  Love's  tny  judge. 
Shall  be  the  arms  of  rich  Miss  Fudge  ! 

Start  not,  my  friend, — the  tender  scheme. 

Wild  and  romantic  though  it  seem. 

Beyond  a  parson's  fondest  dream, 

Yet  shines,  too,  with  those  golden  dyes 

So  pleasing  to  a  parson's  eyes— 

That  only  gilding  which  the  muse 

Cannot  around  Aer  sons  difluse  ; — 

Which,  whencesoever  flows  its  bliss. 

From  wealthy  Miw  or  benefice, 

To  Mortimer  indiff*'rent  is. 

So  he  can  make  it  only  his. 

There  is  but  one  slight  damp  I  see 

Upon  this  scheme's  felicity, 

And  that  is,  the  fair  heroine's  claim 

That  I  shall  take  lier  family  name. 

To  this  (though  it  may  look  heupeck*d) 

I  can't  quite  decently  object. 

Having  myself  long  choe'n  to  shine 

Conspicuous  in  the  alia^  line ; 

So  that  henceforth,  by  wife's  decree, 

(For  Biddy  from  this  point  won't  budge,) 
Your  old  friend's  new  address  must  be 

The  Rev  Mortimer  CFudge-^ 

the  Instiince  of  Mallet,  (he  pnct,  who  had  exch'«nrrd  for  \iu!> 
more  refined  name  his  original  Scotch  pcttronyniic.  MuJoch. 
"  W  hat  other  pMofs  he  i^nve  (itays  Johnson  nf  di«re»prcl  to 
his  native  country,  I  know  not.  bi;t  it  was  remarked  of  hien 
that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotcba^n  did  aot  ccso- 
mcnd."— /.(/«  of  MaUet. 
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Tho  '*  O"  being  kept,  tliart  all  may  see 
\V#^'m  both  of  ancient  faxuilj^. 

S)ioh»  friend,  nor  need  the  fact  amaze  you, 
My  public  life's  calm  Euthauasia. 
Thus  bid  I  long  farewell  to  all 
Th**  freaks  of  Exeter's  old  Hall- 
Freaks,  in  grimace,  its  apes  exceeding. 
And  rivalling  its  bears  in  breeding. 
Farewell,  the  platform  fil!*d  with  preachers — 
The  pray'r  giv'n  out,  as  grace,*  by  speechers 
Ere  they  cut  up  their  fellow  creatures : — 
Farewell  to  dead  old  Deus*s  volumes. 
And,  scarce  less  dead,  old  Staiidard's  columns:— 
From  each  and  all  I  now  retire. 
My  task,  henceforth,  as  spouse  and  sire, 
To  bring  up  little  filial  Fudges, 
To  be  M.  P^,  and  Peers,  and  Judges — 
Parsons  Vd  add  too,  if  alas  I 
There  yet  were  hope  the  Church  could  pass 
The  gulf  now  oped  for  hers  and  her, 
Or  long  survive  what  Exeter — 
Both  Hall  aud  Bishop,  of  that  name- 
Have  done  to  sink  her  reverend  fame. 
Adieu,  dear  friend — you*ll  ofl  hear /rom  me, 

Now  I'm  no  more  a  travelling  drudge ; 

Meanwhile  I  sign  (that  you  may  judge 
Hew  well  the  surname  will  become  me) 
Yours  truly, 

Mortimer  OTuikji. 


LETTER  XL 

FROM  PATRICK  MAGAN,  ESQ.,  TO  THE  REV. 
RICHARD . 


-,  Irdand. 


Dkar  Dick — ^just  arrived  at  my  own  humble  gite^ 
I  enclose  you,  post-haste,  the  account,  all  complete, 
Just  arrived,  per  express,  of  oiir  late  noble  feat. 

[Extract  from  the  "  County  Gazette."] 

This  place  is  getting  gay  and  full  again. 

•  •  •  «  • 

Last  week  was  married,  "  in  the  Lord," 
The  Reverend  Mortimer  O' Mulligan, 
Preacher,  in  Irish,  of  the  Word, 


1  **  I  think  I  sm  actins  in  unison  with  the  feeling  of  a 
Meelhig  luueiiihled  for  thi^  solrmn  object,  when  1  call  on  the 
Itev.  lluctur  lluiloway  to  open  it  by  prayer**  l^etek  of 
Lord  Eejtfon. 


(He,  who  the  Lord*s  force  lately  led  on — 
Exeter  Hall  his  Arma^A-goddon,*) 
To  Miss  B.  Fudge  of  Pisgah  Place, 
One  of  the  chosen,  as  "  heir  of  grace," 
And  likewise  heiress  of  Phil.  Fudge, 
Elequire,  defunct,  of  Orange  Lodge. 

Same  evening,  Miss  F.  Fudge,  'tis  hinted— 

Niece  of  the  above,  (whose  **  Sylvan  Lyre," 
In  our  Gazette,  last  week,  we  printed,) 

Eloped  with  Pat  Magan,  flsquire. 
The  fugitives  were  track'd,  some  time, 

AOer  they'd  left  the  Aunt's  abode. 
By  scraps  of  paper,  scrawPd  with  rhyme, 

Found  strew'd  along  the  Western  road  ^ 
Some  of  them,  ci'devant  curl-papers. 
Others,  half  burnt  in  lighting  apers. 
This  clue,  however,  to  their  flight, 

Ailer  some  miles  was  seen  no  more ; 
And,  from  inquiries  made  last  night. 

We  find  they've  reach'd  the  Irish  shore. 

Every  word   of   it  true,   Dick— th'   escape    firom 

Aunt's  tlirall — 
Western    road — lyric    fragments — curl-papers  and 

all 
My  sole  stipulation,  ere  link'd  at  the  shrine, 
(As  some  balance  between   Fanny's  numbers  and 

mine,) 
Was  that,  when  we  were  one,  she  must  give  up  the 

Nine  ; 
Nay,  devote  to  the  Gods  her  whole  stock  of  MS. 
With  a  vow  never  more  against  prose  to  transgress. 
This  she  did,  like  a  heroine ; — smack  went  to  bits 
The  whole  produce  sublime  of  her  dear  little  wit»— • 
Sonnets,  elegies,  epigrams,  odes,  canzonet*-— 
Some  twisted  up  neatly,  to  form  allumettes, 
Some  tuni'd  into  papilloles,  worthy  to  rise 
And  en  wreath  Berenice's  briglU  locks  in  the  skies ! 
While  the  rest,  honest   Larry  (who's  now  in  my 

pay) 
Begg'd,  as  **  lover  of  poUhry,"  to  read  on  the  way. 

Having  thus  of  life's  poetry  dared  to  dispoae. 

How  we  now,  Dick,  shall  manage  to  get  through 

its  prose, 
With  such    slender   materials  for  style,   Heaven 

knows! 
But — I'm  caird  off  abruptly — another  Elxpress! 
What   the   deuce   can  it  meanT — I*m   alami'd,  I 

confess. 


*  The  Rectory  which  the  Rev.  ^ntleman  hnldi  U  situated    f 
in  the  coaniyof  ./frma/A/ — a  niiMt  remarkable coineiitence— 
and  well  worthy  of  the  attenlioa  of  certain  eipounden  oi* 
the  Apocalypse. 


I 
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P.  S. 

Hurrah,  Dick,  hurrah,  Dicki  ten  thousand  hur- 
rahs! 

Fm  a  happy,  rich  dog  to  the  ond  of  my  days. 

Ttiere— read  the  good  news — and  while  glad,  for 
my  sake. 

That  Wealth  should  thus  follow  hi  Love*s  shinmg 
wake, 

Admire  also  the  moral — ^that  he,  the  sly  elf, 

Who  has  fudged  all  the  world,  should  be  now  fudged 
himself! 


EXTRACT  FROM  LITTER  KNCI/MSZ>. 

With  pain  the  mournful  news  I  write. 

Miss  Fudge's  uncle  died  last  night ; 

And  much  to  mine  and  friends'  surprise. 

By  will  doth  all  his  wealth  devise 

Lands,  dwellings — rectories  likewise 

To  his  **  beloved  grand-niece,"  Miss  Fanny, 

Leaving  Miss  Fudge  herself,  who  many 

Long  years  hath  waited — not  a  penny ! 

Have  notified  the  same  to  latter. 

And  wait  instructions  in  the  matter. 

For  self  and  partners,  Slc  &e. 


SONGS  FROM  M.P.|  OR.  THE  BLUE-STOCKING. 


SONG 


SUSAN. 


YouNO  Love  lived  once  in  an  humble  shed. 

Where  roses  breathing. 

And  woodbiuAs  wreathing 
Around  the  lattice  their  tendrils  spread. 
As  wild  and  sweet  as  the  life  ho  led. 

His  garden  flourished, 

For  young  Hope  nourished 
The  infant  buds  with  beams  and  showers ; 
But  lips,  though  blooming,  must  still  be  fed, 
And  not  even  Love  can  live  on  flowers. 

Alas !  that  Poverty's  evil  eye 

Should  e'er  come  hither. 

Such  sweets  to  wither  ! 
The  flowers  laid  down  their  heads  to  die, 
And  Hope  fell  sick  as  the  wilch  drew  nigh 

She  came  one  morning, 

Ere  Love  had  warning, 
And  raiiied  the  lutcli,  where  th?  young  god  ay  ; 
"  Oh  ho  I"  said  Love — "  is  it  you?  good-by  ;** 
So  he  oped  the  window,  and  flew  away ! 


To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain. 

To  weep,  yst  scarce  know  why  ; 
To  sport  an  hcur  with  Beauty's  chain, 

Then  throw  it  idly  by. 


To  kneel  at  many  a  shrine. 

Yet  lay  the  heart  on  none  ; 
To  think  all  other  charms  divine, 

But  those  we  just  have  won. 
This  is  love,  faithless  love. 

Such  as  kindleth  hearts  that  rare. 

To  keep  one  sacred  flame. 

Through  life  unchill'd,  unmoved, 
To  love,  in  wintry  age,  the  same 

As  flrst  in  youth  we  loved ; 
To  feel  that  we  adore, 

Ev*n  to  such  fond  excess. 
That,  though  the  heart  would  break,  with  mm, 

It  could  not  live  with  less 
This  is  love,  faithful  love. 
Such  as  saints  might  feel  above 


Spirit  of  Joy,  thy  altar  lies 

In  youthful  hearts  tliat  hope  like  mine ; 
And  'tis  the  light  of  laughing  eyes. 

That  leads  us  to  thy  fauy  shrine. 
There  if  we  And  the  sigh,  the  tear, 

They  are  not  those  to  Sorrow  known  ; 
But  breath  so  sofl,  and  dro|is  so  clear. 

That  Bliss  may  claim  thom  for  her  own. 
Then  give  me,  give  lue,  while  I  weep. 

The  sanguine  hope  that  brightens  wo. 
And  teaches  ev*n  our  teiir*  to  keep 

The  tinge  of  pleasure  as  they  fluw. 
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The  child,  who  sees  the  dew  of  night 

Then  sing  to  lighten  the  languid  way ; — 

UpoD  the  spangled  hedge  at  mom, 

When  brows  are  glowing. 

Attempts  to  catch  the  drops  of  light, 

And  flint  with  rowing : 

But  woimds  his  finger  with  the  thorn. 

*T\»  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay. 

Thus  oft  the  brightest  joys  we  seek, 

To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 

Are  lost,  when  touch'd,  and  tum*d  to  pain ; 

The  flush  they  kindled  leaves  the  cheek. 

The  tears  they  waken  long  remain. 

But  give  me,  give  me,  &c.  &.c. 

On  think,  when  a  hero  is  sighing. 

\l 

What  danger  in  such  an  adorer ! 
What  woman  could  dream  of  denying 

Ol 

^^ 

The  hand  that  lays  laurels  before  her  7 

No  heart  is  so  guarded  around. 

\Vhem  Leila  touched  the  lute. 

But  the  smile  of  a  victor  would  take  it ; 

Not  then  alone  'twas  felt. 

No  bosom  can  slumber  so  sound. 

But,  when  the  sounds  were  mute, 

But  the  trumpet  of  Glory  will  wake  it. 

In  memory  still  they  dwelt 

Sweet  lute  !  in  nightly  slumbers 

Love  sometimes  is  given  to  sleeping. 

Still  we  heard  thy  morning  numbers 

And  wo  to  the  heart  that  allows  hun ; 

For  soon  neither  smiling  nor  weeping 

Ah,  how  could  she,  who  stole 

Will  e'er  from  such  slumber  arouse  him. 

Such  breath  from  simple  wire, 

But  though  he  were  sleeping  so  fast. 

Be  led,  in  pride  of  soul. 

That  the  life  almost  seem'd  to  forsake  him, 

To  string  with  gold  her  lyre  ? 

Even  then,  one  soul-thrilling  blast 

5weet  lute  !  thy  chords  she  breakoth  ; 

From  the  trumpet  of  Glory  would  wake  him. 

GoWen  now  the  strings  she  waketh  I 

But  where  are  all  the  tales 

Her  lute  so  sweetly  told  ? 

In  lofty  themes  she  fails. 

CUPID'S  LOITERY. 

And  sod  ones  suit  not  gold. 

Rich  lute  !  we  see  thee  glisten. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery', 

But,  alas !  no  more  wo  listen  ! 

In  Cupid's  Court  there  used  to  be  ; 

Two  roguish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 

In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery ; 
And  kisses,  too. 

As  good  as  new. 

Which  weren't  very  hard  to  win, 

BOAT  GLER 

For  he,  who  won 

The  eyes  of  fun. 

Till  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way 

Was  sure  to  have  the  kisses  in. 

When  brows  are  glowing. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery,  Slq 

And  faint  with  rowing. 

Is  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay, 

This  Lottery,  this  Lottery, 

To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 

In  Cupid's  Court  went  merrily. 

The  beams  that  flash  on  the  oar  awhile, 

And  Cupid  pla/d 

As  we  row  along  through  waves  so  clear, 

A  Jewish  trade 

Illume  its  spray,  like  the  fleeting  smile 

In  tills  his  scheming  Lottery ; 

That  shines  o'er  Sorrow's  tear. 

For  hearts,  we're  told. 

In  8hare9  he  sold 

Nothing  is  lost  on  him  who  sees 

To  many  a  fond  believing  drone, 

With  sn  eye  that  Feeling  gave  ; — 

And  cut  the  hearts 

For  hini  there's  a  story  in  every  breeze, 

So  well  in  parts. 

And  a  picture  in  every  wave. 

That  each  believed  the  whole  his  own. 
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CAor. — A  Lottery,  a  Lottery, 

In  Cupid*B  Court  there  used  to  be ; 

Two  rogunh  eyee 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery. 


SONG.» 


Tnouau  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country  entwineth, 
And  dear  to  the  heart  her  remembrance  remains, 

Yet  dark  are  the  ties  where  no  liberty  shineth, 
And  sad  the  remembrance  that  slavery  stains. 


Oh  Liberty,  bom  in  the  cot  of  tho  peasant. 
But  dying  of  languor  in  luxury's  dome. 

Our  vision,  when  absent — our  glory,  when 
Where  thou  art,  O  Liberty !  there  is  my  boaif 

Farewell  to  the  land  where  in  childhood  I  wander* 

In  vain  is  she  mighty,  in  vain  is  she  brave ; 
UnblessM  is  the  blood  that  for  tyrants  is  sqnandei 

And  Fame  has  no  wreaths  for  the  brow  of  t 
slave. 
But  hail  to  thee,  Albion !  who  meet^st  the  eonunoti 

Of  Europe,  as  calm  as  thy  clifla  meet  the  foan 
With  no  boqds  but  the  law,  aud  no  slave  bat  I 
ocean 

Hail,  Temp>  jf  Liberty !  thou  art  my  home. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


AT  NIGHT.« 

At  night,  when  all  is  still  around. 
How  sweet  to  hear  the  distant  sound 

Of  footstep,  coming  sod  and  light ! 
What  pleasure  in  the  anxious  beat, 
With  which  the  bonom  flies  to  meet 

That  foot  that  comes  so  soft  at  night . 

And  then,  at  night,  how  sweet  to  say 
"  *T\A  lute,  my  love  !"  and  chide  delay, 

Thousrh  still  the  western  clouds  are  briglit ; 
Oh  !  huppy,  too,  the  silent  press, 
The  eloquence  of  mute  caress, 

Witii  those  we  love  exchanged  at  night ! 


TO  LADY  HOLLAND. 

ON    XArOl.KG.N's    LEGACY    OF   A    BXLTF-DOX. 

C.«iFT  of  the  Hero,  on  his  dying  day, 

To  her,  \vho(«e  pity  watch'd,  forever  nigh ; 

Oh !  could  he  see  the  proud,  the  happy  ray. 
This  TvWc  litjrhts  up  in  her  generous  eye, 

Sighnic,  he'd  feel  how  easy  *lis  to  pay 

A  friendship  ull  his  kingd  tms  could  not  buy 

f  jri*   Jm/»,  \r^2\. 

1  San|(  in  the  rhnracter  of  a  FYettchmaa 


EPILOGUE. 

WRnTEN   FOR   LADT   DACRB*S    TRAGLJT   OF  K*. 

Last  night,  as  lonely  o'er  my  fire  I  sat, 
Thinking  of  cues,  starts,  exits,  and — all  that. 
And  wondering  much  what  little  knavish  sprite 
Had  put  it  flrst  in  women's  heads  to  write : 
Sudden  I  saw — as  in  some  witching  dream — 
A  bright-blue  glor}'  round  my  book -cose  beam. 
From  whose  quick-opening  folds  of  axare  light 
Out  flew  a  tiny  fomi,  as  small  and  bright 
As  Puck  the  Fairy,  when  he  pops  his  head. 
Some  sunny  moniing.  from  a  violet  bed. 
"  Bless   me  I"    1   starting   cried,    "  what   imp  * 

you  ?"— 
"  A  small  he-devil,  Ma'am — my  name  Bas  Blet- 
"  A  bookish  sprite,  much  giv'n   to  routs  and  rr* 

"  'Tis  I  who  teach  your  spinsters  of  good  breedisg 
"  The  reigning  taste  in  chemistry  and  caps, 
"  The  last  new  bounds  of  tuckers  and  of  maps, 
"Aud,    when   tlie    waltz   has    twiri'd   her  gA 

brain, 
"  With  metaphysics  twiri  it  back  again 


»r» 


j  I  view'd  him,  is  he  spoke — his  hoeae  was  bine, 

I  His  wings — the  covers  of  the  last  Review 

Cerulean,  border  d  with  a  jaundice  hue, 

s  Thefe  lines  allnde  to  a  canrot  hmp,  whick  hat  ftr  I 
device  a  Cupid,  with  the  words  **  at  ai^hi**  wnnca  omU 
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'.'  d  gayly  o*er  for  evening  wear, 

««Tt  quarter  brings  a  new-fledged  pair. 

I  by  me, — (pursued  this  waggish  Fairy)— 

«t  of  wives  and  Sappho«,  Lady  Mary, 

alike  of  Crisrpin  and  the  Muse, 

her  own  splay-foot  epigrams  and  shoes, 

the  eyes  of  young  Camilla  shine, 

ngle  Love's  blue  brilliances  with  mine  ; 

she  sits  apart,  from  coxcombs  shrinking, 

vise — ^the  pretty  soul ! — and  thinks  slie's 

inking. 

advice  Miss  Indigo  attecds 

s  on  Memory,  and  assures  her  friends, 

onor  ! — {mimics) — nothing  can  surpass  the 

in 

it  professor — {trying  to  recollect) — psha! 

at  memory-man — 

-wliat's  his  namo  ? — him  I  attended  late- 

onor,  he  iniproved  my  memory  greatly.'  " 

tAeying  low,  I  osk'd  the  blue-Iegg*d  sprite, 
ire  ho  had  in  this  our  play  to-night 
here — (he    cried) — there    I    am    guiltless 
ite — 

choose  a  heroine  from  that  Gothic  time, 
no  one  waltz'd,  and  none  but  monks  could 
yme ; 

ovely  woman  all  unschooled  and  wild, 
without  art,  and  without  culture  smiled — 
as  flowers,  while  yet  unclassM  they  shone, 
ence  calPd  their  brilliant  world  her  own, 
the  wild,  rosy  things  in  learned  orders, 
*d  with  Greek  the  garden's  blushing  bor- 
nl— 

—your  gentle  Inas  will  not  do- 
row  evening,  when  the  lights  bum  blue, 
ne — {pointing   downwards) — you   under- 
lud — i'l  Ihcn  adieu  I" 

IS  the  sprite  been  here  ?  No— jests  apart — 

man  rules  in  science  and  in  art, 

re  of  woman's  glories  is  the  heart 

ir  Muse  have  sketched  with  pencil  true 

—the  mother — firm,  yet  gentle  too— 

ul,  wrappM  up  in  ties  itself  hath  spun, 

,  if  touch'd  in  the  remotest  one  ; 

H — yet  dares  even  Love  himself  disown, 

)nor*s  broken  shaft  supports  hb  throne  ; 

ir  Ina,  she  may  sconi  the  evils, 

ley  are,  of  Critics  and — Blue  Devils. 


e  •tansas  I  have  done  /Ittle  more  than  relate  a 
w ;  and  the  iHdy,  whose  singing  gave  rise  to  this 


THE  DAY-DREAM.» 

Thbt  both  were  hush'd,  the  voice,  the  chordii— 
I  heard  but  once  that  witching  lay ; 

And  few  the  notes,  and  few  the  words. 
My  spell-bound  memory  brought  away  ; 

Traces  remember*d  here  and  there, 
Like  echoes  of  some  broken  strain ; — 

Links  of  a  sweetness  lost  in  air. 
That  nothing  now  could  join  again. 

Ev*n  these,  too,  ere  the  morning,  fled  ; 

And,  though  the  charm  still  lingered  on. 
That  o*er  each  sense  her  song  had  shed. 

The  song  itself  was  faded,  gone  ; — 

Crone,  like  the  thoughts  that  once  were  onn. 
On  summer  days,  ere  youth  had  set ; 

Thoughts  bright,  we  know,  as  simimer  flowers, 
Though  what  they  were,  we  now  forget 

In  vain,  with  hints  from  other  strains, 

I  woo'd  this  truant  air  to  come — 
As  birds  are  taught,  on  eastern  plains. 

To  lure  their  wilder  kindred  home. 

In  vain : — the  song  that  Sappho  gave. 

In  dying,  to  the  mournful  sea. 
Not  muter  slept  beneath  the  wave. 

Than  this  within  my  memory. 

At  length,  one  morning,  as  I  lay 

In  that  half-waking  mood,  when  dreams 

Unwillingly  at  last  give  way 

To  the  full  truth  of  daylight's  beams, 

A  face — the  very  face,  methought. 

From  which  had  breathed,  as  from  a  shrine 

Of  song  and  soul,  the  notes  I  sought— 
Came  with  its  music  close  to  mine ; 

And  sung  the  long-lost  measure  o'er, — 
Each  note  and  word,  with  every  tone 

And  look,  that  lent  it  life  before, — 
All  perfect,  all  again  my  own ! 

Like  parted  souls,  when,  mid  the  Blest 
They  meet  again,  each  widow'd  sound 

Through  memory's  realm  had  wing*d  in  quest, 
Of  its  sweet  mate,  till  all  were  fotmd. 


curions  Instance  of  the  power  of  memory  la  sleep,  U  Mrs. 
Robert  Arkwrlgbt. 
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Nor  even  in  wakiug  did  the  clue, 
Thus  strangely  caught,  escape  again ; 

For  never  lark  its  matins  knew 
So  well  as  now  I  knew  this  strain. 

And  oil,  when  memory's  wondrous  spell 
Is  talk'd  of  in  our  tranquil  bower, 

I  sing  this  lady's  song,  and  tell 
The  vision  of  that  morning  hour. 


SONG. 


WiiERE  is  the  heart  that  would  not  give 

Years  of  drowsy  days  and  nights, 
One  little  hour,  like  this,  to  live — 
Full,  to  the  brim,  of  life's  delights? 

Look,  look  around 

This  fairy  ground. 
With  love-lights  glittering  o'er ; 

While  cups  that  shine 

With  freight  divine 
Go  coasting  round  its  shore. 

Hope  is  the  dupe  of  future  hours. 

Memory  lives  in  those  gone  by ; 
Neither  can  see  the  moment's  flowers 
Springing  up  fresh  beneath  the  eye 

Wouldst  thou,  or  thou. 

Forego  what's  now, 
For  all  that  Hope  may  say  ? 

No— Joy's  reply. 

From  every  eye, 
Is,  "  Live  we  while  we  may  " 


SONG  OF  THE  POCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY 


Ilaud  curat  Ilippuclidex. 
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To  those  we  love  we've  drank  to-night ; 

But  now  attend,  and  stare  not, 
While  I  the  ampler  list  recite 

Of  those  for  whom — We  care  not. 

For  royal  men,  howe'er  they  frown, 
If  on  their  fronts  they  bear  not 

That  noblest  gem  that  decks  a  crown, 
The  Peo])le'8  Love — We  care  not. 

For  slavisli  men,  who  bend  beneath 
A  despot  yoke  yet  dare  not 


Pronounce  the  will,  whoce  ^cry  breath 
Would  rend  its  link»— Wc  garb  siot 

For  priestly  men,  who  covet  sway 
And  wealth,  though  they  declare  nU  \ 

Who  point,  like  finger-posts,  the  way 
They  never  go^W*  cark  not. 

For  martial  men,  who  on  their  sword, 
Howe'er  it  conquers,  wear  not 

The  pledges  of  a  soldier's  word, 
Redeem'd  and  pure— Wb  garb  not 

Tor  itogal  men,  who  plead  for  wrong, 
And,  though  to  lies  they  swear  not. 

Are  h|ifdly  better  than  the  thro«.g 
Of  those  who  do — Wb  garb  not. 


For  courtly  men,  who  feed. upon 
The  land,  like  grubs,  and  spare  not 

The  smallest  leaf,  where  they  cun  sun 
Their  crawling  limbs — We  garb  not 

For  wealthy  men,  who  keep  their  nmns 
In  darkness  hid,  and  share  not 

The  paltry  ore  with  him  who  pines 
In  honest  want — Wb  care  mot. 

For  prudent  men,  who  hold  the  power 
Of  Love  aloof,  and  bare  not 

Their  hearts  in  any  guardless  hour 
To  Beauty's  shaft — Wb  gaee  not 

For  all,  in  short,  on  land  or  sea. 
In  camp  or  court,  who  are  not. 

Who  never  were,  or  e'er  will  be 
Good  men  and  true— Wb  ca&b  not 


ANNE  BOLEYN. 
translation  reoM  tub  mbtrigal  **  ustoxrs  d'axvi 

BOLEYN." 

S*elle  estoU  belle  et  de  faille  ei^nta, 
Estoit  des  yeulx  eaeor  ploa  attir&ote, 
I/esquelz  sfavoil  blen  conduyre  k  propos 
En  lea  tenant  qnelqaefoy*  en  repos ; 
Aucunefoy*  envoyant  en  messtifv 
Porter  du  eueiur  le  secret  tesnuugna^ 

Much  as  her  form  seduced  the  mgliU 
Her  eyes  could  even  more  surely  moo ; 

And  when  and  how  to  shoot  their  light 
into  men's  hearts  full  well  she  knew. 
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For  eometimes,  in  repose,  she  hid 
Their  nys  beneath  a  downcast  lid ; 
And  then  a^in,  with  wakening  air, 

Would  send  tlieir  sunny  glanced  out, 
LiKe  heralds  of  delight,  to  bear 

Her  heart's  sweet  messages  about 


THE  DREAM  OF  THE  TWO  SISTERS 

FROM    DANTE. 

isi,\)  rra,  credo,  che  dell*  oriente 

PrimK  .ngpb  ncl  monte  Ci teres, 

Che  dl  fuocj  d'  amor  par  seinpre  ardeiUe, 
Giovnne  e  hella  In  «a(;nn  mi  purea 

Donna  vedere  andur  per  una  lands 

Cogliendu  fieri ;  e  cantaodo  dicea:- 

Sappla  qnalunqne  *1  mio  nnme  diroanda, 
('b*  in  mi  son  Lia,  e  vo  movendo  *ntomo 
Le  belle  mani  a  faruii  una  glilrland»— 

Per  pineermi  alio  specchio  qui  m*  adomo ; 
Ma  mla  snnra  Rachel  mai  non  si  smaga 
Dtil  suo  anim  tragi  io,  o  siede  tntto  11  giomo. 

Eir  i  de*  nuol  begll  occhi  veder  vaga. 
Com*  io  dell*  adornamil  con  le  nianl; 
Lei  Io  vedere  e  me  I'ovrare  appnga. 

Dantk,  Purg.  eajito  xivU. 

'TWAS  eve's  soft  hour,  and  bright,  above, 

The  star  of  Beauty  beam'd, 
While  luird  by  light  so  full  of  love, 

In  slumber  thus  1  dream'd — 
Methought,  at  that  sweet  hour, 

A  nymph  came  o'er  the  lea. 
Who,  gath'ring  many  a  fiow'r. 

Thus  said  and  sung  to  me : — 
"  Should  any  ask  what  Leila  lovee, 

"  Say  thou.  To  wreath  her  hair 
"  With  flow'rets  cull'd  'rom  glens  and  groves, 

''  Is  Leila's  only  care. 

**  Whne  cit  ji  in  quest  of  flow'rets  rare, 

"  0*er  hill  and  dale  I  room. 

My  sister,  Rachel,  far  more  fair^ 

"  Sits  lone  and  nmte  at  home. 

Before  her  glass  untiring, 

"  With  thoughts  Ihs*  never  stray, 
'*  Her  own  bright  eyes  admiring, 

"  She  sits  the  live-long  day ; 
"  While  I !— oh,  seldom  even  a  ook 

"  Of  self  salutes  my  eye  ;— 
"  My  only  glass,  the  limpid  brook, 

"  That  shines  and  passes  by.'* 
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SOVEREIGN  WOMAN. 

A  BAXJJLD. 

The  dance  was  o'er,  yet  still  in  dreams 

That  fairy  scene  went  on ; 
Like  ctouds  still  flush'd  with  daylight  gleamt, 

Though  day  itself  is  gone. 
And  gracefully,  to  music's  sound. 
The  same  bright  nymplis  went  gliding  round ; 
While  thou,  the  Queen  of  all,  wert  there — 
The  Fairest  still,  where  all  were  fair. 

The  dream  then  chau^eo — ^in  halls  of  state, 

I  saw  thee  high  enthroned  ; 
While,  ranged  around,  the  wise,  the  great 

In  thee  their  mist  «sr  own'd : 
And  still  the  «une,  thy  ^utle  sway 
O'er  willing  subjects  won  its  way^ 
Till  all  coufess'd  the  Right  Divine 
To  rule  o'er  man  was  only  thine ! 

But,  Io,  the  scene  now  changed  agahi— 

And  borne  on  plumed  steed, 
I  saw  thee  o'er  the  battle-plain 

Our  land's  defenders  lead ; 
And  stronger  in  thy  beauty's  charms, 
Than  man,  with  countless  hosts  in  arms. 
Thy  voice,  like  music,  cheer'd  the  Free, 
Thy  very  smile  was  victory ! 

Nor  reign  such  queens  on  thrones  alone— 

In  cot  and  court  the  same. 
Wherever  woman's  smile  is  known, 

Victoria's  still  her  name. 
For  though  she  almost  blush  to  reign, 
Though  Love's  own  flow'rets  wreath  the  cha  Ji, 
Di^uise  our  bondage  as  we  will, 
'Tie  woman,  woman,  rules  us  still. 


COME,  PLAY  ME  THAT  SIMPLE  AIR 

AGAIN. 

A  BALLAD 

Comb,  play  me  that  simple  air  again, 

I  used  so  to  love,  in  life's  young  day. 
And  bring,  if  thou  canst,  the  dreams  that  th^n 
Were  waken'd  by  that  sweet  lay 
The  tender  gloom  its  strain 

Shed  o'er  the  heart  and  brow. 
Grief's  shadow,  without  its  pain- 
Say  where,  where  is  it  now  7 
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But  play  7710  the  well-known  oir  once  more, 
For  thoughts  of  youth  still  haunt  its  strain, 

Like  dreams  of  some  far,  fairy  shore  ^ 

We  never  shall  see  again. 

Sweet  air,  how  every  note  brings  hack 
Some  sunny  hope,  some  day-dream  brighti 

That,  sliining  o*er  life's  early  tracks 
FUrd  ev'n  iU  tean  with  light 


The  new-found  life  that  came 

With  love's  finrt  echo'd  vow  ; — 
The  fear,  the  Miss,  tlie  shame— 
Ah — where,  where  are  they  now . 
But,  still  the  same  loved  notes  prolong. 

For  sweet  'twere  thus,  to  that  old  lay, 
In  dreams  of  youth  and  love  and  song. 
To  breathe  life's  hour  away. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 

A  TALE. 


TO 


LORD  JOHN  RUSSELL, 


THIS  VOLUME  IS  INSCRIBED, 


BT  ONE   WHO   ADMIRES  UIS  CHARACTER  AND  TALENTS,   AND  IS  PROUD   OF   IlIB   FXIENDnUV. 


LETTER  TO  THE  TRANSLATOR, 

FROM 

,  Esq 


Cairo,  June  19, 1800. 

My  DEAR  Sir, 
During  a  visit  lately  paid  by  me  to  the  men- 
astery  of  St  Macarius — which  is  situated,  as  you 
know,  in  the  Valley  of  the  Lakes  of  Natron — I 
was  lucky  enough  to  obtain  poesession  of  a  curious 
Greek  manuscript  which,  in  the  hope  that  you  may 
be  induced  to  translate  it,  I  herewith  transmit  to 
you.  Observing  one  of  tlie  monks  very  busily 
occupied  in  tearing  up  into  a  variety  of  fantastic 
shapes  some  papers  which  had  the  appearance  of 
being  the  leaves  of  old  books,  I  inquired  of  him 
the  meaning  of  his  task,  and  received  the  following 
explanation : — 

The  Arabs,  H  deems,  who  are  as  fond  of  pigeons 
as  the  ancient  Egyptians,  have  a  superstitious  no- 
tion that,  if  they  place  in  their  pigeon-houses  small 
f(i;raps  of  paper,  written  over  with  leanied  charac- 


ters,  the  birds  are  always  sure  to  thrive  the  brttcv 
for  the  charm  ;  and  the  monks,  who  are  never  slow 
in  profiting  by  superstition,  have,  at  all  times,  a  sup- 
ply of  such  amulets  for  purchasers. 

In  general,  the  fathers  of  the  monastery  hive 
been  in  the  habit  of  scribbling  these  fragments 
themselves ;  but  a  discovery  lately  made  by  them, 
saves  all  this  trouble.  Having  dug  up  (as  my 
informant  stated)  a  chest  of  old  manuscripts,  which, 
being  chiefly  on  the  subject  of  alchemy,  must  haT«> 
been  buried  in  the  time  of  Dioclesian,  **  we  thoogtit," 
added  the  monk,  "  that  we  could  not  employ  such 
rubbish  more  properly,  than  in  tearing  it  up,  as  }*oo 
see,  for  the  pigeon-houses  of  the  Arabs.** 

On  my  expressing  a  wish  to  rescue  some  part  of 
these  treasures  from  the  fate  to  which  his  iudolent 
fraternity  had  consigned  them,  he  produced  the 
manuscript  which  I  have  now  the  pleasure  of  send- 
ing you — the  only  one,  he  said,  remaining  entire— 
and  I  very  readily  paid  the  price  which  he  demand- 
ed for  it 

You  will  find  the  story,  I  think,  not  altogethef 
uninteresting ;  and  the  coincidence,  in  many  re- 
spects, of  the  curious  details  in  Chap.  VI  with  the 
description  of  the  same  ceremonies  iu  the  Romanes 
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of  Seihot,*  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  strike  yoa.  Hoping 
that  yoa  may  be  induced  to  give  a  translation  of 
this  Tale  to  the  world, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Very  truly  yours, 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


CHAPTER  I. 

It  was  in  the  fourth  year  of  the  reign  of  the  late 
Emperor  Valerian,  that  the  followers  of  Epicurus, 
who  were  at  that  time  numerous  in  Athens,  pro- 
ceeded to  the  election  of  a  pcrsou  to  fill  the  vacant 
Chair  of  their  sect ; — and,  by  the  unanimous  voice 
of  the  School,  I  was  the  iMdividual  chosen  for  their 
Chief.  I  was  just  then  entering  on  my  twenty- 
fourth  year,  and  no  instance  had  ever  before  oc- 
curred, of  a  person  so  young  being  selected  for  that 
high  office.  Youth,  however,  and  the  personal  ad- 
vantages that  adorn  it,  could  not  but  rank  among 
the  most  agreeable  recommendations  to  a  sect  that 
included  within  its  circle  all  the  beauty  as  well  as 
the  wit  of  Athens,  and  which,  though  dignifying  its 
pursuits  with  the  name  of  philosophy,  was  little  else 
than  a  plausible  pretext  for  the  more  refined  cultiva- 
tion of  pleasure. 

The  character  of  the  sect  had,  indeed,  much 
changed  since  the  time  of  its  wise  and  virtuous 
founder,  who,  while  he  asserted  that  Pleasure  is  the 
only  Good,  inculcated  also  that  Good  is  the  only 
source  of  Pleasure.  The  purer  part  of  this  doctrine 
had  long  evaporated,  and  the  temperate  Epicurus 
would  have  as  little  recognised  his  own  sect  in  the 
assemblage  of  refined  voluptuaries  who  now  usurped 
its  name,  as  he  would  have  known  his  own  quiet 
Garden  in  the  luxurious  groves  and  bowers  among 
which  the  meetings  of  the  School  were  uow  held. 

Many  causes  concurred,  at  this  period,  besides  the 
attractiveness  of  its  doctrines,  to  render  our  school 
by  far  the  most  popular  of  any  that  still  survived  the 
glory  of  Greece.  It  may  generally  be  observed,  that 
the  prevalence,  in  one  half  of  a  community,  of  very 


1 

I        •  The  descnfmon,  here  ai  mdea  in,  mny  also  be  foaod, 

j    copied  vtrhtim  (Vi>m  8eth<«i.  in  the  "  Voynfres  d*Ant>nor.** — 

**  la  UmI  pliUcsophtcal  rumanee,  railed '  La  Vie  de  Sethos,*  ** 
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rigid  notions  on  the  subject  of  religion,  produces  the 
opposite  extreme  of  laxity  and  infidelity  in  the  otluir ; 
and  this  kind  of  reaction  it  was  that  now  mainly 
contributed  to  render  the  doctrines  of  the  Gaiden 
the  most  fashionable  philosophy  of  the  day.  The 
rapid  progress  of  the  Christian  faith  had  alarmed  all 
those,  who,  either  fmm  piety  or  worldliness,  were 
interested  in  the  continuance  of  the  old  established 
creed — all  who  believed  in  the  Deities  of  Olympus, 
and  all  who  lived  by  them.  The  natural  conse- 
quence was,  a  considerable  increase  of  zeal  and 
activity,  throughout  the  constituted  authorities  and 
priesthood  of  the  whole  Heathen  worid.  What  was 
wanting  in  sincerity  of  belief  was  made  up  in 
rigor; — the  weakest  parts  of  the  Mythology  were 
those,  of  course,  most  angrily  defended,  and  any 
reflections,  tending  to  bring  Saturn,  or  his  wifo  Ope, 
into  contempt,  were  punished  with  thj  itmost 
severity  of  the  law. 

In  this  state  of  affairs,  between  the  alamed  big- 
otry of  the  declining  Faith  and  the  simple,  sublime 
austerity  of  her  rival,  it-  wits  not  wonderful  that 
those  lovers  of  ease  and  .^easure,  who  had  no 
interest,  reversionary  or  oth;  rxvise,  in  the  old  religion, 
and  were  too  indolent  to  inquire  into  the  sanctions 
of  the  new,  should  take  refuge  from  the  severities  of 
both  in  the  arms  of  a  luxurious  philosophy,  which, 
leaving  to  others  the  task  of  disputing  about  the 
future,  centred  all  its  wisdom  in  the  full  enjoyment 
of  the  present 

The  sectaries  of  the  Garden  had,  ever  since  the 
death  of  their  founder,  been  accustomed  to  dedicate 
to  his  memory  the  twentieth  day  of  every  month. 
To  these  monthly  rites  had,  for  some  time,  been 
added  a  grand  annual  Festival,  in  commemoration 
of  his  birth.  The  feasts  given  on  this  occasion  by 
my  predecessors  in  the  Chair,  had  been  invariably 
distinguished  for  their  taste  and  splendor ;  and  it 
was  my  ambition,  not  merely  to  imitate  this  ex- 
ample, but  even  to  render  the  anniversary,  now 
celebrated  under  my  auspices,  so  lively  and  brilliant 
as  to  efface  the  recollectton  of  all  that  had  pre- 
ceded it 

Seldom,  indeed,  had  Athens  witnessed  so  bright 
a  scene.  The  grounds  that  formed  the  original  site 
of  the  Garden  had  received,  from  time  to  time,  con- 
siderable additions ;  and  the  whole  extent  wai  now 
laid  out  with  that  perfect  taste  which  undcntands 
how  to  wed  Nature  with  Art,  without  sacrificing 
any  of  her  simplicity  to  the  alliance.  Walks,  leading 
through  wildernesses  of  shade  and  fragrance — 
gtadcs,  opening,  at  L'  to  afford  a  playground  for  the 


■ays  Wartmrton,  **  we  And  a  maeb  jasirr  accoant  d  ild 
E(()'ptian  wiMhmi.  than  In  all  the  pretended  llh'jlfo  du 
Ciei.*  ^^'-Dtv.  Leg.  iKxik  !▼.  tecL  14. 
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snnBhine — ^teinplefl,  rifling  on  the  very  spota  where 
Imagiuutioa  herself  would  have  called  them  up,  and 
fountains  and  lakes,  in  alternate  motion  and  repose, 
either  wantonly  courting  the  verdure,  or  calmly 
sleeping  in  its  embrace— «uch  was  the  variety  of 
feature  that  diversified  these  fair  gardens;  and, 
animated  as  they  were  on  this  occasion,  by  all  ihe 
living  wit  and  loveliness  of  Athens,  it  afibrded  a 
scene  such  as  my  own  youthful  fancy,  rich  as  it 
was  then  in  images  of  luxury  and  beauty,  could 
hardly  have  anticipated. 

The  pertmonies  of  the  day  began  with  the  very 
dawn,  when,  according  to  the  form  of  simpler  and 
better  times,  those  among  the  disciples  who  had 
i  apartments  within  the  Garden,  bore  the  image  of 
I  our  Founder  in  procession  from  chamber  to  chamber, 
chanting  verses  in  praise  of  what  had  long  ceased 
to  be  objects  of  our  imitation — his  frugality  and 
temperance. 

Round  a  beautiful  lake,  in  the  centre  of  the 
Garden,  stood  four  white  Doric  temples,  m  one  of 
which  was  collected  a  library  containing  all  the 
flowers  of  Grecian  literature ;  while,  in  the  re- 
maining  three.  Conversation,  the  Soug,  and  the 
Dance,  held,  uninterrupted  by  each  other,  their 
respective  rites.  In  the  Library  stood  busts  of  all 
the  most  illustrious  Epicureans,  both  of  Rome  and 
Greece — Horace,  Atticus,  Pliny  the  elder,  the  poet 
Lucretius,  Lucian,  and  the  lamented  biographer  of 
the  Pdilasophers,  lately  lost  to  us,  Diogenes  Laer- 
tius.  Tiiero  were  also  the  portraits,  in  murble,  of 
all  the  eminent  female  votaries  of  the  school — 
ly>ei>*.ium  and  her  fair  daughter  Danao,  Tlicmista, 
Philoeuis,  and  others. 

It  was  hero  fliat,  in  my  capacity  of  Ilei-csiarch, 
on  the  m  ning  of  the  TM^tival,  I  received  the  fe- 
licitations o.  the  day  from  some  of  the  fairest  lips  of 
Athens  ;  and,  in  pronouncing  the  customary  oration 
to  the  memory  of  our  Muster,  (in  which  it  was  usual 
to  dwell  upon  tlie  doctrines  ho  had  inculcated,) 
endeavored  to  attain  that  art,  so  useful  before  such 
an  audience,  of  lending  to  the  gravest  subjects  a 
charm,  which  secures  them  listeners  even  among 
the  simplest  and  most  volatile. 

Though  study,  as  may  be  supposed,  engrossed  but 
little  the  nighis  or  mornings  of  the  Garden,  yet  all 
the  lighter  parts  of  learning — that  portion  of  its  attic 
I  honey,  for  which  the  bee  is  not  compelled  to  go  very 
deep  into  the  flower — was  somewhat  zealously  cul- 
tivated by  us.  Even  hero,  however,  the  young 
student  had  to  encounter  that  kind  of  distraction, 
which  is,  of  all  others,  the  least  favorable  to  com- 
posure of  thought ;  and,  with  more  than  one  of  my 
fair  disciples,  there  used  to  occur  such  scenes  as  the 
following,  which  a  poet  of  the  Garden,  taking  \ii8 
picture  from  the  life,  thus  described  :— 


**  As  o*er  the  lake.  In  evenlnf**  glow,  1 

That  temple  threw  Its  lengthening  shade.  I 

Upon  the  marble  steps  below 
There  sate  a  fidr  Ctirinthlan  maid,  j 

Gracefulljr  o*er  some  volume  bending ;  ! 

While,  by  her  side,  the  yoothfhl  8a^ 

Held  back  her  ringlets,  lest,  descending. 

They  should  o*ershadow  all  the  page  **  i 

I 
I 

But  it  was  for  the  evening  of  that  day,  that  Ihe  i 
richest  of  our  luxuries  were  reserved  Every  part  | 
of  the  Garden  was  illuminated,  with  the  most  skilfii  > 
variety  of  lustre ;  while  over  the  Lake  of  the  \ 
Temples  were  scattered  wreaths  of  flowers,  thraofh  I 
which  boats,  filled  with  beautiful  children,  floated 
as  through  a  liquid  parterre. 

Between  two  of  these  boats   a   mock  ooonlni  ■ 
was  perpetually  carried  o.*  : — tlieir  reflective  eos-  i 
manders,  two   blooming   y.  uths,  being    kabited  to 
represent  Eros  and  Auteros :  tlie   former,  the  Ce-  ' 
lestial  Love  of  the  Platonists,  and  the  latter,  tbtt 
more   earthly  spirit,  which   usurps   the  name  of 
Love    among   the    Epicurcaus.      Tbroogtiout  te  ; 
whole  evening  their  conflict  was  *"»'n?itnfd  wilh  ! 
various  success ;  the  timid  distance  at  which  Em 
kept  aloof  from  his  lively  autagouist  being  his  talj 
safeguard  against  those  darts  of  fire,  with  shovels  i 
of  which  the  other  assailed  bim,  but  which,  foiling  i 
short  of  their  mark  upon  the  lake,  only  sCTicbri  '. 
the  few  flowers  on  which  they  feil,  and  were  ei-  i 
tinguislied. 

In  another  part  of  tlie  Gardens,  on  a  wide  gia^  ' 
illuminated  only  by  the  moon,  was  perfonned  as 
imitation  of  the  torch-race  of  the  Pauathcnaa  by  ; 
young  boys  chosen  for  their  fleetneaB,  and  arrayed  ; 
with  wings,  like  Cupids ;  while,  not  far  oflT,  a  group  ' 
of  seven  nymphs,  with  each  a  stai  ou  her  forehead,  ; 
represented  tho  movements  of  the  planetary  choir,  | 
and  embodied  the  dream  of  P^Uiagoras  into  real 
motion  and  soug. 

At  eveiy  turning  some  new  ^nchautmeIlt  brake 
unexpectedly  on  the  eye  or  ear ;  and  now,  from  the 
depth  of  a  dark  grove,  from  which  a  fountain  at  lbs  ' 
same  time  issued,  there  came  a  strain  of  sweet  ma-  j 
sic,  which   Tingling  with  Uie  murmur  of  the  water,  * 
seemed  liko  .ho  voice  of  the  spirit  that  presided  orer 
its   flow ; — white,  at  otlicr  times,  the   same  stiain 
appeared  to  come  breathing  from  among  floweis,  | 
or  was  heard  suddenly  from  under  gtuiuxi,  as  if  the 
foot  had  just  touched  some  spring  that  set  its  melody  ' 
in  motion. 

It  may  seem  strange  that  I  sliould  now  dwell 
upon  all  these  trifling  details ;  but  they  were  to  me 
full  of  the  future ;  and  every  thing  connected  wHh  ! 
that  memorable  night — even  its  long-repented  f)l«  j 
lies — must  forever  live  fondly  and  sacredly  in  ny  : 
memory.  The  festival  condtided  with  a  banquH,  I 
at  which,  as  master  of  the  Sect,  I  jireeidcd ;  a  id  { 
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beiiig,  myBelf,  in  every  sense,  the  ascendant  spirit 
of  the  1^  hole  scene,  sfave  life  to  all  around  me,  and 
■aw  my  own  huppinesb  reflected  iu  that  of  others. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  festival  was  over ; — the  sounds  of  the  aA>ng 
and  dance  had  ceased,  and  I  was  now  left  m  those 
luxurious  gardens,  alone.  Though  so  ardent  and 
active  a  votary  of  pleasure,  I  had,  by  nature,  a  dis- 
position full  of  melancholy; — an  imagination  that, 
even  in  the  midat  of  mirth  and  happiness,  presented 
saddening  thoughts,  and  threw  the  shadow  of  the 
future  over  the  gayest  illusions  of  tho  present 
Melancholy  was,  indeed,  twin-born  in  my  soul 
with  Passion ;  and  not  even  in  the  fullest  fervor 
of  the  latter  were  they  ever  separated.  From  the 
first  moment  that  I  was  conscious  of  thought  and 
feeling,  the  same  dark  thread  had  run  across  the 
web ;  and  images  of  death  and  annihilation  came 
to  mingle  themselves  with  even  the  most  smiling 
scenes  through  which  love  and  enjoyment  led 
roe.  My  very  passion  for  pleasure  but  deepened 
these  gloomy  thoughts.  For,  shut  out,  as  I  was  by 
roy  cre^,  from  a  future  life,  and  having  no  hope 
beyond  iU<*  narrow  horizon  of  this,  every  minute  of 
earthly  d  A  ght  atssumed,  in  my  eyes,  a  mournful 
preciousness ;  and  pleasure,  like  the  flower  of  the 
cemetery,  grew  but  more  luxuriant  from  tlie  neigh- 
borhood of  death. 

This  very  night  my  triumph,  my  happiness,  had 
seemed  complete.  I  had  been  the  presiding  genius 
of  that  voluptuous  scene.  Both  my  ambition  and 
my  love  of  pleasure  had  drunk  deep  of  the  rich  cup 
for  which  they  thirsted.  Looked  up  to  as  I  was  by 
the  learned,  and  admired  aud  loved  by  the  beautiful 
and  the  young,  1  had  seen,  in  every  eye  that  met 
mine,  either  the  acknowledgment  of  bright  triumphs 
already  won,  or  the  promise  of  others,  still  brighter, 
that  awaited  me.  Yet,  even  in  the  midst  of  all 
this,  the  same  dark  thoughts  had  presented  them- 
selves ; — the  perishableuess  of  myself  and  all  around 
roe  had  recurred  every  instant  to  my  mind.  Those 
hands  I  had  pressed — those  eyes,  in  which  I  had 
seen  sparkling  a  spirit  of  light  and  life  that  ouglit 
never  to  die — those  voices,  that  had  spoken  of  eter- 
nal love— all,  all  I  felt,  were  but  a  mockery  of  the 
moment,  and  would  leave  nothing  eternal  but  the 
silence  of  their  dust ! 

Oh,  were  It  not  for  this  sad  voice, 

SlsslliiK  amid  oar  mirth  to  ssy, 
rhal  all.  In  which  we  mtist  rejoice. 

Ere  night  may  be  the  earth-worm's  prey. 


I 


But  for  this  bitter— only  this— 

Full  as  the  world  Is  brimnrd  «vith  bllsn 

And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 

Of  draining  to  Its  depth  the  whole, 

I  shonid  lam  earth  in  heaven,  and  be, 

If  bliss  made  gods,  a  deity ! 

Such  was  the  description  I  gave  of  my  own  'cel- 
tngs  in  one  of  those  wild,  passionate  songs,  to  wnich 
this  mixtiu^  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  in  a  spirit  so 
buoyant,  naturally  gave  birth.  * 

And  seldom  had  my  heart  so  fully  surrendered 
itself  to  this  sort  of  vague  sadness  as  at  that  very 
moment,  when,  as  I  paced  thoughtfully  among  the 
fading  lights  and  flowers  of  the  banquet,  the  echo  of 
my  own  step  was  all  that  now  sounded,  where  so 
many  gay  forms  had  lately  been  revelling.  The 
moon  was  still  up,  the  morning  had  not  yet  glim- 
mered, and  the  calm  glories  of  the  night  still  rest- 
ed on  all  around.  Unconscious  whither  my  path- 
way led,  I  continued  to  wander  along,  till  I,  at 
length,  found  myself  before  that  fair  statue  of  Ve- 
nus, with  which  the  chisel  of  Alcamenes  had  em- 
bellished our  Garden ; — that  image  of  deified  woman, 
the  only  idol  to  which  I  had  ever  yet  bent  the  knee. 
Leaning  against  the  pedestal  of  the  statue,  I  raised 
my  eyes  to  heaven,  and  fixing  them  sadly  and  in- 
tently on  the  ever-burning  stars,  as  if  seeking  to  read 
the  mournful  secret  in  their  light,  asked,  wherefore 
was  it  that  Man  alone  must  fade  and  perish,  while 
they,  so  much  less  wonderful,  less  godlike  tlian  he, 
thus  still  lived  on  in  radiance  unchangeable  and  for- 
ever !  **  Oh,  that  there  were  some  spell,  some  talis- 
man,** I  exclaimed,  "  to  make  the  spirit  that  bums 
within  us  deathless  as  those  stars,  and  open  to  it  a 
career  like  theirs,  as  bright  and  incxtinguishablo 
throughout  all  time !" 

While  thus  indulging  in  wild  and  melancholy  fan- 
cies, I  felt  that  lassitude  which  earthly  pleasure, 
however  sweet,  still  loaves  behind,  come  insensibly 
over  me,  and  at  length  sunk  at  the  base  of  the  sta- 
tue to  sleep. 

But  even  in  sleep,  the  same  fancies  continued  to 
haunt  me ;  av.d  a  dream,'  so  distinct  and  vivid  as 
to  leave  behtna  it  the  impression  of  reality,  thus 
presented  itself  to  my  mind.  I  found  myself  sud- 
denly transported  to  a  wide  and  desolate  plain, 
where  nothing  appeared  to  breathe,  or  move,  or 
live.  The  very  sky  that  hung  above  it  looked  pale 
and  extinct,  giving  the  idea,  not  of  darkness,  but 
of  light  that  had  become  dead ; — and  had  that 
whole  region  been  the  remains  of  some  older  world, 
left  broken  up  and  sunless,  it  could  not  have  pre- 
sented an  aspect    more    quenched  and  desdate 


I  For  the  Importance  attached  to  dreams  by  the  anelentJ,    > 
see  JoHin,  Remarks  on  Ecciesiaslcal  History,  vol.  1.,  p^  ?0 
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The  only  thing  that  bespoke  life,  throughout  this 
melancholy  waste,  was  a  Fmall  sparK.  of  light,  that 
at  fu^  glimmered  in  the  distance,  but,  at  length, 
slowly  approached  the  bleak  spot  wnere  I  stood. 
As  it  drew  nearer,  I  could  see  that  its  small  but 
stsady  gleam  came  from  a  taper  in  the  hand  of  an 
ancient  and  venerable  man,  who  now  stood,  like  a 
pale  mewenger  from  the  grave,  before  me.  After 
a  few  moments  of  awful  silence,  during  which  he 
looked  at  me  with  a  sadness  that  thrilled  my  very 
soul,  he  said,  "  Thou,  who  seekest  eternal  life,  go 
unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile — go  unto  the  shores 
of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find  the  eternal  life 
thou  seekest  !*' 

No  sooner  had  he  uttered  these  words  than  the 
deathlike  hue  of  his  cheek  at  once  brightened  into 
a  smile  of  more  than  earthly  promise ;  while  the 
small  torch  he  held  in  his  hand  sent  forth  a  glow 
of  radiance,  by  which  suddenly  the  whole  surface 
of  the  desert  was  illuminated  ; — the  light  spreading 
even  to  the  distant  horizon's  edge,  along  whose 
line  I  could  now  see  gardens,  palaces,  and  spires, 
all  as  bright  as  the  rich  architecture  of  the  clouds 
at  sunset  Sweet  music,  too,  came  flouring  in  every 
direction  through  the  air,  and,  from  all  sides,  such 
varieties  of  enchantm<*nt  broke  upon  me,  that,  with 
the  excess  alike  of  harmony  and  of  radiance,  I 
awoko. 

That  infidels  should  be  superstitious  is  an  anoma- 
ly neither  unusual  nor  strange.  A  belief  in  super- 
human agency  seems  natural  and  necessary  to 
the  mind  ;  and,  if  not  suffered  to  flow  in  the  ob- 
vious channels,  it  will  find  a  vent  in  some  other. 
Hence,  many  i^ho  have  doubted  the  existence  of 
a  God,  have  y«^.  implicitly  placed  themselves  un- 
der the  patronage  nf  Fate  or  the  stars.  Much  the 
same  inconsistency  I  was  conscious  of  in  my  own 
feelings.  Though  rejecting  all  belief  in  a  Divine 
Providence,  I  had  yet  a  faith  in  dreams,  that  all 
my  philosophy  could  not  conquer.  Nor  was  expe- 
rience wauling  to  confirm  me  in  my  delusion  ;  for, 
by  some  of  those  accidental  coincidences,  which 
make  the  fortune  of  soothsayers  and  prophets, 
dreams,  more  than  once,  hud  been  to  me 

Oracles,  truer  far  thfin  oak, 
Or  (luve,  or  tri(M>(i,  ever  s|>oke. 

It  was  not  wonderful,  therefore,  that  the  vision  of 
that  night — touching,  as  it  did,  a  chord  so  ready 
to  vibrate — should  have  affected  me  with  more 
than  ordinary  power,  and  even  sunk  deeper  into 
my  memory  with  every  effort  I  made  to  'brget  it 
In  vain  did  I  mock  at  my  own  weakness ;— -such 
self-derisiou  is  seK'oin  sincere.  In  vain  did  I  pursue 
my  acnuslomed  pleasures.  Their  zest  was,  as  usual, 
fbre/er  new  ;  but  still,  in  the  mid:it  of  all  my  enjoy- 


ment, came  the  cold  and  saddening  conseiniMDsv  tt 
mortality,  and,  with  it,  the  recoIlectioD  of  that  vis- 
ionary promise,  to  which  my  faDcy,  in  defiunce  cf 
reason,  still  continued  to  cliug. 

At  times  indulging  in  reveries,  that  were  little 
else  than  a  continuation  of  my  dream,  I  even  cm- 
templated  the  possible  exudence  of  some  mifhty 
secret,  by  which  youth,  if  not  perpetuated,  m^ 
be  at  least  prolonged,  and  that  dreadful  vicinity  d 
death,  within  whose  circle  love  pines  and  ple«nn 
sickens,  might  be  for  a  wL  h  averted.  *'Wlw 
knows,"  I  wou'jd  ask,  "but  that  in  Egypt,  IImI 
region  of  wonder»  vhere  Mystery  hath  yet  b»> 
folded  but  half  hei  treasures — where  stSl  Rmaii, 
undeciphered,  upon  the  pillani  of  Seth,  so  maay 
written  secrets  of  the  antediluvian  world — ^who  ea 
tell  but  that  some  powerful  charm,  some  amokt, 
may  there  lie  hid,  whose  diacovery,  as  this  phaoton 
hath  promised,  but  awaits  my  coining — some  csb- 
pound  of  the  same  pure  atoms  that  form  the  es- 
sence of  the  living  stars,  and  whoee  infusion  into  the 
frame  of  man  might  render  him  aleo  unfading  and 
immortal  !'* 

Thus  fondly  did  I  sometimes  specnlate,  in  tboee 
vague  moods  of  mind,  when  the  life  of  exdtcnmt 
in  which  I  was  engaged,  acting  upon  a  warm  heart 
and  vivid  fancy,  produced  an  intoxicatioo  of  i^iri^ 
during  which  I  was  not  wholly  myaeir  TIm  he- 
wilderment,  too,  was  not  a  little  incivai«d  by  the 
constant  struggle  I  experienced  between  my  ovb 
natural  feelings,  and  Uie  cold,  mortal  creed  of  mx 
sect — in  endeavoring  to  escape  from  whose  deaden- 
ing bondage  I  but  brokr  loose  into  the  realms  ef 
fantasy  and  romance. 

Even  in  my  soberest  moments,  however,  that 
strange  vision  forever  haunted  me ;  and  ererr 
effort  I  made  to  chase  it  from  my  recollection  wai 
unavailing.  The  deliberate  conclusion,  Uierrforp, 
to  which  1  at  last  came,  was,  that  to  visit  Egypt 
was  now  my  only  resource  ;  that,  witliout  ttrioi 
that  land  of  wonders,  I  could  not  rest,  nor,  ontii 
convinced  of  my  folly  by  disappointment,  be  reasoo- 
able.  Without  delay,  accordingly,  I  announced  to 
my  friends  of  the  Garden,  the  intention  I  had  fonoed 
to  pay  a  visit  to  the  land  of  PyramidB.  To  none  of 
them,  however,  did  I  dare  to  confess  the  vague, 
visionary  impulse  that  actuated  me ; — ^knowledge 
being  the  object  that  I  alleged,  while  Pleasure  vs« 
that  for  which  they  gave  me  credit  The  intemli 
of  the  School,  it  was  feared,  might  su^r  by  mr 
absence  ;  and  there  wero  some  tenderer  ties,  whtcb 
had  still  more  to  fear  from  separation.  But  for  the 
oniier  Aiconvenience  a  temporary  remedy  wv 
provided  ;  while  the  latter  a  skilful  distribution  of 
vows  and  sighs  alleviated  Being  furnished  wit!; 
recommendatory  letters  to   all  parts  of   Eg>*p(.  I 
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vet  ail  in  the  rammer  of  the  year  257,  a.  d.,  for 
Alexandria. 


CHAPTER  III. 

To  one,  who  so  well  knew  how  to  extract  pleas- 
ure from  every  moment  on  land,  a  lea-voyage,  how- 
ever smooth  and  favorable,  appeared  the  least  agree- 
able mode  of  lomng  time  that  could  be  devised. 
Often,  indeed,  did  my  imagination,  in  passing  some 
isle  of  those  seas,  people  it  with  fair  forms  and 
loving  hearts,  to  which  most  willingly  would  I  have 
paused  to  offer  homage.  But  the  wind  blew  direct 
towards  the  land  of  Mystery;  and,  still  more,  I 
heard  a  voice  within  me,  whispering  forever,  '*  On.** 

As  we  approached  the  coast  of  Egypt,  our  course 
became  lefs  prosperous ;  and  we  had  a  specimen  of 
the  benevoleuce  of  the  divinities  of  the  Nile,  in  the 
shape  of  a  storm,  or  rather  whiriwind,  which  had 
nearly  sunk  our  vessel,  and  which  the  Egyptians  on 
board  declared  to  be  the  work  of  their  deity,  Ty- 
phon.  After  a  day  and  night  of  danger,  during 
which  we  were  driven  out  of  our  course  to  the 
eastward,  some  benigner  influence  prevailed  above  ; 
and,*  at  length,  as  the  morning  freshly  broke,  we 
saw  the  beautiful  city  of  Alexandria  rising  from  the 
sea,  with  its  proud  Palace  of  Kings,  its  portico  of 
four  hundred  columns,  and  the  fair  Pillar  of  Pillars,' 
towering  in  the  midst  to  heaven. 

AAer  passing  in  review  this  splendid  vision,  we 
shot  rapidly  round  the  Rock  of  Pharos,  and,  in  a 
few  minutes,  found  ourselves  in  the  harbor  of  Eu- 
nostus.  The  sun  had  risen,  but  the  light  on  the 
Great  Tower  of  the  Rock  was  still  burning;  and 
there  was  a  languor  in  the  first  waking  movements 
of  that  voluptuous  city — whose  houses  and  temples 
lay  shining  in  silence  around  the  harbor — that 
sufficiently  attested  the  festivities  of  the  preceding 
night. 

We  were  soon  landed  on  the  quay ;  and,  as  I 
walked,  through  a  line  of  palaces  and  shrines,  up 
the  street  which  leads  from  the  sea  to  the  Gate  of 
Canopus,  (nsh  as  1  was  from  the  contemplation  of 
my  own  lovely  Athens,  I  yet  felt  a  glow  of  admira- 
tion at  the  scene  around  me,  which  its  novelty,  even 
more  than  its  magnificence,  inspired.  Nor  were 
the  luxuries  and  delights,  which  such  a  city  prom- 


>  Mors  jproperly,  perhsps,  "  the  Colnmn  of  the  Pillars.** 
Vide  ^bdalUtif.  Relnilon  de  TEfypte,  and  the  notes  of  M. 
rfi  Sacjf.  The  great  portico  around  this  cttlnmn  (formerly 
designated  Ponipey's,  but  now  known  to  have  been  erected 
In  honor  of  DUicleslan)  was  still  standing,  M.  de  8ncy  says, 
In  the  Ume  of  &iladin.    Vide  L^d  f^a/e»lia*«  TVuvtls. 


ised,  among  the  least  of  the  considerations  upon 
which  my  fancy  dwelt  On  the  contrary,  every 
thing  around  me  seemed  prophetic  of  love  and 
pleasure.  The  very  forms  of  the  architecture,  to 
my  Epicurean  imagination,  appealed  to  call  up 
images  of  living  grace ;  and  even  the  dim  seclusion 
of  the  temples  and  groves  spoke  only  of  tender 
mysteries  to  my  mind.  As  the  whole  bright  scene 
grew  animated  around  me,  I  felt  that  though  Egypt 
might  not  enable  me  to  lengthen  life,  she  could 
teach  the  next  best  art — that  of  miUtiplying  its  en- 
joyments. 

The  population  of  Alexandria,*  at  this  period, 
consisted  of  the  most  motley  miscellany  of  nations, 
religions,  and  sects,  that  had  ever  been  brought 
together  in  one  city.  Besides  the  school  of  the 
Grecian  Platouist  was  seen  the  oratory  of  the  caba- 
listic Jew  ;  while  the  church  of  the  Christian  stood, 
nndisturbed,  over  the  crypts  of  the  Egyptian  Hiero- 
phant  Here,  the  adorer  of  Fire,  from  the  Elast, 
laughed  at  the  less  elegant  superstition  of  the  wor- 
shipper of  cats,  from  the  West.  Here  Christianity, 
too,  had  learned  to  emulate  the  pious  vagaries  of 
Paganism ;  and  while,  on  one  side,  her  Ophite  pro- 
fessor was  seen  bending  his  knee  gravely  before  a 
serpent,  on  the  other,  a  Nicosian  Christian  was 
heard  contending,  with  no  less  gravity,  that  there 
could  be  no  chance  whatever  of  salvation  out  of  the 
pale  of  the  Greek  alphabet  Still  worse,  the  un- 
charitatrieness  of  Christian  schism  was  already,  with 
equal  vigor,  distinguishing  itself ;  and  I  heard  every- 
where, on  my  arrival,  of  the  fierce  rancor  and 
hate,  with  which  the  Greek  and  Latin  churchmen 
were  then  persecuting  each  other,  because,  forsooth, 
the  one  fusted  on  the  seventh  day  of  the  week,  and 
the  others  fasted  upon  the  fourth  and  sixth ! 

To  none,  however,  of  these  diflTerent  creeds  and 
sects,  except  in  as  far  as  they  furnished  food  for 
ridicule,  had  I  time  to  pay  much  attention.  I  was 
now  in  the  most  luxurious  city  of  the  universe,  and 
accordingly  gave  way,  without  reserve,  to  the  ' 
various  seductions  that  surrounded  me.  My  repu- 
tation, both  as  a  philosopher  and  a  man  of  pleasure, 
had  preceded  my  coming;  and  Alexandria,  the 
second  Athens  of  the  world,  welcomed  me  as  her 
own.  I  found  my  celebrity,  indeed,  act  as  a  talis- 
man, that  opened  all  hearts  and  doors  at  my  ap- 
proach. The  usual  novitiate  of  acquaintance  was 
dispensed  with  in  my  favor,  and  not  only  intima- 
cies, but  loves  and  friendships,  ripened  as  rapidly 


s  Ammtanus  thus  speaks  of  the  state  of  Alexandria  In  his 
time,  which  was.  I  believe,  nn  Inte  as  the  end  of  the  fourth 
century: — "  Ne  nunc  qiiidem  in  eaileni  urlie  lioctrinc  viirla 
silent,  non  apud  nos  exaruit  Mnsica  nee  IJarwoni^  fonUctilL  * 
Lib.  93. 


668 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


in  my  path,  as  vegetation  springs  up  where  the 
Nile  has  flowed  The  dark  beauty  of  the  Egyp- 
i  tian  women*  possessed  a  novelty  in  my  eyes  that 
ei;l  auceil  its  other  charms ;  and  the  hue  left  by 
the  sun  on  their  rounded  cheeks  seemed  but  an 
earnest  of  the  gonial  ardor  he  must  have  kindled  in 
Ihoir  hearts— 

Th*  tinbruwn<ng  of  the  fruit,  that  tells, 

How  rich  within  the  soul  of  sweetness  dwells. 

Some  weeks  had  now  passed  in  such  constant 
and  ever-changing  pleasures,  that  even  the  melan- 
choly voice  deep  within  my  heart,  though  it  still 
spoke,  was  but  seldom  listened  to,  and  soon  died 
away  in  the  sound  of  the  siren  songs  that  sur- 
rounded me.  At  length,  as  the  novelty  of  these 
gay  scenes  wore  off,  the  same  vague  and  gloomy 
bodings  began  to  mingle  with  all  my  joys ;  and  an 
incident  that  occurred,  at  this  time,  during  one  of 
my  gayest  revels,  conduced  still  more  to  deepen 
Uieir  gloonu 

The  celebration  of  the  annual  festival  of  Serapu 
happened  to  take  place  during  my  stay ;  and  I  was, 
more  than  once,  induced  to  mingle  with  the  gay 
multitudes  that  flocked  to  the  shrine  at  Canopus 
on  the  occasion.  Day  and  night,  as  long  as  this 
festival  tasted,  the  great  canal,  which  led  from 
Alexandria  to  Canopus,  was  covered  with  boats 
full  a  pilgrims  of  both  sexes,  all  hastening  to  avail 
themt»olves  of  this  pious  license,  which  lent  the 
zest  of  a  religious  sanction  to  pleasure,  and  gave  a 
holydity  to  the  -follies  and  passions  of  earth,  in 
honor  of  heaven. 

I  was  returning,  one  lovely  night,  to  Alexandria. 
The  north  wind,  that  welcome  visiter,  had  cooled 


1  Frnni  the  chnmcter  of  the  fentnres  of  the  Sphinx,  and  a 
pasmpe  in  Herodotus,  describing  the  E^'ptians  as  iteXayXpocs 
Kui  uvXuTinxis,  Volney.  Bruce,  nnd  a  lew  others,  have  con- 
cluded that  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  Elgypt  were  negroes. 
But  this  opinion  is  contrHdicied  by  a  host  of  authorities. 
See  Castfra'g  note^i  npfin  Browne*»  Travein,  for  the  result  of 
BlunienbHch's  dissection  of  a  variety  of  muniniies.  Uennn, 
spenklng  of  the  chHmcter  of  the  heads  represented  in  the 
ancient  sepulchre  and  piiinting  of  Egypt,  says,  "Celie  des 
feniincs  resseinbte  encore  i  la  figure  des  jolies  femnies  d*un* 
Jourd'hul :  de  ia  mndeur.de  ia  volupte.  ie  nez  petit,  les  yeux 
longs,  peu  ouveris,**  tec.  &c.  He  coald  Judge,  too,  he  says, 
from  the  female  mummies, "  que  icurs  cheveux  et«iient  longs 
el  lisxe!>,que  ie  canct^rede  t6ie  de  la  plupart  tenoit  du  beau 
style."— "Je  rapiioriHi.**  he  adds, "  une  tdte  de  vieiile  femme 
qui  euiit  aa^si  belle  que  cclles  de  Michel-Ange,  et  leur  res- 
scmbloit  beauroup.** 

In  a  "  Description  ginirnJe  ie  Thebes,*^  by  Jdettra.  JoUois 
et  Dctvilticrt,  they  say, "  Toutes  les  pculptures  Elgyptiennes, 
depuis  les  plus  gnuids  colo^ses  de  Thebes  Jusqu'aox  plus 
petites  ia.!es,  ne  rap|)clent  en  aurune  mani^re  les  traits  de 
ia  flgare  des  n^grcs ;  outre  que  les  tfttes  des  momles  des 
viuicouibes  de  Thebes  presentent  des  prttfils  droits.**  (See 
aW:  M.  jomard's  ''  Description  of  Byene  and  the  Cataracts.** 
B»r9u  Larrey,  on  the  "conformation  physique**  cf  the 


and  freshened  the  air,  while  the  banks,  on  eit 
nde  of  the  stream,  sent  forth,  from  groves  of  ursi 
and  henna,  the  most  delicious  odors.  As  I  I 
leil  all  the  crowd  behind  me  at  Canopus,  there  i 
not  a  boat  to  be  seen  on  the  canal  but  my  own ;  i 
I  was  just  yielding  to  the  thoughts  which  soGti 
at  such  an  hour  inspires,  when  my  reveries  w 
suddenly  broken  by  the  sound  of  some  female  vm 
coming  mingled  witii  Viughter  and  screams,  b 
the  garden  of  a  pavilion,  that  biood,  brilliantly  31a 
nated,  upon  the  bank  of  the  canaL 

In  rowing  nearer,  I  perceived  that  both  the  ni 
and  the  alarm  had  been  caused  by  the  eSbrtsof  m 
playful  girls  to  reach  a  hedge  of  jasaiine  which  gi 
near  the  water,  and  in  bending  towards  which  tl 
had  nearly  Allien  into  the  streano.  Hasteaof 
proflTer  my  assistance,  I  soon  recognised  the  voicf 
one  of  my  fair  Alexandrian  friends ;  and,  spriagiaf 
the  bank,  was  surrouuded  by  the  whole  groups  ip 
insisted  ou  my  joining  their  party  iu  the  paiib 
and,  having  flung  around  me,  as  fetters,  the  tesd 
of  jasmine  which  they  had  just  plucked,  coodac 
me,  no  unwilling  captive,  to  the  banquet-roonk 

I  found  here  an  assemblage  of  the  very  flv 
of  Alexandrian  society.  The  uuexpectedneB 
the  meeting  added  new  zest  to  it  on  both  mi 
and  seldom  had  I  ever  felt  more  enlivened  ni|i 
or  succeeded  better  m  infunng  lifo  and  gay^  i 
others. 

Among  the  company  were  some  Greek  won 
who,  according  to  the  fashion  of  their  coon 
wore  veils  ;  but,  as  usual,  rather  to  set  ofi*  thai 
conceal  their  beauty,  some  bright  gleams  of  vl 
were  constantly  escaping  from  imder  the  ck 
There  was,  howover,  one  female,  who  particali 

Egyptians,  &.c.)  But  the  mmt  satlsifactnvy  refbtafioe  af 
opinion  of  Voiney  has  been  afforded  within  these  few  ye 
by  Doctor  GranvUlt^  who,  having  been  lucky  cmm^ 
obtain  possession  of  a  perfect  fenutle  mumaiy,  has,  by 
dissection  and  admeasurement  of  It<i  form,  conplriety 
tablished  the  fact,  that  the  ancient  Egyptixtas  weie  «f 
Caucasian  race,  not  of  the  Ethiopian.  See  this  gestlsM 
curious  "  Essay  on  Egyptian  Mummi€»t**  read  befise 
Royal  Society,  April  14,  IBO. 

De  Pauw,  the  great  depredator  of  every  thing  Egjft 
has,  on  the  authority  of  a  paissfre  In  iEllao,  pntmmH 
affix  to  the  countrywomen  of  Cleopatra  the  stigma  «f  e 
piete  and  unredeemed  upiincss  The  fuHowing  liM«ifi 
ripides,  however,  is  an  answer  to  such  charges : — 

NetXov  fitv  aiit  coXAirapOcvoc  ^mti. 

In  addition  to  the  celebrated  instanees  of  Cicefatm.  K 
dope,  iLC,  we  are  told,  on  the  authority  of  Maaetbo.  (asit^' 
by  Zoega  from  Georgius  Synceltns,}  of  a  beautiful  qsi 
of  Memphis,  Nitocris,  of  the  ilxth  dj-naaty,  who.  la « 
tlon  to  other  charms  and  perfectlona,  was  (rather  iae 
slstently  with  the  negro  hypotheals)  (avAf  tr^  X^**^i ' 
yellow-haired. 

See  for  a  tribute  to  the  beauty  of  the  EgsrptSaa 
Montesquieu's  Ttempie  de  Gnkle. 


■ttra^ted  my  attention,  on  whoso  liead  was  a  chap- 
let  of  dark-colored  flowers,  and  who  sat  veiled 
and  silent  during  the  whole  of  the  banquet  She 
took  no  share,  1  observed,  in  what  was  passing 
around ;  the  viands  and  the  wine  went  by  her 
untouched,  nor  did  a  word  that  was  spoken  seem 
addressed  to  her  ear.  This  abstraction  from  a  scene 
so  sparkling  with  gayety,  though  apparently  unno- 
ticed by  any  one  but  myself,  struck  me  as  myste- 
rious and  strange.  I  inquired  of  my  fair  neighbor 
the  cause  of  it,  but  she  looked  grave,  and  was 
silent 

In  the  mean  time,  the  lyre  and  the  cup  went 
round ;  and  a  young  maid  from  Athens,  as  if  in- 
spired by  the  presence  of  her  countryman,  took 
her  lute,  and  sung  to  it  some  of  the  songs  of  Greece, 
with  a  warmth  of  feeling  that  bore  me  back  to  the 
l»nks  of  the  Ilissus,  and,  even  iu  the  bosom  of 
present  pleasure,  drew  a  sigh  from  my  heart  for  that 
which  had  passed  away.  It  was  daybreak  ere  our 
delighted  party  rose,  and  most  unwillingly  re-em- 
barked to  return  to  the  city 

We  were  scarce  afloat,  when  it  was  discovered 
that  the  lute  of  the  young  Athenian  had  been  left 
behind  ;  and,  with  a  heart  still  full  of  its  sweet 
sounds,  I  most  readily  sprang  on  sho'o  to  seek  it 
I  hastened  at  once  to  the  banquet-room,  which 
was  now  dim  and  solitary,  except  ihat — there,  to 
my  utter  astonishment,  was  still  seated  that  silent 
figure  which  had  awakened  so  much  my  curiosity 
during  the  evening.  A  vague  feeling  of  iv  e  came 
over  me,  as  I  now  slowly  approached  it  There 
was  no  motion,  no  sound  of  breathing  in  that  form ; 
— not  a  leaf  of  the  dark  chaplot  upon  its  brow 
stirred.  By  the  light  of  a  dying  lamp  which  stood 
on  the  table  before  the  figure,  I  raised,  with  a  hesi- 
tating hand,  the  veil ;  and  saw — what  my  fancy 
had  already  anticipated—  that  the  shape  underneath 
was  lifeless,  was  a  skeletoa  !  Startled  and  shocked, 
I  hurried  back  with  the  lute  to  the  boat,  and  was 
almost  as  silent  as  tliat  shape  itself  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  voyage. 

This  custom  among  the  Egyptians  of  placing  a 
mummy,  or  skeleton,  at  the  banquet-table,  had 
been  for  some  time  disused,  except  at  particular 
ceremonies;  and,  even  on  such  occasions,  it  had 
been  the  practice  of  the  luxurious  Alexandrians  to 
dii^tse  this  memorial  of  mortality  in  the  manner 
just  described.  But  to  me,  who  was  wholly  un- 
prepared for  such  a  spectacle,  it  gave  a  shock  from 
which  my  imagination  did  not  speedily  recover. 
This  silent  and  ghastly  witness  of  mirth  seemed  to 
embody,  as  it  were,  the  shadow  iu  my  own  heart 
The  features  of  the  grave  were  thus  stamped 
npon  the  idea  that  had  long  haunted  me,  and  this 
picture  of  what  I  was  to  be  now  associated  itself 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Egtpt  was,  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the  country  most 
calculated,  from  that  mixture  of  the  melancholy 
and  the  voluptuous  which  marked  the  character  of 
her  people,  her  religion,  and  her  scenery,  to  aflect 
deeply  a  fancy  and  temperament  like  mine,  and 
keep  both  forever  tremblingly  alive.  Wherever  I 
turned,  I  beheld  the  desert  and  the  gptrden,  mingling 
together  their  desolation  and  bloom.  I  saw  the 
love-bower  and  the  tomb  standing  side  by  side,  as  if, 
in  that  laud,  Pleasure  and  Death  kept  houriy  watch 
upon  each  other.  In  the  very  luxury  of  the  climate 
there  was  the  same  saddening  influence.  The 
monotonous  splendor  of  the  days,  the  solemn  radi- 
ance of  the  nights — all  tend«^d  to  cherish  that  ar- 
dent melancholy,  the  offspring  of  passion  and  of 
thought,  which  had  been  so  long  the  familiar  inmate 
of  my  soul. 

When  I  sailed  from  Alexandria,  the  inundation 
of  the  Nile  was  at  its  full  Tlie  whole  valley  of 
Egypt  lay  covered  by  its  blood;  and,  as,  looking 
around  me,  I  saw  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun, 
shrines,  palaces,  and  monuments,  encircled  by  the 
waters,  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  beheld  the 
sinking  island  of  Atalantis,  on  the  last  evening  its 
temples  were  visible  above  the  wave.  Such  varietica, 
too,  of  animation  as  presented  themselves  on  evbiy 
side! — 

WhPe,  for  as  sight  cnald  reach,  benenth  as  dear 
And  blue  a  heaven  as  ever  bless'd  this  sphere, 


constantly  with  the  sunniest  aspect  of   what    I 
was. 

The  memory  of  the  dream  now  recurred  to  mo 
more  livelily  than  ever.  The  bright,  assur'mg  smile 
of  that  venerable  Spirit,  and  his  words,  "  Go  to  the 
shores  of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find  the  eter- 
nal life  thou  seekest,"  were  forever  present  to  my 
mind.  But  as  yet,  alas,  I  liad  done  nothing  towards 
realizing  the  proud  promise.  Alexandria  was  not 
Egypt ; — the  very  soil  on  which  it  now  stood  was  . 
not  in  existence,  when  already  Thebes  and  Memphis 
had  numbered  ages  of  glory. 

"No,"  I  exclaimed;  **it  b  only  beneath  the 
Pyramids  of  Memphis,  or  in  the  mystic  H&.18  of  the 
Labyrinth,  those  holy  arcana  are  to  be  found,  of 
which  the  antediluvian  worid  has  made  Egypt  its 
heir,  and  among  whk:h — ^blessed  thought ! — ^the  key 
to  eternal  life  may  lie.'* 

Having  foimed  my  determmation,  I  tnok  leave 
of  my  many  Alexandrian  friends,  and  departed  for 
Memphis. 
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Gardens,  and  pillar'd  streeU,  and  ^nr^hyry  domes, 
And  hisli  liuili  ictnplev  fit  to  be  the  homes 
Of  mighty  i^s— and  pymniids,  whose  hour 
Outlasu  all  time,  atwve  the  waters  tower ! 

Then,  too,  the  Rcenes  of  pomp  and  joy,  that  make 

One  theatre  of  this  vast  peopled  lake. 

Where  all  thai  Love,  Religion,  Commerce  gives 

Of  life  and  motion,  ever  moves  and  lives. 

Here,  up  the  steps  of  temples,  fh)m  the  wave 

Ascending.  In  procAsshm  slow  and  grave, 

Prieiits,  tn  white  giiriiients,  go,  with  sacred  wands 

And  silver  cymbals  gleaming  In  their  hands : 

While,  there,  rich  barks— fresh  from  those  sanny  tracts 

Far  oir,  beyond  the  sounding  cataracts — 

Glide  with  their  precious  lading  to  the  sea. 

Plumes  of  bright  birds,  rhinoceros*  tvory. 

Gems  (torn  the  isle  of  Merue.  and  those  grains 

0(  gold,  washed  down  by  Abyssinian  rains. 

Here,  where  the  waters  wind  into  a  bay 

Shadowy  and  cool,  some  pilgrims  on  their  way 

To  Sais  or  Bubastus,  among  beds 

Of  lotus- fiowers.i  that  clo.«e  above  their  heads, 

Push  their  light  barks,  and  hid,  as  in  a  l4>wer, 

8lng.  talk,  or  sleep  away  the  sultry  hour; 

While  haply,  not  far  off,  beneath  a  k>ank 

Of  blossoming  acacias,  many  a  prank 

U  plny*d  In  the  cool  current  by  a  train 

Of  laughing  nymphs,  lovely  as  she,  whose  chain 

Around  two  conquerors  of  the  world  was  cast, 

But,  for  a  third  too  feeble,  broke  at  last ! 

Enchanted  with  the  whole  scene,  I  lingered  delight- 
edly on  my  voyage,  visiting  all  those  luxurious  and 
venerable  places,  whose  names  have  been  consecra- 
ted by  the  wonder  of  ages.  At  Sals  I  was  present 
during  her  Festival  of  Lamps,  and  read,  by  the  blaze 
of  innumerable  lights,  those  sublime  worda  on  the 
temple  of  Neltha :' — "  I  am  all  that  has  been, 
that  is,  and  thai  will  be,  and  no  man  hath  ever 
lifted  my  veil."  I  wandered  among  the  prostrate 
obelisks  of  Heliopolis,'  and  saw,  not  without  a  sigh, 
the  sun  smiling  over  her  ruins,  as  if  in  mockery  of 
tlie  mass  of  perishable  grandeur  that  had  once 
called  itself,  in  its  pride,  "  Tlie  City  .  f  the  Sun.'* 
But  to  tlie  Isle  of  the  Golden  Venus  wxs,  I  own, 
my  fondest  pilgrimage ; — and  there,  as  I  rambled 
through  its  shades,  where  bower?  arc  the  only  temples, 
I  felt  how  far  more  worthy  to  form  the  shrine  of  a 
Deity  are  the  everliviug  stems  of  the  garden  and  the 
grove,  than  the  most  precious  columns  the  inanimate 
quarry  can  supply. 

Everj'where  new  pleasures,  new  interests  await- 
ed me ;   and  though   Melancholy  stood,  as  usual, 

»  Vide  Slralo. 

*  To  i'  t¥  Safi  Ttjf  kOrfvai^  fjv  Kai  latv  vofit^ovaty^iSof, 
twtYpit<Plv  txet  ToiavTT]v,  I'.yo  iifii  ttav  to  ycyovoi,  «cai 
ov  Km  ceofiCh'OP,  Kat  roi  i^tov  rrcirAov  ovicii  rut  ancKaXv\ptv. 
—  Pimtareh.  de  hul.  et  Osir. 

3  "  De  la,  en  rciiioniaiu  tomouri  le  Nil,  on  trouve  a  deux 
cent  ciruju  »nt"  |»h!*,  ou  erivinm  «le  la  Miitar6e,  les  traces  de 
I'Horienne  ll«irKi|Mili».  ou  Ville  de  Soldi,  ii  qui  ce  lieu  ^toit 
psiriicuru'reinont  consucre.  C'e.st  po  ir  ccitc  mison  qn'on 
I'appeloit  encore  I'CEil,  ou  la  Ftmtaine  du  Suieil.* — Maillet. 


forever  near,  her  shadow  fell  but  half-wav  m 
my  vagrant  path,  leaving  the  rest  but  nuire  m 
comely  brilliant  from  the  contrast.  To  relate  i 
varioiM  adventures,  during  this  short  vo3rsge,  v« 
only  detain  me  from  eveuts,  far»  far  more  wsit 
of  record.  Ajnidst  all  this  endless  variety  of  attn 
tions,  the  great  object  of  my  journey  had  be 
forgotten ; — the  mysteries  of  this  land  of  the  mm  • 
remained,  to  me,  as  much  mysteries  as  ever,  and 
yet  I  had  been  initiated  in  nothing  but  its  pleaHi 

It  was  not  till  that  memorable  ev^^ning,  wbei 
first  stood  before  the  Pyramids  of  Memphis,  i 
beheld  them  towering  aloft,  like  the  watch-tov 
of  Time,  from  whose  summit,  when  about  to  < 
pire,  he  will  look  his  last — it  was  not  tSl  I 
moment  that  the  great  secret  ani.x  sn?^  is  i 
dream  again  rose,  in  ill  its  inscrutable  z\Am 
upon  my  thoughts.  There  was  a  solemnity  ia  1 
sunshine  resting  upon  those  monuments— a  ri 
ness,  as  of  reverence,  in  the  air  that  bresd 
around  them,  which  seemed  to  steal,  like  the  ih 
of  past  times,  into  my  hearL  I  thought  i^ 
myriads  of  the  wise,  the  beautiful,  and  the  bfi 
had  sunk  into  dust  since  earth  first  ^*y  th 
wonders;  and  in  the  sadness  of  my  soul,  I  * 
claimed, — "Must  man  alone,  then,  perish?  n 
minds  and  hearts  be  annihilated,  while  pyran 
endure  ?  Oh,  Death,  Death !  even  upon  tk 
everlasting  tablets — the  only  approach  to  imn 
tality  that  kings  themselves  could  purchase— U 
hast  written  our  doom  awfully,  and  iutelligi^ 
saying,  *  There  is  for  man  no  eternal  mansioi^ 
the  grave  I'  ** 

My  heart  sunii  at  the  thought ;  and,  for  ' 
moment,  I  yielded  to  that  desolate  feeling,  wh 
overspre.'ids  the  soul  that  hath  uo  light  from 
.'uture.  But  again  the  buoyancy  of  my  oali 
■jirevailed,  and  again,  the  willing  dupe  of  v 
dreams,  I  deluded  myself  into  the  belief  oi 
that  my  heart  most  wished,  with  that  baf 
facility  which  enables  imagination  to  stand  in  I 
place  of  happiness.  "  Yes,"  I  cried,  "  immortal 
must  bo  within  man's  reach  ;  and,  as  wisdom  ak 
is  worthy  of  such  a  blessing,  to  the  wis«  alone  m 
the  secret  have  been  revealed.  It  is  said,  that  d< 
under  yonder  pyramid,  has  Iain  for  ages  concea 
the  Table  of  Emerald,*  on  which  the  Thrice-Gr^ 


4  "On  trouvo  une  lie  nppeI6e  Venus-Dor^e,  oj  le  cba 
d%)r,  avani  de  rcmonter  jusqu'a  Memphis." — Vofogta 
Pytha^ore. 

ft  Foi  an  account  of  tlie  Table  of  EmcfHld,  vide  Lrltrta 
rOrtffine  des  Dieuz  d'Fffypte'  De  Pa.u»  «U(i(Mtsc9  it  to 
a  modern  ticlion  of  the  Arabs.  Many  writers  have  (iutc 
that  the  art  of  making  gold  wiis  the  great  !<errtft  that  lay  I 
under  the  forms  of  Egyptian  theology.  "  La  science  ben 
tique,"  says  the  Benedictine,  Perneut,  "rartMteerdotnl.ei 
ia  source  de  toutes  ics  richesses  des  Rois  d'E^  pte.etl'ol 


1 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


671 


Ilennes,  in  tiroes  before  tho  flood,  engraved  the 
•ecret  of  Alchemy,  which  gives  gold  at  will.  Why, 
then,  may  not  the  mightier,  the  more  god-like  secret, 
that  gives  life  at  will,  be  recorded  there  also?  It 
was  by  the  power  of  gold,  of  endless  gold,  that  the 
ktng»,  who  now  repose  in  those  msssy  stnicturer, 
scooped  earth  to  its  very  centre,  and  raised  quarries 
jato  the  air,  to  provide  for  themselves  tombs  that 
might  outstand  the  world.  Who  can  tell  but  that 
the  gift  of  immortality  was  also  theirs  7  who  knows 
but  that  they  themselves,  triumphant  over  decay, 
still  live ; — those  mighty  mansions,  which  we  call 
tombs,  being  rich  and  everlasting  palaces,  within 
whose  depths,  concealed  from  this  withering  world, 
they  still  wander,  with  the  few  £lect  who  have 
been  sharers  of  their  gift,  through  a  sunless,  but  ever 
illuminated  elysium  of  their  own  ?  Else,  wherefore 
those  structures  7  wherefore  that  subterranean  realm, 
by  which  the  whole  valley  of  Egypt  is  undermined  7 
Why,  else,  those  labyrinthS|  which  none  of  earth 
hath  ever  beheld — which  none  of  heaven,  except 
that  God,  who  stands,  with  finger  on  his  hushed  lip,' 
hath  ever  trodden  7" 

While  thus  I  indulged  in  fond  dreams,  the  sun, 
already  half  sunk  beneath  the  horizon,  was  taking, 
calmly  and  gloriously,  his  last  look  of  the  Pyramids 
— as  he  had  done,  evening  after  evening,  for  ages, 
till  they  had  grown  familiar  to  him  as  the  earth 
itself.  On  the  side  turned  to  his  ray  they  now  pre- 
sented a  front  of  dazzling  whiteness,'  while,  on  the 
other,  their  great  shadows,  lengthening  away  to 
the  eastward,  looked  like  the  first  steps  of  Niglit, 
hastening  to  envelope  the  hills  of  Araby  in  her 
shade. 

No  sooner  nad  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun  disap- 
peared, than  on  every  house-top  in  Memphis,  gay, 
gilded  banners  were  seen  waving  aloft,  to  proclaim 
his  setting — while,  at  the  same  moment,  a  full  burst 
of  harmony  was  heard  to  peal  from  all  the  temples 
along  the  shores. 

Startled  from  my  musing  by  these  sounds,  I  at 
once  recollected,  that,  on  that  very  evening,  the 
great  festival  of  the  Moon  was  to  be  celebrated.  On 
a  little  island,  half-way  over  between  the  gardens  of 
Memphis  and  the  eastern  shore,  stood  the  temple  of 
that  goddess, 


de  ees  niy«iti^rc8  si  caches  sous  le  voile  de  leur  pr^tendne 
Retiginn.'*— FaA/M  E/^ptimnes.  The  hieniftlyphs,  that 
formerly  covered  the  Pymiiildii,  are  «iUp|io»ed  by  some  of 
the^  writers  to  relate  to  the  same  art.  See  MtUut  Liber, 
RmftUm. 

>  **  BnAn  Harpocrate  representoit  anssi  ie  Soleii.  II  est 
vrai  que  c*«'toit  nus^i  le  Uieu  du  Silence  ;  tl  nieicoit  le  dolft 
gtir  la  bouche  parce<|U*on  adnroit  le  soleii  avec  un  re«pectnenx 
tfllenee,  et  c*est  de  \k  qu  est  venn  le  Bipre  des  Basilidlens, 
qui  (Snilent  leor  uridine  de  rEg)'pte.** — Beamsobre. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Tub  rising  of  the  Moon,  slow  and  majestic,  at  . 
conscious  of  the  honors  that  awaited  her  upon  earth, 
was  welcomed  with  a  loud  acclaim  from  every  emi- 
nence, where  multitudes  stood  watching  for  her  first 
light  And  seldom  had  that  light  risen  upon  a  more 
beautiful  scene.  The  city  of  Memphis— etill  grand, 
though  no  longer  the  unrivalled  Memphis  that  had 
borne  away  from  Thebes  the  crown  of  supremacy, 
and  worn  it  undisputed  through  ages — now,  softened 
by  the  mild  moonlight  that  harmonized  with  her  de- 
cline, shone  forth  among  her  lakes,  her  pyramids, 
and  her  shrines,  like  one  of  those  dreams  of  humau 
glory  that  must  ere  long  pass  away.  Even  already 
ruin  was  visible  around  her.  The  sands  of  the 
Dbyan  desert  were  gaining  upon  her  like  a  sea; 
and  there,  among  solitary  columns  and  sphinxes, 
already  half  sunk  from  sight.  Time  seemed  to  stit  'I 
waiting,  till  all  that  now  flourished  around  him 
should  fall  beneath  his  desolating  hand  like  the 
rest 

On  the  waters  all  was  gayoty  and  life.  As  fas  as 
eye  could  reach,  the  lights  of  innumerable  boats 
were  seen  studding,  like  rubies,  the  surface  of  tho 
stream.  Vessels  of  every  kind — from  the  light  cora- 
cle,* built  for  shooting  down  the  cataracts,  to  the 
large  yacht  that  glides  slowly  to  the  sound  of  flutes 
— all  were  afloat  for  this  sacreil  festival,  filled  with 
crowds  of  the  young  and  the  gay,  not  only  from 


«  "  By  reflectinff  the  sun's  rays,"  says  Cfar&«,  speaking  of 
the  Pyramids,  "  they  apiieared  while  as  snow." 

*  For  Bubnstis,  the  Diana  of  the  E^piians,  vide  Jablan- 
*ki,  lib.  HI.,  cap.  4. 

«  Vide  ^maUkau,  **  Nittnre  it  U  ITnigotiam  H  4%  Cmw- 
mtrte  dea  Etrfptient  »oum  Its  PMemits.**  6eo  also,  for  a 
description  of  the  variuos  kinds  of  boau  oaed  oa  the  NUc, 
JUaitUU  torn.  U  p.  96. 


whose  beanns 
Bring  the  sneet  time  of  night-flowers  and  dreams. 
JVb£  the  cold  Dian  of  the  North,  who  chains 
In  vestal  ice  the  current  of  yonng  veins ; 
But  she,  who  haunts  the  gay,  Bulmstian*  grove. 
And  owns  she  sees,  from  her  bright  heaven  above 
Nothing  on  earth  to  match  that  heaven,  but  love  ! 

Thus  did  I  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  one  of  their  I 
own  Egyptian  poets,  as,  anticipating  the  various  - 
delights  of  the  festival,  I  cast  away  from  my  mind  ' 
all  gloomy  thoughts ;  and,  hastening  to  my  little 
bark,  in  which  I  now  lived  the  life  of  a  Nile-bird, 
on  the  waters,  steered  my  course  to  the  island- 
temple  of  the  Moon 
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Memphis  and  Babyloiii  but  from  cities  still  farther 
removed  from  the  festal  scene. 

As  I  approached  the  island,  I  could  see,  glittering 
through  the  trees  on  the  bank,  the  lamps  of  the 
pilgrims  haittening  to  the  ceremony.  Landing  in 
the  direction  which  those  lights  pointed  out,  I  soon 
joined  the  crowd  ;  and,  passing  through  a  long  alley 
of  sphinxes,  whose  spangling  marble  gleamed  out 
from  the  dark  sycamores  around  them,  reached  in  a 
short  time  the  grand  vestibule  of  the  temple,  where 
I  found  the  ceremonies  of  the  evenhig  already  com- 
menced. 

In  this  vast  hall,  which  was  surrounded  by  a 
double  ran^e  of  columns,  and  lay  open  over-head  to 
the  stars  of  heaven,  I  saw  a  e^roup  of  young  maid- 
ens, moving  in  a  sort  of  measured  step,  between 
walk  and  dance,  round  a  small  shrine,  upon  which 
stood  one  of  those  sacred  birds,'  that,  on  account  of 
the  variegated  color  of  their  wings,  are  dedicated  to 
the  womhip  of  the  moon.  The  vestibule  was  dimly 
lighted — tliere  being  but  one  lamp  of  naphtha  hung 
on  each  of  the  great  pillars  that  encircled  it  But, 
having  taken  my  station  beside  one  of  those  pillars, 
I  had  a  clear  view  of  the  young  daucera,  as  in  suc- 
cession they  passed  me. 

The  drapery  of  all  was  white  as  snow  ;  and  each 
wore  loosely,  beneath  the  bosom,  a  dark-blue  zone, 
or  bandelet,  studded,  like  the  skies  at  midnight, 
with  small  silver  ttars.  Through  their  dark  lock^ 
was  wreathed  the  white  lily  of  the  Nile— that  sacred 
tlower  bemg  accomited  no  less  welcome  to  the  moon, 
than  the  golden  blossoms  of  tiie  bean-flower*  are 
known  to  be  to  the  sun.  As  they  passed  under  the 
lamp,  a  gleam  of  light  flaslied  from  their  bosoms, 
which,  I  could  perceive,  was  the  reflection  of  a 
small  mirror,  that,  in  the  manner  of  the  women  of 
the  Bast,  each  of  the  dancers  wore  beneath  her  left 
shoulder. 

There  was  no  music  to  regulate  their  steps  ;  but, 
as  they  gracefully  went  round  the  bird  on  the  shrine, 
some  to  tho  beat  of  the  castanet,  some  to  the  shrill 
ring  of  a  sistrum* — which  they  held  uplifted  in  the 
attitude  of  tlieir  own  divine  Isis— continued  harmo- 
niously to  time  the  cadence  of  their  feet ;  while 
others,  at  every  step,  shook  a  small  chain  of  silver, 
whose  sound,  mingling  with  those  of  the  ca^stanots 


I  Vide  Maurice,  Appendix  to  "  Ruins  of  Babylon."  An- 
other reason,  ho  says,  for  their  worship  of  the  Ibis,  "found- 
ed on  their  love  of  geometry,  was  (according  to  Plutarch) 
that  the  sp?ice  between  Its  legs  when  parted  asunder,  as  it 
walks,  together  with  Its  benk,  forms  a  complete  equilateral 
trianple."  From  the  examination  of  the  embalmed  birds, 
found  in  the  Catacombs  of  Saccara,  there  seems  to  be  no 
doubt  that  the  Ibis  was  the  same  kind  of  bird  as  that  de- 
scribed by  Bruce,  under  the  Anibian  name  of  Abou  Ilan- 
nes. 


and  sistrums,  produced  a  wild»  but  not 
harmony. 

They  seemed  all  lovely;  but  there 
whose  face  the  light  had  not  yet  reached,  w  dovi- 
cast  she  held  it — who  attracted ,  and,  at  kagth, 
riveted  all  my  looks  and  thoughts.  I  know  not  wfaj, 
but  there  was  a  something  in  those  hslf-seen  fn- 
tures — a  chann  in  tiie  very  shadow  that  hong  om 
their  imagined  beauty — which  took  my  faney  mm 
than  all  the  out-shining  loveliness  of  her  oompsniosik 
So  enchained  was  I  by  this  ooy  mystery,  that  ha 
alone,  of  all  the  group,  could  I  either  see  sr  tki^ 
of — her  alone  I  watched,  as,  with  the  ssme  dovs- 
cast  brow,  she  glided  gently  and  sSriaily  roond  thi 
altar,  as  if  her  presence,  like  that  of  a  qiint,  m 
something  to  be  felt,  not  seen. 

Suddenly,  while  I  gazed,  the  loud  crash  sf  t 
thousand  cymbals  was  heard ; — the  nuwy  gits 
of  the  Temple  flew  open,  as  if  by  magic,  and  t 
flood  of  radiance  from  the  iUnminated  skie  fiBtd 
the  whole  vestibule  ;  while,  at  the  same  insUst,  m 
if  the  light  and  the  sounds  were  bom  together,  t 
peal  of  rich  harmony  came  mingling  with  the  nfi> 
ance. 

It  was  then — by  that  light,  which  shone  foD  npos 
the  young  maiden's  features,  as,  starting  at  the  soi- 
den  blaze,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  portal,  and  m 
quickly  let  fall  their  lids  again — ^it  was  tlien  I  bsMd, 
what  even  my  own  ardent  imagination,  in  its  oMt 
vivid  dreams  of  beauty,  had  never  pictured.  Nfll 
Psyche  herself,  when  pausing  on  tlie  tlireshoU  d 
heaven,  while  its  first  glories  fell  on  her  dazzled  liik 
could  have  looked  more  purely  beautiful,  or  blusM 
with  a  more  innocent  shame.  Often  as  I  had  felt 
the  power  of  looks,  none  had  ever  entered  into  dj 
soul  so  deeply.  It  was  a  new  feeling — a  new  Kim 
— coming  as  suddenly  upon  tne  as  that  radiaacs 
into  the  vestibule,  and,  at  once,  filling  my  wbole 
being ; — and^  had  that  bright  vision  but  liog^frd 
another  moment  before  my  eyes,  I  should  in  my 
transport  have  wholly  forgotten  who  I  was  and 
where,  and  thrown  myself,  in  prostrate  adoratjoo,  at 
her  feet. 

But  scarcely  had  that  gush  of  harmony  be«a 
heard,  when  the  sacred  bird,  which  had,  tiil  now, 
been  standing  motionless  as  an  image,  spread  wide 


t  "La  flcur  en  est  mllle  fois  plus  odorir-raato  qa«  crlles 
de  nos  (%ves  d'Eumpe.  quolque  leur  parfom  nous  parusM 
si  agroable.  C<iumie  on  en  seme  beHootmp  dans  les  teirrs 
voisines  du  Caire,  du  cum  de  I'occidcni,  c'est  qneiqae  dkoie 
do  chamiant  que  i'air  embaum^  que  Ton  respire  \e  suir  sv 
les  terrasses,  quand  le  vent  de  l*oa«K>t  vieat  4  sttoffler,  et  y 
apiMirte  cette  odenr  admintble.** — MaiUu. 

»  "  Uis  e«t  genius,"  savs  Senitu, "  JEffpO,  qoi  per  sisttl 
motum,  quod  gerit  in  dexum,  Nill  accessos  ncaausunt  aif 
nificat.** 


hii  wingB,  and  flew  into  tho  Temple;  while  his 
graceful  young  worshippers,  with  a  fleetneas  like 
hiB  own,  followed — and  she,  who  had  left  a  dream 
in  my  heart  never  to  be  forgotten,  vanished  along 
with  the  rest  As  she  went  rapidly  past  the  pillar 
•gainst  which  I  leaned,  the  ivy  that  encircled  it' 
caught  in  her  drapery,  and  disengaged  same  orna- 
ment, which  fell  to  the  ground  It  was  the  small 
mirror*  which  I  had  seen  shining  on  her  bosom. 
Hastily  and  tremulously  I  picked  it  up,  and  hurried 
to  restore  it ;  but  she  was  already  lost  to  my  eyes 
in  the  crowd. 

In  vain  did  I  try  to  follow; — the  aisles  were 
already  6lled,  and  numbers  of  eager  pilgrrims  pressed 
towards  the  portal.  But  the  servants  of  the  Temple 
denied  all  further  entrance,  and  still,  as  I  presented 
myself,  their  white  wands  barred  the  way.  Per- 
plexed and  irritated  amid  that  crowd  of  faces,  re- 
garding all  as  enemies  that  impeded  my  progress, 
I  stood  on  tiptoe,  gazing  into  tho  busy  aisles,  and 
with  a  heart  beating  as  I  caught,  from  time  to 
time,  a  glimpse  of  some  spangled  zone,  or  lotus 
wreath,  which  led  me  to  fancy  that  I  had  dis- 
covered the  fair  object  of  my  search.  But  it  was 
all  in  vain ; — in  every  direction  files  of  sacred 
nymphs  were  moving,  but  nowhere  could  I  discover 
her  whom  alone  I  sought. 

In  this  state  of  breathless  agitation  did  I  stand 
for  some  time — bewildered  with  the  confusion  of 
feces  and  lights,  as  well  as  with  the  clouds  of 
incense  that  rolled  around  me— till,  fevered  and  im- 
patient, I  could  endure  it  no  longer.  Forcing  my 
way  out  of  the  vestibule  into  the  cool  air,  I  hurried 
back  through  the  alley  of  sphinxes  to  the  shore  and 
flung  myself  into  my  boat. 

There  lies,  to  the  north  of  Memphis,'  a  solitary 
lake,  (which,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  mingles 
with  the  rest  of  the  waters,)  upon  whose  shores 
stands  the  Necropolis,  or  City  of  the  Dead — a  place 
of  melancholy  grandeur,  covered  over  with  shrines 
and  pyramids,  where  many  a  kingly  head,  proud 
even  in  death,  has  tain  awaiting  through  long  ages 
the  resurrection  of  its  glories.    Through  a  range 

I  The  Ivy  wa«  conyccrated  to  Osiris.  Vide  Dicdor.  Sic.  1. 10. 

s  **  Qnelques-unes.**  says  />iipiit«,  (lescribinc  the  procet- 
■kms  of  iiiii,  **  pnrtolentdes  mimlrt  attaches  a  leum  cpimles, 
alia  de  mnlUpUer  et  de  porter  dans  Urns  \t*  *cm  les  uuu^es 
de  la  Mease."— Or//iRe  des  Caltes.  tuDi.  viU.  p.  847.  A 
mirror.  It  appears,  was  also  roe  of  the  emblems  In  the  mys- 
teries of  Bacchus. 

*  "Tout  pniuve  que  la  tenitnlre  de  Snkkarah  ^toit  la  Ne- 
cropolis aa  sad  de  Memphis,  et  le  faubnurg  oppcwu  i  celui- 
cl,  oa  sunt  les  pynunldes  de  Gizeh,  une  autre  Ville  des 
MorlM.  qol  icmilnnit  Memphis  an  nord.** — Denon. 

Tlierr  Is  nothing  known  with  certainty  ns  to  the  Mte  of 
Metiiphls,  bat  It  will  lie  |ierceived  thm  the  description  of  Its 
poatllon  flven  hy  the  Epicnrenn  corresponds,  in  almost  every 
partieulfljr,  with  that  which  M.  Maillet  (the  French  consul, 
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of  sepulchral  grots  underneath,  the  humbler  deni* 
sens  of  the  tomb  are  deposited — looking  out  on 
each  successive  generation  that  visits  them,  with 
the  same  face  and  features*  they  wore  centuries 
ago.  Every  plant  and  tree,  consecrated  to  death, 
from  the  asphodel -flower  to  the  mystic  plantain, 
lends  its  sweetness  or  shadow  to  this  place  of 
tombs ;  and  the  only  noise  that  disturbs  its  eternal 
calm,  is  the  low  humming  sound  of  the  priests  at 
prayer,  when  a  new  inhabitant  is  added  to  the 
Silent  City. 

It  was  towards  this  plaoe  of  death  that,  in  a 
mood  of  muid,  as  usual,  half  gloomy,  half  bright, 
I  ,now,  almost  unconsciously,  directed  my  bark. 
The  form  of  the  young  Priestess  was  continually 
before  me.  That  one  bright  look  of  hers,  the 
very  remembrance  of  which  was  worth  all  the 
actual  smiles  of  othere,  never  for  a  moment  left  my 
mind.  Absorbed  in  such  thoughts,  I  continued 
to  row  on,  scarce  knowing  whither  I  went,  till,  at 
length,  startled  to  And  myself  within  the  shadow 
of  the  City  of  the  Dead,  I  looked  up,  and  beheld, 
rising  in  succession  before  me,  pyramid  beyond 
pyramid,*  each  towering  more  loftily  than  the  other 
— while  all  were  out-topped  in  grandeur  by  one, 
upon  whose  summit  the  bright  moon  rested  as  on 
a  pedestal. 

Drawing  nearer  to  the  shore,  which  was  sufli- 
ciently  elevated  to  raise  this  silent  city  of  tombs 
above  the  level  of  the  inundation,  I  rested  my  oar, 
and  allowed  the  boat  to  reck  idly  upon  the  water ; 
while,  in  the  mean  time,  my  thoughts,  left  equally 
without  direction,  were  allowed  to  fluctuate  as 
idly.  How  vague  and  various  were  the  dreams 
that  then  floated  through  my  mind — that  bright 
vision  of  the  temple  still  mingling  itself  with  all ! 
Sometimes  she  stood  before  me,  like  an  atrial 
spirit,  as  pure  as  if  that  element  of  music  and  light, 
into  which  I  had  seen  her  vanish,  was  her  only 
dwelling.  Sometimes,  animated  with  passion,  and 
kindling  into  a  creature  of  earth,  she  seemed  to 
lean  towards  me  with  looks  of  tenderness,  which 
it  were  worth  worlds,  but  for  one  instant,  to  inspure  ; 

for  many  years,  at  Cairo)  ha.«.  In  his  work  on  Ecypt,  left  us. 
It  mxL9i  be  always  borne  in  mind,  too,  that  of  the  distances 
between  the  respective  places  here  mentioned,  we  have  no 
longer  any  accoraie  means  of  Judging. 

*"Pur-lA  non-seulement  on  C4mscrvoU  les  corps  d'une 
(kroille  entlire,  mais  en  descendant  dnns  ces  lieux  soQter- 
rains,  ou  lis  eK^ent  depones,  on  pf>uvoit  se  repr>«senter  en  an 
Instant  tons  ses  anc£tres  depuls  plusieurs  miliiers  d'anniea 
tels  A  pea  prus  qu'ils  euilent  de  ieur  vivant." — Maittet. 

* "  Multns  olim  pyrHuiidas  HiUse  e  rulnis  arguitviT.  * 
Z»ega. — Fansteh,  who  visited  more  than  ten  of  the  smatl 
pymmids,  is  of  opinion  that  there  must  have  originally  bcci 
a  hundred  in  this  plxco. 

See.  on  the  subject  of  the  lake  to  the  northward  of  Memphis, 
Shaw**  Travel »,  p.  303. 
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and  again — as  the  dark  fancies,  that  ever  haunted 
mn,  recurred — I  saw  her  cold,  parched,  and  black- 
ening, amid  the  gloom  of  those  eternal  sepulchres 
before  me ! 

Turning  away,  with  a  shudder,  from  the  ceme* 
tery  at  this  thought,  I  heard  the  sound  of  an 
oar  plying  swiflly  through  the  water,  and,  in  a 
few  moments,  saw,  shooting  past  me  towards  the 
shore,  a  small  boat  in  which  sat  two  female  figures, 
muffled  up  and  veiled.  Having  lanued  them  not 
far  from  the  spot  where,  under  the  shadow  of 
a  tomb  on  the  bank,  I  lay  concealed,  the  boat 
again  departed,  with  the  sume  fleetness,  over  the 
flood. 

Never  had  the  prospect  of  a  lively  adventure 
come  more  welcome  to  me  than  at  this  moment, 
when  my  busy  fancy  was  employed  in  weaving 
such  chains  for  my  heart,  as  threatened  a  bondage, 
of  all  others  the  most  difficult  to  break.  To  be- 
come enamored  thus  of  a  creature  of  my  own 
imagination,  was  the  worst,  because  the  most  last- 
ing, of  follies.  It  is  only  reality  that  can  afibrd 
any  chance  of  dissolving  such  spells,  and  the  idol 
I  was  now  creating  to  myself  must  forever  remain 
ideal.  Any  pursuit,  therefore,  that  seemed  likely 
to  divert  me  from  such  thoughts — to  bring  back 
my  imagination  to  earth  and  reality,  from  the 
vague  region  in  which  it  had  been  wandering,  was 
a  relief  far  too  seasonable  not  to  be  welcomed  with 
eagerness. 

I  had  watched  the  course  which  the  two  figures 
took,  and,  having  hastily  fastened  my  boat  to  the 
bank,  stepped  gently  on  shore,  and,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, followed  them.  The  windings  througli  which 
they  led  were  intricate ;  but,  by  the  bright  light  of 
the  moon,  I  was  enabled  to  keep  their  forms  in 
view,  as,  with  rapid  step,  they  glided  among  the 
monumenta  At  length,  in  the  shade  of  a  small 
pyramid,  whose  peak  barely  surmounted  the  plane- 
trees  that  grew  nigh,  they  vanished  from  my  sight 
I  hastened  to  the  spot,  but  there  was  not  a  sign  of 
life  around  ;  and,  had  my  creed  extended  to  another 
world,  I  might  have  fancied  these  forms  were  spirits, 
sent  down  from  thenc^  to  mock  me — so  instanta- 
neously had  they  disappeared.  I  searched  through 
the  neighboring  grove,  but  all  there  was  still  as 
death.  At  length,  in  examining  one  of  the  sides  of 
the  pyramid,  which,  for  a  few  feet  from  the  ground, 
was  furniNJied  with  steps,  I  found  midway  between 
pnak  and  bai^e,  a  part  of  its  surface,  which,  although 
pfMsenting  to  the  eye  an  appearance  of  smoothness, 
gave  to  the  touch,  I  thought,  indications  of  a  con- 
cealed opening. 


» ••  Oft  voit  en  Efrypte,  nprix  la  reUiiite  dn  Nil  et  la  feconda- 
tnu  uet  irrreit,  le  Union  coDVcrt  d'ane  mnltltudo  de  scaxaMes. 


After  a  variety  df  efibrts  and  experimenta,  I,  M 
last,  more  by  accident  than  skill,  pressed  the  qnig 
that  commanded  this  hidden  apertnra.  In  aais- 
staut  the  portal  slid  aside,  and  discloaed  a  mnow 
stairway  within,  the  two  or  three  fint  liqv  tf 
which  were  discernible  by  tlie  moonlight,  whub 
the  rest  were  all  loot  in  otter  darknea.  T1ioiq;b  ft 
was  difficult  to  conceive  that  the  peieons  whan  I 
had  been  pursuing  would  hare  rentozed  to  pan 
through  this  gloomy  opening,  yet  to  acoooat  ftr 
tlieir  disappearance  otherwiee  was  ttill  mora  difr 
cult  At  all  events,  my  curiosity  was  now  lot 
eager  in  the  chase  to  relinquish  it ; — the  ifiirit  if 
adventure,  once  raised,  could  not  be  so  eedly  liii 
Accordingly,  having  sent  up  a  gay  prayer  te  tfail 
bliss-lovmg  Queen  whose  eye  alone  was  npoa  bm^ 
I  passM  through  the  portal,  and  descended  inio  thi 
pyramid. 


I 


CHAPTER  VI. 

At  the  end  of  the  stairway  I  foond  myself  iat 
low,  narrow  passage,  through  which,  withoot  sloo^ 
ing  almost  to  the  earth,  it  was  impossible  te  pio- 
ceed.  Though  leading  through  a  mnhiplidty  jf 
dark  windings,  this  way  seemed  but  Utile  to  si* 
vance  my  progress — ilB  course,  I  perceired,  bcHf 
chiefly  circular,  and  gathering,  at  every  torn,  but  a 
deeper  intensity  of  darkness. 

"  Can  any  thing,"  thought  I,  "  of  human  kisi^ 
sojourn  here  ?" — and  had  scarcely  asked  myself  the 
question,  when  the  path  opened  into  a  long  gaJkiyt 
at  the  farthest  end  of  which  a  gleam  of  li^  w« 
visible.  This  welcome  glinuner  appeared  to  moB 
from  some  cell  or  alcove,  in  which  tlie  right^iaad 
wall  of  the  gallery  terminated,  and,  breathle«  willi 
expectation,  I  stole  gently  towards  it. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  the  gallery,  a  scene  pc^ 
sented  itself  to  my  eyes,  for  which  my  fondest  ex- 
pectations of  adventure  could  not  have  piepaied  bmv 
The  place  Oom  which  the  light  proceeded  wm  « 
small  chapel,  of  whose  interior,  from  the  dark  iece» 
in  which  I  stood,  I  coukl  take,  unseal  myself^  i 
full  and  distinct  view.  Over  the  waOs  of  tbii 
orator}'  were  painted  some  of  those  varioos  8ymboli« 
by  which  the  mystic  wisdom  of  the  Egyptiasi 
loves  to  shadow  out  the  History  of  the  Soul ;  the 
winged  globe  with  a  serpent — the  rays  dtsiindint 
from  above,  like  a  glory — and  the  Theban  bect^' 
as  he  comes  forth  after  the  waters   have 


Un  parell  phinomine  a  dd  semMer  aax  Eifyi<ioni  Is  "jta 
propre  A  poindre  uoe  sosvelto  s^tBoce."- 


THE  EPICUREAN. 
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•way,  dod  the  first  sunbeam  falls  on  his  regenerated 
%ving«. 

ji  the  middle  of  the  chapel,  on  a  low  altar  of 
granite,  lay  a  lifeless  female  form,  enshrined  within 
a  ease  of  crystal* — as  it  is  the  custom  to  preserve 
the  d'^ad  in  Ethiopia — and  looking  as  freshly  beau- 
tiful u  if  the  soul  had  but  a  few  hours  departed. 
Among  the  emblems  of  death,'  on  the  front  of  the 
I  altv,  were  a  slender  lotus  branch  broken  in  two,  and 
i  a  small  bird  just  winging  its  Bight  from  the  spray. 
'  To  these  memorials  of  the  dead,  however,  I  paid 
.  *Mit  little  attention ;  for  there  was  a  living  object 
there  upon  which  my  eyes  were  now  intently  ^xed. 
The  lamp,  by  wliich  the  whole  of  the  chape  was 
illuminated,  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  pale 
image  in  the  shrine ;  and  between  its  light  and  me 
stood  a  female  form,  bending  over  the  monument, 
as  if  to  gaze  upon  the  silent  features  within.  The 
positwn  in  which  this  figure  was  placed,  intercept- 
;  ing  a  strong  light,  afibrded  me,  at  first,  but  an  im- 
perfect and  shadowy  view  of  it  Yet  even  at  this 
mere  outline  I  felt  my  heart  beat  high — and  memo- 
ry had  no  less  share,  as  it  proved,  in  this  feeling  than 
imagination.  For,  on  the  head  changing  its  posi- 
tion, so  as  to  let  a  gleam  fall  upon  the  features,  I 
saw,  with  a  transport  which  had  almost  led  me  to 
betray  my  lurking-place,  that  it  was  she— the  young 
worshipper  of  Isis — the  same,  the  very  same,  whom 
I  had  seen,  brightening  the  holy  place  where  she 
stood,  and  looking  like  an  inhabitant  of  some  purer 
world. 

The  movement,  by  which  she  had  now  afibrded 
me  an  opportunity  of  recognismg  her,  wwt  made  in 
raising  from  the  shrine  a  small  cross'  of  silver, 
which  lay  directly  over  the  bosom  of  the  lifeless 
figure.  Bringing  it  close  to  her  lips,  she  kissed  it 
with  a  religious  fervor;  then,  turning  her  eyes 
mournfully  upwards,  held  them  fixed  with  a  degree 


Piiriiy  for  the  •ome  reason,  and  partly  for  another,  still  more 
ftLoelAtl,  the  early  ChrlstUuis  used  to  apply  this  emblem  to 
Christ.  **  Bonus  ille  scnrabains  mens,**  snys  Sl  Aofastine, 
**  noQ  e&  tantam  de  caas&  qaod  unlgenltus,  qnod  ipsemet 
sill  anctur  mortniinm  speciem  Indnerit,  sed  qubd  in  hae  nos- 
If4  tece  sese  volutaverit  et  ex  hae  ipsA  nasci  voluerlt.** 

>  **  Les  Cf^-pUeos  unt  fait  aussi,  pour  conserver  lean 
innrt<i,  des  calsses  de  verre.**— />«  Pauw.  He  menUoas,  also, 
in  another  place,  a  sort  of  transparent  substance,  which  the 
Ethiopians  oved  for  the  same  purpose,  and  which  was  flw- 
qnrntly  mistaken  by  the  Greeks  for  glass. 

*  **  Un  prAtre.  qui  brise  la  tige  d*une  fleor,  des  ojseanxqiil 
4*envnlent,  sont  les  emblvmes  de  la  mort  et  de  Time  qui  se 
s^pare  da  c«irps.**~D«»«ii. 

Theseus  employs  the  same  image  in  the  Phvdra: — 

*  A  cross  was,  among  the  Egyptians,  the  emblem  of  a 
ftitnre  life. 

**  The  singufar  appeamnce  of  a  Cross  so  frequently  re- 


of  inspired  earnestness,  as  if,  at  that  moment,  m 
direct  commtmion  with  Heaven,  they  saw  neither 
roof,  nor  any  other  earthly  barrier,  between  them 
and  the  skies. 

What  a  power  is  there  in  innocence !  whose  very 
helplessness  is  its  safeguard — in  whose  presence 
even  Passion  himself  stands  abashed,  and  turns 
worshipper  at  the  very  altar  whksh  he  came  to  do- 
^il !  She,  who,  but  a  short  hour  before,  had  pre- 
sented herself  to  my  imagination  as  something  I 
could  have  risked  immortality  to  win — she,  whom 
gladly,  from  the  floor  of  her  own  lighted  temple, 
in  the  very  face  of  its  proud  mitusters,  I  would  have 
borne  away  in  triumph,  and  dared  all  punishments,  I 
divine  and  human,  to  make  her  nwi>— that  very  j 
creature  was  now  before  me,  as  if  thrown  by  fate 
itself,  into  my  power — standing  there,  beautiful  and 
alone,  with  nothing  but  her  innocence  for  her 
guard!  Yet,  no— so  touching  was  the  pirity  of 
the  whole  scene,  so  calm  and  august  that  protection 
which  the  dead  extended  over  the  living,  that  every 
earthly  feeling  was  forgotten  as  I  gazed,  and  love 
itself  became  exalted  into  reverence. 

But,  entranced  as  I  felt  in  witnessing  such  a 
scene,  thus  to  enjoy  it  by  stealth  seemed  to  me  a 
wrong,  a  sacrilege — and,  rather  than  let  her  eyes 
encounter  the  flash  of  mine,  or  disturb,  by  a  whis- 
per, that  sacred  silence,  in  which  Youth  and  Death 
hold  communion  through  imdying  Love,  I  would 
have  snfiered  my  heart  to  break,  without  a  murmur, 
where  I  stood.  Gently,  as  if  life  itself  depended  on 
my  every  movement,  I  stole  away  from  that  tran- 
quil and  holy  scene—  leaving  it  still  holy  and  tran- 
quil as  I  had  found  it — and,  gliding  back  through  the 
same  passages  and  windings  by  which  I  had  enter- 
ed, reached  again  the  narrow  stairway,  and  reas- 
ccnded  into  light 

The  sun  had  just  risen,  and,  from  the  siunmit  of 


curring  among  the  hieroglyphics  of  Egypt,  had  excited  the 
cariosity  of  the  Christians  at  a  very  early  period  of  ecclesi- 
astical history :  and  as  some  of  the  Priests,  who  were  ac- 
quainted with  the  meaning  of  the  hieroglyphics,  became 
converted  to  Christianity,  the  secret  transpired.  *The  con- 
verted lieathens,*  says  Socrates  Scholaflticas,  *explali^  the 
symbol,  and  declared  that  It  signified  Life  to  Cooie.*  '*'—Ctark*. 

Lipsius,  therefore.  Is  mistaken  in  supposing  the  Cross  to 
have  been  an  emblem  peculiar  to  the  Christians.  See,  on 
this  subject,  VHittoirt  de*  Jmift,  llv.  vi.  c.  16. 

It  Is  singular  enough  that  while  the  Ooss  was  thus  held 
sacred  amung  the  Etrypiinns,  not  only  the  custom  <^  otarkiug 
the  forehead  with  the  si^n  of  the  Crou,  but  Baptism  and 
the  consecration  of  the  bread  in  the  Eucharist,  were  imitated 
In  the  mysterious  ceremonies  of  Mithra. — TertuU.  d*  Pr0- 
§cription§  Htrttiearum. 

Z»€ga  Is  of  opinion  that  the  Cross,  said  to  have  been  for  the 
first  time  found,  on  the  destruction  of  the  temple  of  Serapls, 
by  the  Christians,  could  not  have  been  the  crux  ansala ;  as 
nothing  Is  more  common  than  this  emblem  on  all  the  Egyp- 
tian monuments. 
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the  Aralrian  hills,  was  pouxiiig  down  his  beams  into 
that  vast  valloy  of  waters — as  if  proad  of  lasi  night's 
homage  to  his  own  divine  leia,  now  fading  away  in 
the  superior  splendor  of  her  Lord.  My  first  impulse 
was  to  fly  at  once  from  this  dangerous  spot,  and  in 
new  loves  and  pleasures  seek  forgetfulness  of  the 
wondrous  scene  I  had  just  witneosed.  **  Once,'*  I 
exclaimed,  "  out  of  the  circle  of  thij  enchantment,  I 
know  too  well  my  own  susceptibility  to  new  impres- 
sions, to  feel  any  doubt  that  I  shall  soon  break  the 
spell  that  is  now  around  me." 

But  vain  were  all  my  eflbrts  and  resolves.  Even 
while  swearing  to  fly  that  spot,  I  found  my  steps 
stUl  lingering  fondly  round  the  pyramid — ^my  eyes 
still  turned  towards  the  portal  which  severed  this 
enchantress  from  the  world  of  the  living.  Hour  af- 
ter hour  did  I  wander  through  that  City  of  Silence, 
till,  already,  it  was  mid-day,  and,  under  the  sun's 
meridian  eye,  the  mighty  pyramid  of  pyramids  stood, 
like  a  great  spirit,  shadowless.' 

Again  aid  those  wild  and  passionate  feelings, 
which,  for  the  moment,  her  presence  had  subdued 
into  reverence,  return  to  take  possession  of  my  im- 
agination and  my  senses.  I  even  reproached  my- 
self for  the  awe  that  had  held  me  spell-bound  before 
her.  "  What,"  thought  I,  "  would  my  companions 
of  the  Garden  say,  did  they  know  that  their  chief — 
he  whoee  path  Love  had  strewed  with  trophies — 
was  now  pining  for  a  simple  Egyptian  girl,  in  whose 
presence  he  had  not  dared  to  utter  a  single  sigh,  and 
who  had  vanquished  the  victor,  without  even  know- 
ing her  triumph  I" 

A  blush  came  over  my  cheek  at  the  humiliating 
thought,  and  I  determined,  at  all  risks,  to  await  her 
coming.  That  she  should  be  an  inmate  of  those 
gloomy  caverns  seemed  inconceivable ;  nor  did  there 
appear  to  be  any  egress  out  of  their  depths  but  by 
the  pyramid.  Again,  therefore,  like  a  sentinel  of 
the  dead,  di^  I  pace  up  and  down  among  those 
tombs,  contrasting  mournfully  the  burning  fever  in 
my  own  veins  with  the  cold  quiet  of  those  who  lay 
slumbering  around. 

At  length  the  intense  glow  of  the  sun  over  my 
head,  and,  still  more,  tiiat  ever  restless  agitation  in 
my  heart,  became  too  much  for  even  strength  like 
mine  to  endure.  Exhausted,  I  throw  myself  down 
at  the  base  of  tiie  pyramid — choosing  my  place 
directly  under  the  portal,  where,  even  should  slum- 
ber surprise  me,  my  heart,  if  not  my  ear,  might 


1  It  was  an  Idea  entertained  among  the  ancients  that  the 
Pyramids  were  so  constructed  ("n)CCHnic&  cnnsiructione,** 
says  jimmianus  MarceJ/tntig)  as  never  to  cast  any  shadow. 

*  Prom  the  story  of  Rh«Niope,  Zoega  thinks,  "videnlur 
Arabes  ansam  arripuisse  ut  in  una  ex  pymmldibQ«,|;enil  loco, 
habitant  ditcrent  muliercm  nudum  inslgnis  pulchrltodinls 


Btin  keep  watch,  and  her  footstep,  light  »  it  «a% 
could  not  fail  to  awake  me. 

After  many  an  ineflectual  atniggle  agaiuat  draw* 
sinesB,  I  at  length  sunk  into  sleep — ^bal  oat  into 
forgetfulness.  The  same  image  still  haunted  me, 
in  every  variety  of  shape,  with  which  imagtnalioB, 
assisted  by  memory,  could  invest  iL  Now,  like  the 
goddess  Neltha,  upon  her  throne  at  Sals,  she  seemed 
to  sit,  with  the  veil  just  raised  from  that  braw, 
which  till  then  no  moctal  had  ever  beheld — and 
now,  like  the  beautiful  enchantress  Rhodope,  I  k^s 
her  rise  from  out  the  pyramid  in  which  tht  had 
dwelt  for  ages,— 

**  Fair  Rhodope,t  m  story  tells, 
The  bright  anenrtbly  nymph,  who  dwells 
*Mid  sunless  gold  and  Jewels  hid. 
The  Lady  of  the  Pyramid  !** 

So  long  had  my  deep  continued,  that,  whe:i  I 
awoke,  I  found  tlie  moon  again  i^splendent  above 
the  horizon.  But  all  around  was  looking  tnuiq«l 
and  lifeless  as  before ;  nor  did  a  pript  on  the  giaai 
betroy  that  any  foot  had  passed  there  since  my  ova. 
Refreshed,  however,  by  my  long  rest,  and  with  a 
fancy  still  more  excited  by  the  mystic  wonden  of 
which  I  had  been  dreaming,  I  now  resolred  torevwt 
the  chapel  in  the  pyramid,  and  put  an  end,  if  possi- 
ble, to  this  strange  mystery  that  haunted  me. 

Having  learned,  from  the  experience  of  the  pre- 
ceding night,  the  inconvenience  of  encounierio^ 
those  labyrinths  without  a  light,  I  now  hastened  to 
provide  myself  with  a  lamp  from  my  boat.  Track* 
ing  my  way  back  with  some  difficulty  to  the  shank 
I  tliere  found  not  only  my  lamp,  but  also  some 
dates  and  dried  fruits,  of  which  I  was  always  pro- 
vided with  store,  for  my  roving  life  npoo  the 
waters,  and  which,  after  so  many  hours  of  absti- 
nence, were  now  a  most  welcome  and  necesnuy 
relief. 

Thus  prepared,  I  again  ascended  the  pyramid, 
and  was  proceeding  to  search  out  the  secret  sprini^. 
when  a  loud,  dismal  noise  was  heard  at  a  distaaoe, 
to  which  ail  the  melancholy  echoes  of  the  cemetery 
gave  anewer.  The  soimd  came,  I  knew,  from  tb« 
Great  Temple  on  the  shore  of  the  lake,  and  was  the 
sort  of  shriek  which  its  gates— the  Gates  of  Obliv- 
ion' as  they  are  called — used  always  to  send  forth 
from  their  hinges,  wheu  opening  at  night,  to  leceiTf 
the  newly-landed  dead. 

I  had,  more  than  once  before,  heard  that  socmd 


qune  aspecto  sno  homines  Insantre  fkclat** — 7>«  Utm,  Okeii» 
corvm.    See  also  L*EgyjtU  d*  Mmrtmdu  par  f^mUier. 

>  "  Apnd  Memphini  vneaa  qaasdam  portas,  qiur  Letbcs  d 
Cocytl  (hoc  est  obilvtonis  et  lanientaUools)  appelUnOi, 
aperiri,  graveni  aspermnqoe  edentes  sonum.**— -Zwys. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


677 


and  always  with  sadneoB ;  bot,  at  this  moment,  it 
thrilled  through  me  like  a  voice  of  ill  omeu»  and 
I  almost  doubted  whether  I  should  not  abandon  my 
enterprise.  The  hesitation,  however,  was  but  mo- 
mcutary  ;— even  while  it  passed  through  my  mind, 
I  had  touched  the  spring  of  the  portal.  In  a  few 
•nconds  more,  I  was  again  in  the  passage  beneath 
the  pyramid;  and,  being  enabled  by  the  light  of 
my  lamp  to  follow  the  windings  more  rapidly,  soon 
found  myself  at  the  door  of  the  small  chapel  in  the 
gallery. 

I  entered,  still  awed,  though  there  was  now,  alas, 
nanght  living  within.  The  young  Priestess  had 
vanished  like  a  spirit  into  the  darkness  ;  and  all  the 

:  rest  remained  as  I  had  led  it  on  the  preceding 
B^ht  The  lamp  still  stood  burning  upon  the  crys- 
tal shrine ;  the  cross  was  lying  where  the  hands  of 
the  young  mourner  had  placed  it,  and  tlie  cold 
image,  within  the  shrine,  wore  still  the  same  tran- 
quil look,  as  if  resigned  to  the  solitude  of  death— 
of  all  lone  things  the  loneliest  Remembering  the 
lips  that  I  had  seen  kiss  that  cross,  and  kindling 
with  the  recollection,  I  raised  it  passionately  to  my 
own ; — but  the  dead  eyes,  I  thought,  met  mine, 

I  and,  awed  and  saddened  in  the  midst  of  my  ardor, 
I  replaced  the  cross  upon  the  shrine. 

I  had  now  lost  every  clue  to  the  object  of  my 
pjrauit,  and,  with  all  that  sullen  satisfaction  which 
c*rtainty,  even  when  unwelcome,  brings,  was  about 
to  r?tiHce  my  steps  slowly  to  earth,  when,  as  I  held 
forth  my  lamp,  on  leaving  the  chapel,  I  perceived 

I  tliat  ih'i  gallery,  instead  of  terminating  here,  took 
a  sodd«?n  and  snake-like  bend  to  the  left,  which 
had  before  eluded  my  observation,  and  which  seemed 
to  give  promise  of  a  pathway  still  farther  into  those 
recesses.  Reanimated  by  this  discovery,  which 
opened  a  new  source  of  hope  to  my  heart,  I  cast, 
for  a  moment,  a  hesitating  look  at  my  lamp,  as  if 
to  inquire  whether  it  would  be  faithful  through 
the  gloom  I  was  about  to  encounter,  and  then, 
without  furtlier  consideration,  rushed  eagerly  for- 
ward. 


CHAPTER  VIL 

The  path  led,  for  a  while,  through  the  same  sort 
of  narrow  windings  as  those  which  I  had  before 
encounterMi  in  descending  the  stairway;  and  at 
lengtn  opened,  in  a  similar  manner,  into  a  straight 
and  steep  gallery,  along  each  side  of  which  stood, 


Bee  (or  the  cnnUnn  of  bnryiof  the  dead  aprlght,  (**  post 
(tuQ»  sttintia  hantn  corpora,**  ns  Statins  describes  It,)  Dr. 
CLute*K  preface  to  the  9d  section  of  his  fifth  volnme.    They 


closely  ranged  and  upright,  a  file  of  lifelMS  bodiea»' 
whose  glassy  eyes  appeared  to  glare  upon  me  pre- 
tematurally  as  I  passed. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  this  gallery,  I  found  my 
hopes,  for  the  second  time,  vanish  ;  as  the  path,  it 
was  manifest,  extended  no  farther.  The  only  object 
I  was  able  to  discern,  by  the  glimmering  of  my 
lamp,  which  now  burned,  every  minute,  fainter  and 
fainter,  was  the  mouth  of  a  huge  well,  that  lay 
gaping  before  me— a  reservoir  of  darkness,  black 
and  unfathomable  It  now  crossed  my  memory 
that  I  had  once  heard  of  such  wells,  as  being  used 
occasionally  for  passages  by  the  priests.  Leaning 
down,  therefore,  c  ver  tlie  edge,  I  examined  anxiously 
all  within,  In  order  to  see  if  it  affiirded  the  means  of 
e^cUng  a  descent  into  the  chaam ;  but  the  sides,  I 
could  perceive,  were  hard  and  smooth  a^  Hass, 
being  varnished  all  over  wih  that  sort  a'  dark 
pitch,  which  the  Dead  Sea  throws  out  uf  on  its 
slimy  shore. 

After  a  more  attentive  scrutiny,  however,  I  ob- 
served, at  the  depth  of  a  few  feet,  a  sort  of  iron 
step,  projecting  dimly  from  the  side,  and,  below  it, 
another,  which,  though  hardly  perceptible,  was 
just  sufficient  to  encourage  an  adventurous  foot  to 
the  triaL  Though  all  hope  of  tracing  the  yonng 
Priestess  was  now  at  an  end-— it  being  impossible 
that  female  foot  should  have  ventured  on  this 
descent — yet,  as  I  had  engaged  so  far  in  the  ad- 
venture, and  there  was,  at  least,  a  mystery  to  be 
imravellod,  I  determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  explore 
the  chasm.  Placing  my  lamp,  therefore,  (which 
was  hollowed  at  the  bottom,  so  as  to  be  worn  like 
a  helmet,)  firmly  upon  my  head,  and  having  thus 
both  hands  at  liberty  for  exertion,  I  set  my  foot 
cautiously  on  the  iron  step,  and  descended  into  the 
well. 

I  found  the  same  footing,  at  regular  intervals,  to 
a  considerable  depth ;  and  had  already  coimted  near 
a  hundred  of  these  steps,  when  the  ladder  altogether 
ceased,  and  I  could  descend  no  farther.  In  vain 
did  I  stretch  down  my  foot  in  search  of  support — 
the  hard  slippery  sides  were  all  that  it  encountered. 
At  length,  stooping  my  head,  so  as  to  let  the  light 
fall  below,  I  observed  an  opening  or  wi2idow  directly 
above  the  step  on  which  I  stood ;  and,  taking  for 
granted  that  the  way  must  lie  in  that  direction, 
contrived  to  clamber,  with  no  small  difficulty, 
through  the  aperture. 

I  now  found  myself  on  a  rude  and  narrow  stair- 
way, the  steps  of  which  were  cut  out  of  the  living 
rock,  and  wound  spirally  downward  in  the  same 


used  to  Insert  precious  stones  In  the  place  of  the  eyes.  **  Les 
yenx  etolent  fnmiAs  d*emi&raudes,  de  turqnolsea,**  Jtc— Vide 
M—ntdf^  quoted  by  Quatrtmirt. 
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di'W.lion  aa  the  well.  Almost  dizzy  with  the  do- 
ts 9ut,  which  seemed  a^  if  it  would  never  end,  I,  at 
U*Jtt  reached  the  bottom,  where  a  pair  of  ma«y  iron 
g&t(«  were  cloeed  directly  acroM  my  path»  aa  if 
wholly  to  forbid  any  further  progress.  Massy  and 
gigantic,  ho^inver,  aa  they  were,  I  found,  to  my 
suriiriBe,  that  the  band  of  an  infant  might  have 
opened  them  with  ease— so  readily  did  their  stu- 
pendous foids  give  way  to  my  touch, 

**  Light  as  a  lime-bosh,  that  receives 
Some  wandering  bird  among  its  leaves." 

No  sooner,  however,  had  I  paawd  through,  than  the 
astounding  din,  with  which  the  gates  clashed  to- 
gether again,'  was  such  as  might  have  awakened 
death  itself  It  seemed  as  if  every  echo'  throughout 
that  vast,  subterranean  world,  from  the  Catacombs 
of  Alexandria  to  Thebes's  Valley  of  Kings,  had 
caught  up  and  repeated  the  thundering  sound. 

Startled  as  I  was  by  the  crash,  not  even  this  su- 
pernatural clangor  could  divert  my  attention  from 
the  sudden  light  that  now  broke  around  me  soft, 
warm,  and  welcome,  as  are  the  stxus  of  his  own 
South  to  the  eyes  of  the  mariner  who  has  long  been 
wandering  through  the  cold  seas  of  the  North. 
Looking  for  the  source  of  this  splendor  I  saw, 
through  an  arehway  opposite,  a  long  illuminated 
alley,  stretching  away  aa  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
and  fenced,  on  one  side,  witli  thickets  of  odoriferous 
shrubs ;  while  along  the  other  extended  a  line  of 
lofty  arcades,  from  which  the  light,  that  filled  the 
whole  area,  issued.  As  soon,  too.  as  the  din  of  the 
deep  echoes  had  subsided,  there  stole  gradually  on 
my  ear  a  strain  of  choral  music,  which  appeared  to 
come  mellowed  and  sweetened  in  its  passage, 
through  many  a  spacious  hall  within  those  shining 
arcades ;  while  among  the  voices  I  could  distinguish 
some  female  tones,  which,  towering  high  aud  clear 
above  all  the  rest,  formed  the  spire,  as  it  were,  into 
which  the  harmony  tapered  aa  it  rose. 

So  excited  was  my  fancy  by  this  sudden  enchant- 
ment, that — ^though  never  had  I  caught  a  sound 
from  the  fair  Egyptian's  lips — I  yet  persuaded  my- 
self that  the  voice  I  now  heard  was  heis,  sounding 
highest  and  most  heavenly  of  all  that  choir,  and 
calling  to  me,  like  a  distant  spirit  from  its  q>here. 
Animated  by  this  thought,  I  flew  forward  to  the 
archway,  but  found,  to   my  mortification,  that  it 

*  The  following  vertes  of  Clnudinn  are  supposed  to  have 
b^n  meant  as  a  deocription  of  iho»e  imitations  of  the  noise 
of  earthquake  and  thunder,  which,  by  means  of  the  Ceraimo- 
scope,  and  other  such  contrivances,  were  prActiscd  in  the 
■huws  of  the  Mjrsteries : 

Jam  mihi  cemuntur  trepidls  doiubra  nioveri 
Sedibus.  et  claram  d(<tpen;ere  culmina  Inceniv 
Adventnm  testaia  Dei.    Jam  mnirnus  ab  imis 
Andititr  (Vemitus  terris,  tempinmqno  remufrtt 
Geeropiom.  ito^.  Pr—trp.  lib.  L 


was  guarded  by  a  trellis- work,  wIkmc  bars, 
invisible  at  a  distance,  resisted  all  inv  efforts  to 
them. 

While  occupied  in  these  inedTectnal  sftiuggissb  1 
perceived,  to  the  left  of  the  archway,  a  dark  car* 
emous  opening,  whieh  seemed  to  lead  in  a  dinctiai 
parallel  to  the  lighted  arcades.  Not«rithitaiiiia|b 
however,  my  impatience,  the  aspect  of  this  pas- 
sage, as  I  looked  shudderingly  into  it,  cJtflled  my 
very  blood.  It  was  not  so  much  darknaaat  as  a  ssit 
of  livid  and  ghastly  twilight,  from  which  a  «lamp^like 
that  of  death -vaults  exhaled,  aud  through  wfaicb,  [ 
if  my  eyes  did  not  deceive  me»  pale,  phantam-iiES 
sliapes*  were,  at  that  very  moment*  hovering. 

Looking  anxiously  round,  to  discover  sons  ka 

formidable  outlet,  I  saw,  over  tlie  vaat  folding-galsi 

tlumigh  which  I  had  jtist  passed,  a  blue,  tiemaba 

flame,  which,  after  playing  for  a  few  oeconds  am 

the  dark  ground  of  the  pediment,  aettled  gradaaBy 

into  characters  of  light,  and  formed  tlie 

words:— 

You.  who  wonld  try 

Yon  terribie  track. 
To  live,  or  to  die, 

Bnt  ne*er  to  look  back — 

Ton,  who  aspire 

To  be  purified  there. 
By  the  tenon  of  Fire, 

OfWaisr.andAir— 

If  danfer,  and  pain. 

And  death,  you  despise. 
On — for  afain 
.  Into  light  you  shall  rise ; 

Rise  Into  Ufht 

With  that  Secret  Divine, 
Now  shrouded  from  sipht 

By  the  Veils  of  the  Shrine  ! 

But  if 

Here  the  letters  faded  away  into  a  dead  blans, 
awfully  intelligible  than  the  moat  eloquent  worda      | 

A  new  hope  now  flashed  aeroea  me.  The  drean  ' 
of  the  Garden,  which  had  been  for  some  tiov 
almost  forgotten,  returned  freslily  to  my  miad. 
**  Am  I,  then,**  1  exclaimed,  "  in  tiie  path  to  Ibe 
promised  mystery  7  aud  shall  the  great  seerK  of 
Eternal  Life  indeed  be  miue  ?'' 

**  Yes !"  seemed  to  answer  out  of  the  air,  that 
spirit-voice,   which   still   was  heard   at  a  dislaDfe 

*  dee,  for  the  echoes  in  the  pyramids,  Plutmrck  dt  HauHa 
Pkiloaopk, 

s '-  Ce  moment  heureux  (de  rAntops!e)  4toit  prepaie  par 
des  (>c«^nes  effmyantes,  pnr  ies  alternatives  de  crainie  etde 
Jole,  de  inmiere  etdetcn^bres,  par  Ih  Iveur  deaeelaira.  pa'li 
bruit  terrible  de  la  foudre,  qu*on  Imitnit,  et  par  desappahlkBff 
de  spectres,  des  iliusions  mnfiqnes,  qui  frappolent  Icaprajt 
el  Ics  orellles  tout  ensemble.**— l>«^m*. 
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erowmng  the  choir  with  its  vn^e  tweetneaii  I 
hailed  the  omen  with  transport  Love  and  Immor- 
tality, both  beckoning  me  onward»who  would  give 
even  a  thonght  to  fear,  with  two  such  bright  hopes 
in  pnMpect?  Having  invoked  and  blessed  that  on- 
known  enchantress,  whose  steps  had  led  me  to  this 
abode  of  mystery  and  knowledge,  I  instantly  plunged 
into  the  chasm. 

In<itead  of  that  vague,  spectral  twilight  which 
bad  9i  firat  met  my  eye,  I  now  found,  as  I  entered, 
a  thick  darkness,  which,  though  far  less  horrible, 
was,  at  tilts  moment,  still  more  disconcerting,  as  my 
lamp,  which  had  been,  for  some  time,  almost  use- 
less, was  now  fast  expiring.  Resolved,  however,  to 
make  the  most  of  its  last  gleam,  I  hastened,  with 
rapid  step,  through  this  gloomy  region,  which  ap- 
peared to  be  wider  and  more  open  to  the  air  than 
any  I  had  yet  passed.  Nor  was  it  long  before  the 
sodden  appearance  of  a  bright  blaze  in  the  distance 
announced  to  me  that  my  first  great  Trial  was  at 
hand.  As  I  drew  nearer,  the  flames  before  me 
btmt  high  and  wide  on  all  sides ; — and  the  awful 
spectacle  that  then  presented  itself  was  such  as 
might  have  daunted  hearts  far  more  accustomed  to 
dangers  than  mine. 

There  lay  before  me,  extending  completely  across 
my  path,  a  thicket,  or  grove,  of  the  most  combusti- 
ble trees  of  Egypt — tamarind,  pine,  and  Arabian 
balm  ;  while  around  their  stems  and  branches  were 
coiled  serpents  of  fire,'  which,  twisting  themselves 
rapidly  from  bough  to  bough,  spread  the  contagion 
of  their  own  wild-fire  as  they  went,  and  involved 
tree  after  tree  in  one  general  blaze.  It  was,  indeed, 
rapid  as  the  burning  of  those  reed-beds  of  Ethiopia,' 
whose  light  is  often  seen  briglitening,  at  night,  the 
distant  cataracts  of  the  Nile. 

Through  the  middle  of  this  blazing  grove,  I  could 
DOW  perceive  my  only  pathway  lay.  There  was 
not  a  moment,  therefore,  to  be  lost — for  the  confla- 
gration gained  rapidly  on  either  side,  and  already 
the  narrowing  path  between  was  strewed  with 
rhrid  Are.  Casting  away  my  now  useless  lamp,  and 
holding  my  robe  as  some  slight  protection  over  my 
head,  I  ventured,  with  trembling  limbs,  into  the 
blaze. 

Instantly,  as  if  my  presence  had  given  new  life 
to  the  flames,  a  fresh  outbreak  of  combustion  arose 
Ml  all  sides.  The  trees  clustered  into  a  bower  of 
fire  above  my  head,  while  the  serpents  that  hung 
hissing   from   the  red    branches    sliot  showen  of 


I  ^  Get  eonsldi^rationi  me  portent  4  iwnaer  que,  dans  lea 
■lystftres,  ces  phinoin^nes  ctolent  benacoiip  nileux  sz^ca- 
et  suns  c  »ni|nnil<M>n  plus  torribleH  h  PaUle  (ie  qoelqoe 
ipnattlon  pyriqae.  qui  est  restee  cach6e,  cumme  cells  da 
Ml  Grt  genls.**— />e  Pauw, 
s  **  II  D*!"  s  poloi  d'antre  moyen  que  de  porter  le  fl»a  daas 


sparkles  down  upon  me  as  I  passed.  Never  wers 
decision  and  activity  of  more  avail :— one  minute 
later,  and  I  must  have  perished.  The  narrow  open- 
mg,  of  which  I  had  so  promptly  availed  myralf 
closed  instantly  behind  me  ;  and  as  I  looked  back, 
to  contemplate  the  'trdeal  which  I  had  passed,  I  saw 
that  the  whole  gro\  •  w<is  already  one  mass  of  fire. 

Rejoiced  to  have  escaped  this  first  trial,  I  instantly 
plucked  from  one  of  the  pine-trees  a  bough  that  was 
but  just  kindled,  and,  with  this  for  my  only  guide, 
hastened  breathlessly  forward.  I  had  advanced  but 
a  few  paces,  when  the  path  turned  suddenly  off, 
leading  downwards,  as  I  could  perceive  by  the  glim* 
mer  of  my  brand,  into  a  more  confined  region, 
through  which  a  chilling  air,  as  if  from  some  neigh- 
boring waters,  blew  over  my  brow.  Nor  had  I 
proceeded  far  in  this  course,  wlien  the  sound  of  tor- 
rents'— mixed,  as  I  tliought,  from  time  to  time,  with 
shrill  wailings,  resembling  the  cries  of  persons  in 
danger  or  distress — fell  mournfully  upon  my  ear.  .  ftt 
every  step  the  noise  of  the  dashing  wate  t  ocreased, 
and  I  now  perceived  that  I  had  entered  a.  immense 
rocky  cave.m,  through  the  middle  of  which,  head- 
lung  as  a  wintor-torrent,  the  dark  flood,  to  whoos 
roar  I  had  been  listening,  poured  its  waters ;  while 
upon  its  surface  floated  grim  ipectre-like  shapes, 
which,  as  they  went  by,  sent  forth  those  dismal 
shrieks  I  had  heard — as  if  in  fear  of  some  awful 
precipice  towards  whose  brink  they  were  hurrying. 

I  saw  plainly  that  across  that  torrent  must  be  my 
couTBo.  It  was,  indeed,  fearful ;  but  in  courage 
and  perseverance  now  lay  my  only  hope.  What 
awaited  me  on  the  opposite  shore,  I  knew  not ; 
for  all  there  was  inunersed  in  impenetrable  gloom, 
nor  could  the  feeble  light  which  I  carried  send  its 
glimmer  half  so  far.  Dismissing,  however,  all 
thoughts  but  that  of  pressing  onward,  I  sprung  from 
the  rock  on  which  I  stood  into  the  flood,  trusting 
that,  with  ray  right  hand,  I  should  be  able  to  buflet 
the  cuiient,  while,  with  the  other,  as  long  as  a  gleam 
of  my  brand  remained,  I  might  hold  it  alofl  to  guide 
me  safely  to  the  shore. 

Long,  fomiidabie,  and  almost  hopeless  was  the 
struggle  I  had  now  to  maintain ;  and  more  than 
once,  overpowered  by  tlie  rush  of  the  wators,  I  had 
given  myself  up,*  as  destined  to  follow  those  pale» 
death-like  apparitions,  that  still  went  past  me,  hur- 
rying onward,  with  mournful  cri^,  to  find  their 
doom  in  some  invisible  gulf  beyond. 

At  length,  just  at     ly  strength  was  nearly  ex. 


ees  forAts  de  ro^anx,  qui  rApnndent  alors  dttns  Irint  m  pals 
ane  lamiere  autsl  considerable  qae  eelle  du  Jonr  n.ADie.**«- 
JUaiHel,  Uiai.  i.  p.  6X 

>  The  Nile.  Plinp  tells  ns.  was  admitted  into  the  P^  nuuld. 

«  **  On  eierf  lilt.**  says  Dupuit^  **  les  ri'ClplendiUres.  psa* 
dant  plasiears  jonrs,  A  traverser,  A  la  nage,  una  fraadi 
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hausted,  and  Ihe  last  remains  of  the  pine  branch 
were  dropping  from  my  hand,  I  saw,  outetretchin|^ 
towards  me  into  the  water,  a  Mght  double  balus- 
trade, with  a  flight  of  steps  Detween,  ascending, 
almost  perpendicularly,  from  the  wave,  'till  they 
seemed  lost  in  a  dense  mass  of  clouds  above.  This 
glin.pse — for  it  was  nothing  more,  as  my  light 
expired  in  giving  it — lent  new  spring  to  my 
courage.  Having  now  both  hands  at  liberty,  so 
desperate  were  my  efforts,  that,  after  a  few  min- 
utes' struggle,  I  felt  my  brow  strike  against  the 
stairway,  and,  in  an  instant,  my  feet  were  on  the 
steps. 

Rejoiced  at  my  escape  from  that  perilous  flood, 
though  I  knew  not  whither  the  stairway  led,  I 
promptly  ascended  the  steps.  But  this  feeling  <^ 
confidence  was  of  short  duration.  I  had  not 
mounted  far,  when,  to  my  horror,  I  perceived  that 
each  successive  step,  as  my  foot  left  it,  broke 
away  from  beneath  me,  leaving  me  in  mid-air, 
with  no  other  alternative  than  that  of  still  mount- 
ing by  the  same  momentary  footing,  and  with  the 
appalling  doubt  whether  it  would  even  endure  my 
tread. 

And  thus  did  I,  for  a  few  seconds,  continue  to 
ascend,  with  nothing  beneath  roe  but  that  awful 
river,  in  which — so  tranquil  had  it  now  become — 
I  could  hear  the  plash  of  the  falling  fragments,  as 
every  step  in  succession  gave  way  from  under  my 
feet  It  was  a  most  fearful  moment — but  even  still 
worsr)  remained.  I  now  found  the  balustrade,  by 
which  I  had  held  during  my  ascent,  and  which  had 
hitherto  appeared  to  be  firm,  growing  tremulous  in 
my  hand,  while  the  step,  to  which  I  was  about  to 
trust  myself,  tottered  under  my  foot  Just  then,  a 
momentary  flash,  as  if  of  lightning,  broke  around 
me  ;  and  I  saw,  hanging  out  of  i9  clouds,  so  as  to 
be  barely  withiu  my  reach,  a  huge  brazen  ring. 
Instinctively  I  stretched  forth  my  arm  to  seize  it, 
and,  at  the  same  instant,  both  balustrade  and  steps 
gave  way  beneath  me,  and  I  was  led  swinging  by 
my  Unnds  in  the  dark  void  As  if,  too,  this  massy 
ring,  which  I  grasped,  was  by  some  magic  power 
linked  with  all  the  winds  in  heaven,  no  sooner  had 
I  aehed  it  than,  like  the  touching  of  a  spring, 
it  seemed  to  give  loose  to  every  variety  of  gusts 
and  tempests,  that  ever  strewed  the  sea-shore 
with  wrecks  or  dead  ;  and,  as  I  swung  about,  the 
sport  of  this  elemental  strife,  every  new  burst  of  its 
fury  threatened  to  shiver  me,  like  a  storm-sail,  to 
atoms ! 
I       Nor  was  even  this  the  worst ; — for,  still  holding. 


^tendue  tlVnu.  On  \e%  y  jottoit,  ct  ce  n'6tolt  qu'nvec  peine 
qn'Mi  s'en  reiiroient.  On  app!i<inoit  le  fer  et  k  feu  aur  \cnn 
■kenibres.    On  les  faisoit  parser  &  travors  les  flaniiues.** 


I  know  not  how,  by  the  ring,  I  felt  mywlf  eangfal 
up,  as  if  by  a  thousand  whirlwindst  and 
round  and  round,  like  a  stone-^ot  in  a  ding, 
tinned  t  je  whirled  in  the  midst  of  all  this  deaia* 
ing  chaoi  till  my  brain  grew  dizzy»  my  leodleetwi 
became  confused,  and  I  ahnost  fancied  myntf  m 
that  wheel  of  the  infernal  world,  wlioee  lolaliaM 
Eternity  alone  can  number ! 

Human  strength  could  no  longer  aastaUi  ineh  t 
trial.  I  was  on  the  point,  at  last,  of  looaiiif  ny 
hoki,  when  suddenly  the  violence  of  the  stsiB 
moderated; — my  whirl  through  the  air  gradual^ 
ceased,  and  I  felt  the  ring  slowly  descend  with  mb, 
till — happy  as  a  shipwrecked  mariner  at  the  fint 
touch  of  land — I  foimd  my  feet  once  more  upon  fioi 
ground 

At  the  same  moment,  a  light  of  the  meal  delicioai 
softness  filled  the  whole  air.  Music,  each  as  ii 
heard  in  dreams,  came  floating  at  a  dittance;  ud 
as  my  eyes  gradually  recoverMk  .heir  powen  sf 
vision,  a  scene  of  glory  was  revealed  to  them,  al- 
most too  bright  for  imagination,  and  yet  living  ui 
real.  As  far  as  tlie  sight  could  reach,  encbaottiif 
gardens  were  seen,  opening  away  through  kof 
tracts  of  light  and  verdure,  oud  sparkling  evei;- 
where  with  fountains,  that  circulated,  like  strfan 
of  life,  among  the  flowers.  Not  a  charm  was  lieit 
wanting,  that  the  fancy  of  poet  or  prophet,  ia  tbcir 
wannest  pictures  of  Elysium,  have  ever  yet  dreuneJ 
or  promised.  Vistas,  opening  into  sceuee  of  ind^ 
tiuct  grandeur — streams,  shiuiug  out  at  iutenr«lt, 
in  their  shadowy  course — and  labyrintlis  of  flow^B, 
leading,  by  mysterious  wiudings,  to  gieen,  Epudtam 
glades  full  of  splendor  and  repose.  Over  all  tbik,  ' 
too,  there  fell  a  light,  from  aonke  uiiaeen  souroe, 
resembling  nothing  that  illumines  our  upper  wodd 
— a  sort  of  goldej)  moonlight,  mingling  the  winn  | 
radiance  of  day  with  the  calm  and  melancholy  liatR 
of  night 

Nor  were  there  wanting  inliabttanta  for  thii  sod-  ' 
less   Paradise.     Through   all    the    bright    gardew  | 
were  seen  wandering,  with  the  surene  air  and  sUf  j 
of  happy  spirits,  groups  both  of  young  and  old,  of 
venerable   and   of  lovely   forms,   bearing,  mctft  of  ' 
them,  tiie  Nile's  white  flowers  on  their  heads,  and 
branches  of  the  eternal  palm  in  their  hands ;  while, 
over  the  verdant  turf,  fair  children    and  maideat 
went  dancing  to  aerial  music,  whose  eource  was, 
like  that  of  the  light,  invisible,  but  which  filled  Uw 
whole  air  with  its  mystic  sweetness. 

Exhausted  as  I  was  by  the  painful  trials  I  had 
undergone,  no  sooner  did  I  perceive  those  lair  groapi 


The  aspirentt  were  oflen  in  considerable  daafer,  sdiI  Pf- 
thngonu,  we  are  told,  nearly  lost  his  life  la  the  Mais.  Vkli 
Rtehereku  *ur  let  iktfMtMfw,  JMU"  JteMa 
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tti  the  distance,  than  my  wearinees,  both  of  frame 
•ud  spirit,  was  forgotten.  A  thought  cnweed  me 
tliat  she,  whom  I  sought,  might  haply  be  among 
them  ;  and  notwithotanding  the  feeling  of  awe,  with 
which  that  unearthly  «cene  inspired  me,  I  was 
about  to  fly,  on  the  instant,  to  ascertain  my  hope. 
But  while  in  the  act  of  mak'uig  the  efibrt,  I  felt  my 
robe  gently  pulled,  and  turning  round,  beheld  an 
aged  man  before  me,  whomj  by  the  sacred  hue  of 
his  garb,  I  knew  at  ono  to  be  a  Hierophant  Pla- 
cing a  brancii  of  the  consecrated  palm  in  my  hand, 
he  said,  in  a  solemn  voice,  **  Aspirant  of  the  Mys- 
feries,  welcome!" — then,  regarding  me  for  a  i^w 
seconds  with  grave  attention,  added,  in  a  tone  of 
courteousness  and  interest,  '*  The  victory  over  the 
body  hath  been  gained ! — Follow  me,  young  Greek, 
to  thy  resting-place.** 

I  obeyed  the  command  in  silence — and  the 
Priest,  turning, away  from  this  scene  of  splendor, 
into  a  secluded  pathway,  where  the  light  gradually 
faded  as  we  advanced,  led  me  to  a  small  pavilion, 
by  the  side  of  a  whispering  stream,  where  the  very 
spirit  of  slumber  seemed  to  preside,  and,  pointing 
silently  to  a  bed  of  dried  poppy -leaves,  left  me  to 
repose. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THoroii  the  siglit  of  that  splendid  scene,  whose 
glories  opened  upon  me  like  a  momentary  glimpse 
into  another  world,  had,  for  an  instant,  reanimated 
my  strength  and  spirit,  yet,  so  completely  was  my 
whole  frame  subdued  by  fatigue,  that,  even  had  the 
form  of  the  young  Priestess  herself  then  stood  be- 
fore me,  my  limbs  would  have  sunk  in  the  effi>rt  to 
reach  her.  No  sooner  had  I  fallen  on  my  leafy 
couch,  than  sleep,  like  a  sui^den  death,  came  over 
me  ;  and  I  lay,  for  hours,  in  that  deep  and  motion- 
less re»t.  which  not  even  a  siiadow  of  life  disturbs. 

On  awaking,  I  saw,  beside  me,  the  same  venera- 
ble personage,  who  had  welcomed  me  to  this  sub- 
terranean worid  on  the  preceding  night  At  the 
foot  of  my  couch  stood  a  statue,  of  Grecian  work- 
manship, representing  a  boy,  with  wings,  seated 
gracefully  on  a  lotus-flower,  and  having  the  fore- 
finger of  his  right  hand  pressed  to  his  lips.    This 

1  **  Enfln  Ilnrpocrate  etoit  bskU  sur  le  lotnt,  qal  est  la 
pUaie  fin  8«)leil."    Hitt.  de»  Jnif$. 

a  For  ihe  two  cu|m  tued  in  the  myslcrtcs,  see  VHisUirt 
4m  Juifs.  liv.  Is.  e.  16. 

■  Osiris  nnilcr  the  name  of  Sernpls.  was  sapposod  to  rule 
over  the  sablermneHn  wnrlil ;  and  perfomied  the  nfflce  of 
?iatii,  Iq  the  mytboiofy  of  the  EgypUans.    **  They  believed,** 


actiou,  together  with  the  glory  round  his  brows, 
denoted,  as  I  already  knew,  the  God  of  Silence  amf 
Light' 

Impatient  to  know  what  further  trials  awaited 
me,  I  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  Priest  ex- 
claimed, anxiously,  **  Hush  !** — and,  pointing  to  the 
statue  at  the  foot  of  the  couch,  said, — *'  Let  the 
spell  of  that  Spirit  be  upon  thy  lips,  young  stranger, 
till  the  wisdom  of  thy  instructors  shall  think  flt  to 
remove  It  Not  unaptly  doth  the  same  deity  pre- 
side over  Silence  and  Light ;  since  it  is  only  out  of 
the  depth  of  contemplative  silence,  that  the  great 
ligtit  of  the  soul.  Truth,  can  arise  V* 

Little  used  to  the  language  of  dictation  or  in- 
struction, I  was  now  preparing  to  rise,  when  the 
Priest  again  restrained  me ;  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, two  boys,  beautiful  as  the  young  Genii  of  the 
stars,  entered  the  pavilion.  They  Wire  habited  in 
long  garments  of  the  purest  white,  and  bore  each  a 
small  golden  chalice  in  his  hand.*  Advancing 
towards  me,  they  stopped  on  opposite  siuu»  of  the 
couch,  and  one  of  them,  presenting  to  me  his  chal- 
ice of  gold,  said,  m  a  tone  between  singing  and 
speaking, — 

*•  Drink  of  this  cap— Osiris*  sips 
The  same  In  his  halls  below; 
And  the  same  he  fives,  to  cool  the  lips 
Of  the  Dead*  who  downward  go 

**  Drink  of  this  cap— the  water  within 
Is  (Vesh  fhini  Lethe*s  streaio ; 
Twill  make  the  pasL  with  all  Its  sin, 
And  all  Its  pain  and  sorrows,  seem 
Like  a  lonfr-fiirfntien  dreaia ! 

**The  pleasure,  whose  charms 
Are  steep*d  in  wo ; 
The  knowledge,  that  harms 
Tbesoal  to  know; 

*'The  hope,  that,  bright 
As  the  lake  of  the  waste. 
Allures  the  sight. 
But  mocks  the  taste ; 

**The  love,  that  binds 
Itst  Innocent  wrehih, 
Where  the  serpent  winds, 
In  venum,  beneath  ;— 

**  All  thnu  of  evil  or  false,  by  thee 
Hath  ever  tieen  known  or  seen, 
Bhuli  melt  away  In  this  cup.  and  be 
Forgot,  as  it  never  had  been  !'* 

Unwilling  to  throw  a  sligfit  on  this  strange  cere- 
mony, I  leaned  forward,  with  all  aue  gravity,  and 
tasted  the  cup ;  which  I  had  no  sooner  done  thui 

says  Dr.  Pricbard,  **  that  Sepis  presided  over  the  region  c€ 
depnned  soals,  daring  the  periiKl  of  their  absence,  wbea 
langaUhIng  without  bodies,  and  thMt  the  dead  were  depoaU- 
ed  in  his  palace.**    Jlnatfait  «/  (As  Egyptian  Mftkal^jf. 

<  **  Frifldnm  ilinm  dqa-un  pofit  nioru^ui.  tanqiiam  lleties 
pncniuro.  expetitam.**  Zorga.—The  Lethe  of  the  Egyptlsmi 
was  called  Ameles.    See  Dufuia^  torn.  viii.  p.  051. 


ihe  youBg  cup-bearer,  on  tht  other  side,*  invited  my 
attention ;  and,  in  hii  turn,  presenting  )he  chalice 
which  he  held,  sung,  with  a  voice  still  sweeter  than 
that  of  hw  companion,  the  following  strain  :«— 

**  Drink  of  this  cu|>->when  Win  led 
Her  boy.  of  old,  to  the  bcnniing  sky, 
She  mingled  a  dranght  divine,*  and  said — 
*  Drink  of  this  cop,  thuu*lt  never  die  !* 

**Thn9  do  I  say  and  sing  to  thee. 

Heir  of  that  b(inndl»is  heaven  on  high, 
Though  fntil,  and  fail*n,  and  iost  thou  be, 
Dilnk  of  this  cup,  thou'ii  never  die  !** 

Well  as  I  had  hitherto  kept  my  philosophy  on  its 
guard  against  the  illusions  with  which,  I  knew,  this 
tegion  abounded,  the  young  cup-bearer  had  here 
touched  a  spring  of  imagination,  over  which  my 
philosophy,  ns  has  been  seen,  had  but  little  control. 
No  sooner  had  the  words,  *'  thou  shalt  never  die," 
struck  on  my  ear,  than  the  dream  of  the  Garden 
came  fully  to  my  mind ;  and,  starting  half-way 
from  the  couch,  I  stretched  forth  my  hands  to  the 
cup.  But,  recollecting  myself  in^^tantly,  and  fearing 
that  I  had  betrayed  to  others  a  weakness  fit  only 
for  my  oun  secret  indulgence,  I  sunk  back  again, 
with  a  smile  of  affected  indifference  on  my  couch — 
while  the  young  miiuitrel,  but  little  interrupted  by 
my  movement,  still  continued  his  strain,  of  wliich  I 
heard  but  the  concluding  words : — 

**  And  Memory,  too,  with  her  dreams  shall  come, 
Dreuniv  of  a  fornier,  happier  day. 
When  Heaven  wsis  still  the  Spirit's  home, 
And  her  wings  had  not  yet  fallen  away ; 

**Glinip!ies  of  glory,  ne*er  forgot, 

ThHi  tell,  like  gleams  on  a  sunset  sea. 
What  once  hnth  been,  what  now  is  not, 
Bui,  oh !  what  again  shnll  brightly  be.** 

Though  the  aasurauces  of  immortality  contained 
in  these  verses  would  at  any  other  moment — vain 
and  visionary  as  I  thought  them — have  sent  my 
fancy  wandering  into  reveries  of  the  future,  the 
effort  of  self-control  I  had  just  made  enabled  me  to 
hear  them  with  indiff>rence. 

Having  gone  through  the  form  of  tasting  his  sec- 
ond cup,  I  again  looked  anxiously  to  the  Hierophant, 
to  ascertain  whether  I  iniglit  be  permitted  to  rise. 
Ills   assent   having  been  given,  the  young  pages 


1  **  Enfin  on  dlwitqu*il  y  avoit  deux  coupes.  Tune  en  haat 
et  THUtreen  bas.  Celui  qui  buvoit  de  la  coupe  d'en  bas, 
avoit  tiiujoura  soif,  ses  desirs  s'nugmentoit  au  lieu  de  s*eteln- 
dre  :  niais  celui  qui  buvoli  de  ia  cou^ie  en  hauU  6toit  rempH 
et  content.  Cette  preuiidre  cimpe  i-to|t  la  connoissance  de  la 
Nature,  qui  ne  stithfiili  jamais  idelnenient  ceux  qui  en  son- 
dent  les  ni)  sttrett ;  et  la  seconde  coupe,  dans  liiqueile  on 
de''3it  boiie  |Mnir  n*avoir  jamais  soif,  etoit  la  connoissance 
in  m>-«t^ros  du  Clel.**     //>«(.  des  Juifn,  liv.  ix.  chHp.  16. 

*  The  rf  (  t$uvamiui  ^aonacrr,  which,  acconiing  to  DIo- 
doros  Skcaius.  Isis  prepared  for  her  son  Orus.— >Lib.  1. 


brought  to  my  couch  a  robe  and  fuuic, 

their  own,  were  of  linen  of  the  purest  white ;  wA 

having  assisted  to  clothe  me  in  tliie  sacred  |{ai1i,tlMy 

then  placed  upon  my  head  a  chaplet  of  myitk,  ■ 

which   the  symbol   of  Initiation,  a  goldea  gn» 

hopper,'  was  seen  shining  out  from  among  the  dvk 

leaves. 

Though  sleep  had  done  much  te  refmh  Wf 
frame,  something  more  was  still  wanting  to  restat 
ts  strength  *  and  it  was  not  without  a  smile  at  Wf 
own  reveries  reflected,  how  much  mom 
than  even  the  young  page's  cap  of  iiumrwtality 
the  unpretending,  but  real,  repast  now  set  bdm 
me— ^resh  fru»%s  from  the  Isle  of  GardemP  ii  Ito 
Nile,  the  delicate  flesh  of  the  desert  antelope,  ui 
wine  from  the  Vineyard  of  the  Queens  at  AothTfli,* 
which  one  of  the  pages  fanned  with  a  palm-ktl^ti 
keep  it  cool. 

Having  done  justice  to  these  dainties,  it  waswidk 
pleasure  I  heard  the  proposal  of  the  Pkiest,  that  m 
should  walk  forth  togetlier,  and  meditate  amoif  thi 
scenes  without  I  had  not  foi^^tteu  the  spindd 
Ellysium  that  last  night  welcomed  me— those  rid 
gardens,  that  soft  tmearthly  music  and  light,  ni 
above  all,  those  fair  forms  I  had  seen  wanMif 
about — as  if,  in  the  very  midst  of  happines.  Hi 
seeking  it  The  hope,  which  had  tlien  oecurrad  ti 
me,  that,  among  those  briglit  groops  might  haply  ks 
found  the  young  maiden  I  sought,  now  retnned 
with  increased  strength.  I  had  little  doubt  that  ny 
guide  was  leading  me  to  the  same  ElvMan  sce8^ 
and  tliat  the  form,  so  fit  to  inhabit  it,  wotdd  a^ 
appear  before  my  eyes. 

But  far  different,  I  found,  was    the   regioa  It 


which  he  now  conducted  me ; — nor  could  the 
whole  world  have  produced  a  sncne  more  gfoooy, 
or  more  strange.  It  wore  tne  appearance  of  a 
smuU,  solitary  valley,  enclosed,  on  every  side,  by 
rocks,  which  seemed  to  rise,  almost  perpes^ 
cularly,  till  they  reached  the  very  sky ;— Iv  it 
was,  indeed,  the  blue  sky  that  I  saw  shiaiag  be- 
tween their  summits,  and  whose  light,  dimmed  tba 
and  nearly  lost  in  its  long  descent,  formed  the  me!* 
ancholy  daylight  of  this  nether  world.*  Dowi 
the  side  of  these  rocky  walls  descended  a  cataract, 
whose    source   was    upon    earth,     and    <«  whose 


>  Hot.  j9patf,— The  grasshopper  was  also 
the  sun,  as  being  mu^lcat 

*  The  isle  Aniirrhodus,  near  Alerandria.    JUnOtL 

*  Vide  JttkeH.  Deipnoi. 

*  **  On  s'f'tolt  roAme  avise,  depois  la  premi  -te 
de  ces  demeures,  de  pereer  en  ploslenrs  eadioits  J«<q«*sa 
hnut  les  terres  qui  les  eoovroient:  non  pas.  Ik  la  Ttrite,| 
tlrer  an  jour  qui  n'auroit  jamais  6te  snflbasl,  aMls 
recevulr  lui  air  salutalre,**  Jce.    SitkM, 


waton.  as  they  rolled  glaflsily  over  the  edge  abore, 
a  gieam  of  radiance  rested,  ahowing  how  farilHaot 
and  pure  was  the  sunshine  they  had  left  behind. 
From  thence,  gradually  growing  darker,  and  fre- 
qaently  broken  by  alternate  chasms  and  projec- 
tions, the  stream  fell,  at  last,  in  a  pale  and  tliin  mist 
—the  phantom  of  what  it  had  been  on  earth— into 
a  small  lake  that  lay  at  the  base  of  the  rock  to  re- 
ceive it. 

Nothing  was  ever  so  bleak  and  saddening  as  the 
appearance  of  this  lake.  The  usual  ornaments  of 
the  waters  of  Egypt  were  not  wanting  to  it :  the 
tall  lotus  here  uplifted  her  silvery  flowers,  and  the 
crimson  flamingo  floated  over  the  tide.  But  they 
looked  not  the  same  as  in  the  world  above ;— >the 
flower  had  exchanged  its  whiteness  for  a  livid  hue, 
and  the  wings  of  the  bird  hung  heavy  and  cdorleaa 
Every  thing  wore  the  same  half-living  aspect ;  and 
the  only  sounds  that  disturbed  the  mournful  stillness 
were  the  wailing  cry  of  a  heron  among  the  sedges, 
and  that  din  of  the  falling  waters,  in  their  midway 
struggle,  above. 

There  was,  indeed,  an  unearthly  sadness  in  the 
whole  scene,  of  which  no  heart,  however  light, 
could  resist  the  influence.  Perceiving  how  much 
1  was  affected  by  it,  **  Such  scenes,"  remarked  the 
Priest,  *'  are  best  suited  to  that  solemn  complexion 
of  mind,  which  becomes  him  who  approaches  the 
Great  Mystery  of  futurity.  Behold" — and,  in  say- 
i  iufs  thus  he  pointed  to  the  opening  over  our  heads, 
through  which,  though  the  sun  had  but  just  passed 
his  meridian,  I  could  perceive  a  star  or  two  twinkling 
in  the  heavens — **  in  the  same  manner  as  from  this 
gkwmy  depth  we  can  see  those  flxed  stars,*  which 
are  invisible  now  to  the  dwellers  on  the  bright  earth, 
even  so,  to  the  sad  and  seif-humbled  spirit,  doth 
many  a  mystery  of  heaven  reveal  itself,  of  which 
they,  who  walk  in  the  light  of  tlie  proud  worid, 
know  not  !** 

He  now  led  me  towards  a  rustic  seat  or  alcove, 
beside  which  stood  an  image  of  that  dark  Deity,' 
that  God  without  a  smile,  who  presides  over  the 
silent  kingdom  of  the  Dead.'  The  same  livid  and 
lifeless  hue  was  upon  his  features,  that  hung  over 
eveiy  thing  in  this  dim  valley,  and,  with  his  right 
hand,  he  pointed  directly  downwards,  to  denote 
that  his  molahcholy  kingdom  lay  there.    A  plan- 

1  **Oii  voyolt  CO  plein  Joor  par  ces  ouTertaret  les  Atolles, 
•C  Bi&me  qaelqnes  piHS^tca  en  tear  plas  gmnde  IsUtode  tep- 
leotrtoDHle ;  et  !•«  prhtn*  avolent  bieniAt  pntflie  de  es  pbA- 
Doni^ne.  ponr  observer  k  diveraes  heoret  le  passage  des 
AIimMs.**  Setks»,—Stvb»  mentions  certain  eave«,  or  pits, 
cofutmeted  for  the  purpose  of  astmnonileal  observatlnas, 
wlikh  lay  In  the  HeUopolitan  prefecture,  beyond  Uellop- 
oUs. 

*  Syiiyis,  But  Inferas.— Alheaodoras,  icriplor  vatntins, 
apad  Clttiiientom  Alexandriom  in  Pr^trtfUc^^  ait  *'sljna 


tain* — that  favorite  tree  of  the  genii  oi  Iwath— - 
stood  behind  the  statue,  and  spread  its  branches  over 
the  alcove,  in  which  the  Priest  now  seated  himself^ 
and  made  a  sign  that  I  should  take  my  place  by 
his  side. 

After  a  loner  pause,  as  if  of  thought  and  prep- 
aration,— **  Nobly,*'  said  he,  **  young  Greek,  hast 
thou  sustained  the  first  trials  oi  Initiation  What 
stiH  remains,  though  of  vital  import  to  the  soul, 
brings  with  it  neither  pain  nur  peril  to  the  body. 
Having  now  proved  and  chh«tened  thy  mortal  frame 
by  the  three  ordeals  of  Fae,  of  Water,  and  of  Air, 
the  next  task  to  which  we  are  called  is  the  purifi- 
cation of  thy  spirit — the  effectual  cleansmg  of  that 
inward  and  immortal  part,  so  a^  to  render  it  fit  for 
the  reception  of  the  last  luminous  revealment,  when 
the  Veib  of  the  Sanctuary  shall  be  thrown  aside, 
and  the  Great  Secret  of  Secrets  unfolded  to  thy 
view  !«— Towards  this  object,  the  primary  and  most 
important  step  is,  instruction.  What  the  three  puri- 
fying elements  thou  hast  passed  through  have  done 
for  thy  body,  instruction  will  effect  for—*' 

**  But  that  lovely  maiden  !**  I  exclaimed,  burst- 
ing from  my  silence,  having  fallen,  during  his 
speech,  into  a  deep  revery,  in  which  I  had  foigot- 
ten  him,  myself,  the  Great  Secret,  every  thing — 
but  her. 

Startled  by  this  profane  interruption,  he  cost  a 
look  of  alarm  towards  the  statue,  as  if  fearful  lest 
the  God  should  have  heard  my  words.  Then,  turn- 
ing to  me,  in  a  tone  of  mild  solemnity,  **  It  is  but 
too  plain,*'  said  he,  **  that  thoughts  of  the  upper 
worki,  and  of  its  vain,  shadowy  delights,  still  engross 
thee  far  too  much  to  allow  the  lessons  of  Truth  to 
sink  profitably  into  thy  heart  A  few  hours  of 
meditation  amid  this  solemn  scenery-— of  that  whole- 
some meditation,  which  purifies,  by  saddening — may 
haply  dispose  thee  to  receive,  with  due  feelings  of 
reverence,  the  holy  and  imperishable  knowledge  we 
have  in  store  for  thee.  With  this  hope  I  now  leave 
tliee  to  thy  own  thoughts,  and  to  that  God,  before 
whose  calm  and  mouniful  eye  all  the  vanities  of  the 
worid,  from  which  thou  comest,  wKher  !** 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  slowly  away,  and  poking 
behind  the  statue,  towards  which  he  had  pointed 
during  the  last  sentence,  suddenly,  and  as  if  by  en- 
chantment, disappeared  from  my  sight 

lacra  Berapldls  eonsplcna  ease  colore  cmileoet  nifricante.* 
Macroliius,  In  verbis  deMrlpils,  ^  0,  docet  nm  fi|md  ^leyp* 
tius  **siBiulacia  suits  iofsra  fia^  colore  cvnileo.**    Jsi/ra- 

•ki.  i 

"Osiris.  I 

«  This  tree  was  dedicated  to  the  Genii  nf  the  Shades,  ftntn  \ 

Its  being  an  eiiihlein  of  repose  and  eonlinft  sirs.    *'Cai  Im*  ' 

minet  mas*  folinm,  quod  ab  Iside  Infera  ,c«iiU)><|ve  el  ad-  ! 

dletls  mana  geri  soUtum.  uniliraro  reqalenique  et  auras  fn<  ' 

gidas  sahindlflure  videtur.**    Z«e/«.  | 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

IlfifNa  now  led  to  my  own  tolitary  thoaghts,  I 
fully  at  letmire  to  reflect,  with  some  degree  ci 
oo(rfneb-i,  upon  the  inconTeniences,  if  not  dangeri, 
of  the  tituation  into  which  my  love  of  adventure 
h«d  hurried  me  However  prompt  my  imagination 
was  alwayif  to  kindle,  in  its  own  ideal  sphere,  I 
hav  ever  found  that,  when  brought  into  contact 
with  reality,  it  an  suddenly  cooled  ; — like  those  me- 
teors, tliat  appear  to  be  stars,  while  in  the  air,  but 
the  moment  they  touch  earth,  are  extinguished. 
And  such  was  the  feclinjr  of  disenchantment  that 
now  succeeded  to  the  wild  dreams  in  which  I  hud 
been  indulging.  As  long  as  Fancy  had  the  field  of 
the  future  to  herself,  even  immortality  did  not  seem 
tCAi  distant  a  race  for  her.  But  when  human  in- 
struments interposed,  the  illusion  all  vanished.  From 
mortal  lips  ths  promise  of  immortality  seemed  a 
mockery,  and  even  imagination  had  no  wings  that 
could  carry  beyond  the  grave. 

Nor  was  this  disappointment  the  only  feeling  that 
pained  and  haunted  me ; — the  hnprudence  ;^  the 
step,  on  which  I  had  ventured,  now  appeared  in 
its  full  extent  before  my  eyes.  I  had  here  thrown 
myself  into  the  power  of  the  most  artful  priest- 
hood in  tho  worla,  without  even  a  chance  of  being 
able  to  escape  from  their  toils,  or  to  resist  any 
machinatiouR  with  which  they  might  beset  me. 
It  appeared  evident,  from  the  state  of  preparation 
in  which  I  had  found  all  that  wonderful  apparatus, 
by  which  the  terrors  and  splendors  of  Initiation 
are  produced,  that  my  descent  into  the  pyramid 
was  not  unexpected.  Numerous,  indeed,  and  active 
as  were  the  spies  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis, 
it  could  little  be  doubted  that  ail  my  movements, 
since  my  arrival,  had  been  watchfully  tracked ; 
and  the  many  hours  I  had  employed  in  wandering 
and  explorinf(  around  the  pyramid,  betrayed  a  curi- 
osity and  Kpirit  of  adventure  wliich  might  well  sug- 
(reflt  to  these  wily  priests  the  hope  of  inveigling  an 
Epicurean  into  their  toils. 

I  was  well  aware  of  their  hatred  to  the  sect  of 
which  I  was  Chief; — that  they  considered  the 
Epicureans  as,  next  to  the  Christians,  the  most  for- 
midable enemies  of  their  craft  and  power.  *'  How 
thou{yhtlej«,  then,"  I  exclaimed,  *•  to  have  placed 
myself  in  a  situation,  where  I  am  equally  helpless 
asfainst  fraud  and  violence,  and  must  either  pretend 
to  bo  the  dupe  of  their  impostures,  or  else  submit  to 
become  the  victim  of  their  vengeance  !"  Of  these 
alternatives,  bitter  is  they  both  were,  the  latter 
appeared  by  far  th«  more  welcome.  It  was  with  a 
blush  that  I  even  lucked  back  upon  the  mockeries 
I  hwl  already  yielded  to ;  and  the  prospect  of  being 


pot  throogfa  stil!  fmther  c9emiMiiHdB»  ami  ni 
tutored  and  preached  to  by  bypoerilcs  vbsB  I 
moeh  despised,  appeared  to  me,  in  my  |mislM  ■ 
of  mind,  a  trial  of  patience,  compaied  to  wloeh  is 
flames  and  wbiriwinds  I  had  already 
were  pastime. 

Oflen  and  impatiently  did   I  look  op, 
those  rocky  walls,  to  the  bright  aky  that 
to  rest  upon  their  summits,  aa,  pacing 
round,  through  every  pnrt  of  the  Tail^,  I 
ored  to  find  some  oirtlet  Iran  its  gloomy 
But  vain  were  all  my  endeavora ; — that  raekj  l» 
rier,  wliich  seemed  to  end  bat  in  h^ven,  iaiapari 
itself  ever}'where.     Neither  did  the  image  d  ii 
young  maiden,  though  constantly  in  my  mb^hv 
bring  with  it  the  least  consolation  or  h.  ^    Of  alii 
avail  was  it  that  she  perhaps  was  an  rnhrV*^  tf 
this  region,  if  I  could  neither  behold  her  maktWi 
catch  the  sound   of   her   Toioe — it,  whie  wm% 
preaching  priesto  I   wasted   away  my  hmMt  kv 
presence  was,  alas,  rfiffiMtw|p  ftg  encfaaBtaieil  d» 
where. 

At  length,  exhausted,  I  lay  down  by  tbs  Ink 
of  the  lake,  and  gave  myself  up  to  all  ths  naki- 
choly  of  my  fancy.  The  pale  aemblanes  d  4^ 
light,  which  had  hitherto  glimmered  aiaoid,  pta, 
every  moment,  more  dim  and  diamaL  Evea  ii 
rich  gleam,  at  the  summit  €tf  the  fMfnh>,  kd 
faded ;  and  the  sunshine,  like  the  water,  ediand 
in  its  descent,  had  now  dwindled  into  a  gtatff 
gl'unmer,  far  worse  than  darkneoa.  The  binb  wfm 
the  lake,  as  if  about  to  die  with  the  ikying  ifhti 
sunk  down  their  heads ;  and,  as  I  looked  It  tki 
statue,  the  deepening  shadouvs  gave  such  ancxpm- 
sion  to  its  mournful  features  as  <shiUed  my  fftf 
soul. 

The  thought  of  death,  ever  ready  to  prcasot  ilsV 
to  my  imagination,  now  came,  with  a 
weight,  such  as  I  had  never  before  felt  I 
fancied  myself  already  in  the  dark  vestibule  «f  the 
grave — removed,  forever,  from  the  worU  tkm, 
and  with  nothing  but  the  blank  of  an  etcnwl  iktf 
before  me.  It  had  happened,  I  knew,  fin^aeailyf 
that  the  visitants  of  thia  mysterious  realm  wrv 
after  their  descent  from  earth,  never  s^a  cr  bsoid 
of ; — being  condemned,  for  some  failure  in  tbeir  ini- 
tiatory trials,  to  pine  away  their  lives  in  tbttt  dark 
dungeons,  with  which,  as  well  as  with  ahan,  this 
region  abounded.  Such,  I  shuddered  to  think,  nigfat 
probably  be  my  own  destiny  ;  and  ao  appalling  v« 
the  thought,  that  even  the  courage  by  wiiieh  1  had 
been  hitherto  sustained  died  within  me,  and  I  vn 
already  giving  myself  jp  to  helplessness  and  ^ 
spair. 

At   length,   alter    some    hours    of   this   glooaif 
musing,  I  heard  a  rustling  in   tho  sacred 
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Mniid  tlie  statue ;   and  soon   after,  the  sound  of 
the  PHe»*.*s  voice — more  welcome  than  I  had  ever 
c     thought  sach  voice  could  be-— brought  the  aasarance 
■:    that  I  wae   not   yet  wholly  abandoned.     Finding 
■    fab  way  to  me  through  the   gloom,  he  now  led 
BM  to  the  same  spot,  on  which  we  had  parted  so 
ij,  many  houiB  before ;  and  addressing  me  in  a  voice 
tbit  retained  no  trace  of  displeasure*  bespoke  my 
attention,  «^iule  he  should   reveal  to  me  some  of 
those  divine   truths,  by  whose   infusion,   he  said, 
into  the  soul  of  man,  its  purification  can  alone  be 
«fi^cted. 

The  valley  had  now  become  so  dark,  that  we 
eoulu  no  longer,  as  we  sat,  discern  each  other's 
fiicea.  There  was  a  melancholy  in  the  voice  of  my 
iaMtmctor  that  well  accorded  with  the  gloom  around 
W:  and,  saddened  and  subdued,  1  now  listened 
with  resignation,  if  not  with  interest,  to  those  snb- 
Hme,  but,  alas,  I  thought,  vain  tenets,  which,  with 
an  the  warmth  of  a  true  believer,  this  Hieiophant 
expounded  to  me. 

He  spoke  of  the  pre-existence  of  the  souP — of  its 
abode,  from  all  eteniity,  in  a  place  of  splendor  and 
UisB,  of  which  whatever  we  have  most  beautiful  in 
oar  conceptions  here  is  but  a  dim  transcript,  a 
fldoaded  remembrance.  In  the  blu»  depths  of  ether, 
Jmi  said,  lay  that  **  Country  of  the  Soul" — its  bound- 
aiy  alone  visible  in  the  line  of  milky  light,  which, 
aa  by  a  barrier  of  stara,  separates  it  from  the  dark 
earth.  "  Oh,  realm  of  purity !  Home  of  the  yet 
imfollen  Spirit! — where,  in  the  days  of  her  first 
innocence,  she  wandered;  ere  yet  her  beauty 
was  soiled  by  the  touch  of  earth,  or  her  resplendent 
wings  had  withered  away.  Methinks  I  see,"  he 
cried,  **  at  this  moment,  those  fields  of  radiance' — 
I  k>ok  back,  through  the  mists  of  life,  Lito  that 
luminous  world,  where  the  souls  that  have  never 
lost  their  high,  heavenly  rank,  still  soar  with- 
out a  stain,  above  the  shadowless  stars,  and  there 
dwell  together  m  infinite  perfection  and  bliss !" 

As  he  spoke  tliose  words,  a  bunt  of  pure,  brilliant 
light,'  like  a  sudden  opening  of  heaven,  broke 
through  the  valley  ;  and,  as  soon  as  my  eyes  wero 
able  to  endure  the  splendor,  such  a  vision  cf  glory 
and  lovelinoss  opened  upon  them,  as  took  even  my 

1  For  a  full  accoant  of  the  doctrine*  which  are  here  repro- 
sealed  OS  having  been  Utiight  to  the  initiated  in  the  Egyptian 
nytteries,  the  reader  may  consult  Dujmis^  PriekarfF*  jSnor 
tjfais  of  tJU  Egyptian  Mythology,  iLC.  ^.  **  L*on  decoavroit 
l*<irtglne  de  I'&ine.  aa  chato  tur  la  terre.  d  traven  le«  spheres 
•i  lea  eieniens,  et  son  retoor  au  lieu  de  son  origine  .... 
e*4toit  lei  la  partie  la  plus  uetaphysique,  et  que  ne  poorrolt 
(■ere  entendre  le  coniniun  des  Inities,  mais  doot  on  lui  doo* 
Dott  le  spectacle  par  des  figures  et  des  spectres  aliegoriqaes.** 


s  Bee  Beaufobre,  lib.  lii.  c.  4,  for  the  '*  terre  bienheurense 
•%  lomineuM,"  which  the  Manic heans  supposed  God  to  in- 
batiH.    Plato,  too,  speaks  ^In  Ph»d.)  of  a  pure  land  lying  in 


skeptical  spirit  by  surprise,  and  made  it  yield,  at 
once,  to  tlie  potency  of  the  spell. 

Suspended,  as  1  thought,  in  air,  and  occupying 
the  whole  of  the  opposite  region  of  the  valley,  there 
appeared  an  imipense  orb  of  light,  within  which, 
through  a  haze  of  radiance,  I  could  see  distinctly 
fair  groups  of  yoimg  female  spirits,  who,  in  silent, 
but  harmonious  movement,  like  that  of  the  stars, 
woo; id  slowly  tlirough  a  variety  of  fanciful  evolu- 
tions ;  seeming,  as  they  linked  and  unlinked  each 
other's  arms,  to  form  a  living  labyrinth  of  beauty 
and  grace.  Though  their  feet  appeared  to  glide 
along  a  field  oi  !ight,  they  had  also  wings,  of  the 
most  brilliant  hue,  which  like  rainbows  over  water- 
falls, when  played  with  by  the  breeze,  reflected, 
every  moment,  a  new  variety  of  glory. 

As  I  stood,  gazing  with  wonder,  the  orb,  with  all 
its  ethereal  inmates,  began  gradually  to  recede  into 
the  dark  void,  Icesening,  as  it  went,  and  becoming 
more  bright,  as  it  lesseued  ;— till,  at  length,  distant, 
to  all  appearance,  as  a  retiring  comet,  this  little 
worid  of  Spirits,  in  one-  small  point  of  intense 
radiance,  shone  its  last  and  vanished.  "  Go,^*  ex- 
claimed the  rapt  Priest,  "  ye  happy  souls,  of  whose 
dwelling  a  glimpse  is  thus  given  to  oiu*  eyes, — go, 
wander  in  your  orb,  through  the  boundless  heaven, 
nor  ever  let  a  thought  of  this  perishable  worid  come 
to  mingle  its  dross  with  your  divine  nature,  or  allure 
you  down  earthward  to  that  mortal  fall  by  which 
spirits,  no  le«  bright  and  admirable,  have  been 
ruined  r 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which,  still  under  the  in- 
fluence of  wonder,  I  sent  my  fancy  wandering  after 
the  inhabitants  of  that  orb— almost  wishing  myself 
credulous  enough  to  believe  in  a  heaven,  of  wliich 
creattires,  so  much  like  those  I  had  worsliipped  on 
earth,  were  inmates. 

At  length,  the  Priest,  with  a  mournful  sigh  at 
the  sad  contrast  he  was  about  to  draw  between  the 
happy  spirits  we  had  just  seen  and  the  fallen  ones 
of  earth,  resumed  again  his  melancholy  History  of 
the  SouL  Tracing  it  gradually,  from  tlie  first 
moment  of  earthward  desire^  to  its  final  eclipse  in 
the  shadows  of  tliis  world,  he  dwelt  upon  every 
stage  of  its  darkening  descent,  with  a  pathos  that 

the  pure  sky  (jnv  ynv  MaBa^av  tp  KoOap^  KttvBat  ovpavt^,) 
the  aboile  of  divinity,  of  innocence,  and  of  life." 

s  The  power  of  producing  a  sadden  and  dazzling  eflUslon 
of  light,  which  was  one  of  the  arts  employed  by  the  contrivers 
of  the  ancient  Mysteries,  Is  thus  described  in  a  few  words 
by  Apnieius,  who  was  himself  admitted  to  witness  the  Isiae 
ceremonies  at  Corinth :— •"  Nocte  uiedik  vidi  solem  candido 
Goroscantem  luniine.** 

*  In  the  original  construction  of  this  work,  there  was  an 
episode  Introduced  here,  (which  I  have  since  published  la 
a  more  extended  form,)  illustrating  the  doctrine  of  'Jis 
fall  of  the  soul  by  the  Oriental  fable  of  the  Loves  ^f  the 
Angels. 
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Mnt  aaductiB  into  the  very  depthfl  of  the  heart  The 
first  downward  look  of  tlie  spirit  towards  earth^-the 
tremble  of  he»  winp;a  on  the  edge  of  Heaven— tiie 
giddy  slide,  at  leugth,  down  that  fatal  deecent — and 
the  Letheuu  cup,  midway  in  the  skyi  of  which 
when  she  has  once  tasted,  Heaven  is  forgot— 
through  all  these  gradations  he  traced  mournfully 
her  fall,  to  that  last  stage  of  darkness,  when  wholly 
immersed  in  this  world,  her  celestial  nature  be- 
comes changed,  she  no  longer  can  rise  above  earth, 
nor  even  remember  her  former  home,  except  by 
glimpses  so  vague,  that,  at  length,  mistaking  for 
hope  what  is  only,  alas !  recollection,  she  believes 
those  gleams  to  be  a  light  from  the  Future,  not  the 
Past 

**  To  retrieve  this  ruin  of  the  once-blessed  8oul 
— ^to  clear  away  from  around  her  the  clouds  of 
earth,  and,  restoring  her  lost  wings,'  facilitate  their 
^tum  to  Heaven — such,'*  said  the  reverend  man, 
**  jt  the  great  task  of  our  religion,  and  such  the 
triumph  of  those  divine  Mysteries,  in  whose  inmost 
deptlis  the  life  and  essence  of  tliat  holy  religion  lie 
treasured.  However  sunk,  and  changed,  and  cloud* 
ed  may  be  the  Spirit,  yet  as  long  as  a  single  trace 
of  her  original  light  remains,  there  is  still  hope 
that—*' 

Here  the  voice  of  the  Priest  was  inteimpted  by  a 
strain  of  mournful  music,  of  which  the  k)w,  distant 
breathings  had  been,  for  some  minutes,  audible,  but 
which  now  gained  upon  the  ear  too  thrilliugly  to  lo 
it  listen  to  any  more  earthly  sound.  A  faint  light 
too,  at  that  iuKtaut  broke  through  tlie  valley — 
and  I  could  perceive,  not  far  from  the  qK>t  when* 
we  sat,  a  female  figure,  veiled,  and  crouching 
to  earth,  as  if  subdued  by  sorrow,  or  under  the 
iutlueuce  of  shame. 

The  feoble  ligiit,  by  which  I  saw  her,  came  from 
a  pule,  moonlight  meteor  which  had  gradually 
forniod  it«elf  in  the  air  as  tlie  mnnic  approached, 
aud  uow  shed  over  the  rocks  and  the  lake  a  glim- 
mer as  cold  as  that  by  which  the  Dead;  in  their 
own  kingdom,  gaze  upon  each  other.  The  music, 
too,  which  appeared  to  rise  from  out  of  the  lake, 
full   of    the   breath   of    its   dark    waters,  spoke   a 

1  In  the  Innguago  of  Plato.  lIieriH*lc«.  &c.,  U>  **  restore  to 
the  M\vk\  Its  wings,**  is  the  inuia  ot^ect  huth  of  religion  aud 
philosophy. 

Damatciv$,  in  his  Life  of  Isidorus.  snys,  "  Ex  antiqulssiniis 
rhilosophis  Pythagnram  et  Ptnutnem  Isldorus  *y  Deos  ciiiait, 
et  eorum  animnt  alatai  e*$e  dixit  quas  in  liA.*ini  super- 
cocle^Urm  Inque  citnipuiii  vcritnth  et  pnituni  etevatas,  divlnis 
put.'ivit  ideis  pa<ci.**     ^pvd  Phot.  Bibiiotkee. 

•  In  irHcing  the  enrly  connection  of  spectacles  with  the 
ceremonies  of  religion.  Voltnire  snys  "  H  y  a  blen  plus;  les 
verit:ili'iC!f  grnndes  tr.-tg^^dies,  les  re|>resenlntions  iniposnntiM 
ct  terribles,  etulcnlles  inyst^res  sacres,  qn*on  c6iebrottdan* 


despondency  in  every  note  which  no  language  conU 
express ; — and  as  1  listened  to  its  tones,  and  looked 
upon  that  fallen  Spirit,  (for  such,  the  holy  man 
whispered,  was  tlie  form  before  us,)  so  entirely  6d 
the  illusion  of  the  scene  take  possession  of  me*,  that, 
with  almost  painful  anxiety,  I  now  awaited  the 
result 

Nor  had  I  gazed  long  before  that  form  rose  slovif 
from  its  drooping  position  ; — ^the  air  around  it  gr? s 
bright,  and  the  pale  meteor  overhead  assumed  a  n»n 
cheerful  and  living  light  The  veil,  which  had  be- 
fore shrouded  the  face  of  the  fi^re,  became  evcfj 
minute  more  transparent,  and  the  features,  one  bj 
one,  gradually  disclosed  themselves.  Having  tras* 
blingiy  watched  the  progress  of  the  apparition,  I 
now  started  from  my  seat,  and  half  exclaimed,  **il 
is  she !"  In  another  minute,  tliis  veil  had,  lake  t 
thin  mist,  melted  away,  and  the  younff  priestca  d 
the  Moon  stood,  for  the  third  time,  revealed  beCoii 
my  eyes ! 

To  rush  instantly  towards  her  was  my  fint  is- 
pulse— but  the  arm  of  the  Priest  held  me  fintj 
beck.  The  fresh  light,  which  had  be^n  to  flov  s 
from  all  sides,  collected  itself  in  a  flood  of  fjm 
aroimd  the  qwt  where  she  stood.  Instead  of  mdM- 
choly  music,  strains  of  the  most  exalted  rafi^v 
were  heard ;  aud  the  young  maiden,  buoyant  m  ue 
inhabitants  of  the  fairy  orb,  amid  a  t»laze  A  E^ 
like  that  which  fell  upon  her  in  the  Temple,  as- ' 
cended  slowly  into  the  air. 

"  stay,  beautiful  vision,  stay  !'*  I  exclaimed,  a. 
breaking  from  the  hold  of  the  Priest,  I  fluug  myse^  ' 
^xostrate  on  the  ground — the  only  mode  by  which  I 
could  express  the  admiration,  even  to  worsliip.  wHL  , 
which  I  was  filled.     But  the  vauishiug  spirit  htid.  i 
me  not : — receding  into  the  darkness,  like  that  art, 
whose  heavenward  track  slie  seemed   to  follow,  bcr 
form  lessened  by  degrees  away,  tiU  she  was  ski  » 
more :  while,  gazing,  till  the  last   luminous  §prd ' 
had  disappeared,  I  allowed  myself  uuconsciousiT  e 
be  led  away  by  my  reverend  guide,  who,  p)a<^ 
me  once  more  on  my  bed  of  poppy  .leaves,  left  ar 
there  to  such  repose  as  it  was  possible,  after  «jct> 
scene,  to  enjoy. 


les  plus  vastes  temples  du  ninnde,  en  presence  des  «rti 
Lnities ;  c*<^toit  Id  que  les  habits,  les  dt^cumtionK.  leMiuck  wt 
etoient  pmprcs  nn  sujet ;  etlesujetetnlt  la  vie  |ire4cnter(> 
vie  future.**     De$  divert  Chau^emens  arriTe*  4  rjM  *r 

To  these  scenic  representations  in  the  Egyptian  mpttfiK 
there  is  evidently  an  allusion  in  ilie  visitm  of  Ezeki*  I.  vbtK 
the  Bplril  shows  hirn  the  Nbominnti«ins  which  itie  l<r<«fts 
had  learned  in  FV>pt :— " Then  said  he  nnio  nie. &<nii of «■• 
hast  thou  seen  whht  the  ancients  of  the  h'mse  of  li^rMt* 
in  the  daric,  every  man  in  the  ekambrrs  mf  Ar>  iwi»f01^ 
Ch&p.  vili. 


I 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Tns  apparition  with  which  I  had  been  bleoMd  in 
Uiat  Valley  of  Visions— for  lo  the  place  where  I 
had  witnewed  theee  woudors  waa  called— brong^ht 
back  to  my  heart  all  the  hopes  and  fancies  in  which, 
dnriog  siy  descent  from  earth,  I  hud  indulged.  I 
had  DOW  seen  once  more  that  matchless  creature, 
who  had  been  my  gliding  star  into  this  mysterioua 
realm ;  and  that  she  was  destined  to  be,  in  some 
way,  connected  with  the  further  revelatioDs  that 
awaited  me,  I  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  There  was 
a  sublimity,  too,  in  the  doctrines  of  my  reverend 
teacher,  and  even  a  hope  in  the  promises  of  immor- 
tality held  out  by  him,  which,  in  spite  of  reason, 
won  insensibly  both  upon  my  fancy  and  my  pride. 

The  Future,  however,  was  now  bat  of  secondary 
comideration ;— the  P^reaentt  and  that  deity  of  the 
Present,  woman,  were  the  objects  thai  eagresssd 
my  whole  souL  It  was,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of 
such  beings  alone  that  I  eonsidered  immortality  de- 
siruble,  uos  without  them,  would  eternal  life  have 
ap|ieared  tj  me  worth  a  single  prayer.  To  every 
further  trial  of  my  patience  and  faith,  I  now  made 
up  my  mind  to  submit  without  a  murmur.  Some 
kind  chance,  I  fondly  persnadcd  mj'self,  might  yet 
bring  me  nearer  to  the  object  of  my  adoration,  and 
eiiaUe  me  to  address,  as  mortal  woman,  one 
vho  had  hitherto  been  to  me  but  as  a  vision,  a 
sliado. 

The  period  o^  my  probatioa,  however,  was  neariy 
at  an  end  Both  frame  and  spirit  had  now  stood 
the  Inal ;  and  as  the  crowning  test  of  the  purifica* 
tion  of  the  latter  was  that  power  of  seeing  into  the 
m  oriJ  '^f  spirits,  with  which  1  had  proved  myself,  in 
the  Valley  of  Visions,  to  be  endowed,  there  now 
remained,  to  complete  my  Initiation,  bat  this  one 
night  more,  when,  in  the  Temple  of  Isis,  and  in  the 
prfMenno  of  her  unveiled  image,  the  last  grand  rev- 
elation of  the  Secret  of  Secrets  was  to  be  laid  open 
to  mo. 

I  paHsed  the  morning  of  this  day  in  company  with 
the  same  venerable  persona^re  who  had,  from  the 
fiivt,  prraidcd  over  the  ceremonies  of  my  instruction  ; 
and  who,  to  inspire  me  with  due  reverence  for  the 
power  and  magnificence  of  his  religion,  now  con- 
ducted me  through  the  long  ran^  of  illuminated 
galleries  and  shrines,  that  extend  under   the  site 


»  "  B«»rnnrd,  Cnmie  de  Ir  Marchc-Trtvliwne,  inntmlt  pur 

Ifi  ierture  ilm  l>vre«  nncien*.  dit.  que  llfrniei  Ut>ava  uppi 

lablPM  iinn*«  la  vnlieedMl^ltmn,  sur  Ip^qnelle^  etnipnl  ffnrtt 

0t  yrijielpes  des  lu-t*  llberuui.**    AMm  ELgyftUnne*,    See 

JmJtUntki  d^  4lWic  Hrrm. 

*  Fi/f  nn  nccfiant  of  ibo  anlma  wtnhlp  of  the  Etryp*luM, 
iso  D*  V€,tucn  l«n  U 


npon  which  Memphis  and  the  Pyramids  stanc,  and 

form  a  ooanterpart  under  ground  to  that  mighty 

city  of  temples  npon  earth. 

He  then  descended  with  me,  still   lower,  into 

those  winding  cr}'pts,  where  lay  the  Seven  Tables 

of  stone,'  found  by  Hermes  in  the  valley  of  He- 

bron.    ^  Oh  these  tables,*'  said  he,  **  is  written  all 

the  knowledge  of  tlie  antediluvian  race — the  de- 

crees  of  the  stara  from  the  beginning  of  tune,  the 

annals  of  a  still  eariier  worid,  and  all  the  marvellous 

secrets,  both  of  heaven  and  earth,  which  would  have 

been, 

*fttfirorlhltkey. 
Lost  In  Che  Universal  Sea.'  ** 

Returning  to  iiie  region  from  which  we  had  de- 
scended, we  next  visited,  in  succeswion,  a  series  of 
small  shrines  representing  tlie  various  objects  '»f 
adoration  throughout  Egypt,  and  thus  furniatiing  to 
the  Priest  an  occasion  of  explaining  ^ht  mysterious 
nature  of  animal  worship,  and  the  reftned  doctrines 
of  theology  that  lay  veiled  under  its  fonns.  Every 
shrine  was  consecrated  to  a  particular  laith,  and 
contained  a  living  image  of  the  deity  which  it 
adored.  Beside  the  goat  of  Mendes,'  with  his  re- 
fulgent star  upon  his  breast,  I  saw  the  crocodile,  as 
presented  to  the  eyes  of  its  idolater  at  Arsino^,  with 
costly  gems'  in  its  loathsome  ears,  and  rich  brace- 
lets of  gold  encircling  its  feet  Here,  floating 
through  a  tank  in  the  centre  of  a  temple,  the  sacred 
carp  of  Lepidotum  showed  its  silvery  scales ;  while, 
there,  the  Isiac  serpentil*  trailed  languidly  over  the 
altar,  with  that  sort  of  movement  wliich  is  thought 
most  favorable  to  the  aspirations  of  their  votaries. 
In  one  of  the  small  chapels  we  found  a  beautiful 
child,  employed  in  feeding  and  watching  over  those 
golden  beetles,  which  are  adored  for  their  bright- 
ness, as  emblems  of  the  son;  white,  in  another, 
stood  a  sacred  ibis  upon  its  oedestal,  so  like,  in  plu- 
mage and  attitude,  to  the  bird  of  the  young  Priestess, 
that  most  gladly  would  I  have  knelt  down  and 
worshipped  it  for  her  sake. 

After  visiting  all  these  various  shrines,  and  hear- 
ing the  reflections  which  tliey  suggested,  I  was  next 
led  by  my  guide  to  the  Great  Hall  of  the  Zodiac,  on 
whose  ceiling  was  delineated,  in  briglit  and  undying 
colors,  tlie  map  of  tho  firmament,  as  it  appeared  at 
the  fint  dawn  of  time.  Here,  in  pointing  out  the 
track  of  the  sun  among  the  spheres,  he  spoke  of 
the  analogy  that  exists  between  moial  and  phy-  • 


I  Ifcmdotan  (Euterp.)  WWs  ns  that  the  people  about 
Thehen  and  l«nke  Mirris  krpt  a  nanitwr  of  time  cmcodiles, 
which  they  wonhlpiied,  nnd  drcAMrd  them  out  with  genit 
aad  gnMen  tirnanienls  in  their  ear*. 

4  **  On  anmiruit  bien  de  serpens  l^laqae^,  l(ir*qa*ils  foi- 
tolent  roflnuide  el  se  tralnoient  lenteaientauumr  de  Taulsl.** 


Mcal  darkness — of  the  sympathy  with  which  all 
^Niitual  creatures  regard  the  sun,  so  as  to  sadden 
and  decline  when  he  sinks  into  his  wintry  bemi- 
sphere,  and  to  rejoice  when  he  resumes  his  own 
empire  of  light  Hence,  the  festivals  and  hymns, 
with  which  most  of  the  nations  of  the  earth  are 
wont  to  welcome  the  resurrection  of  his  orb  in 
spring,  as  an  emblem  and  pledge  of  the  reascent 
of  the  soul  to  heaven.  Hence,  the  songs  of  sorrow, 
the  mournful  ceremonies' — like  those  Mysteries 
of  the  Night,*  upon  the  Lake  of  Sals— in  which 
they  brood  over  its  autumnal  descent  into  the 
shades,  as  a  typo  of  the  Spirit's  fall  into  this  world 
of  death. 

In  discourses  such  as  these  the  hours  passed 
away ;  and  though  there  was  nothing  in  the  light 
of  this  sunless  region  to  mark  to  the  eye  the  decline 
of  day,  my  own  feelings  told  me  that  the  night 
drew  near ; — nor,  in  spite  of  my  incredulity,  could 
1  refrain  from  a  slight  flutter  of  hope,  as  that  prom- 
ised moment  of  revelation  drew  nigh,  when  the 
Mystery  of  Mystcrira  was  to  be  made  all  my  own. 
This  consummation,  however,  was  less  near  than 
1  expected.  My  patience  hud  still  further  trials 
to  encounter.  It  was  necessary,  I  now  found,  that, 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  night,  I  should  keep 
watch  in  the  Sanctuary  of  the  Temple,  alone  and 
in  utter  darkness — thus  preparing  myself,  by  medi- 
tation, for  the  awful  moment,  when  the  irradiation 
from  behind  the  sacred  Veils  was  to  biuvt  upon 
me. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  we  left  the  Hall  of  the 
Zodiac,  and  proceeded  through  a  long  line  of  marble 
galleries,  where  the  lamps  were  more  thinly  scat- 
tered as  we  advanced,  till,  at  length,  we  found  our- 
selves in  total  darkness.  Here  the  Priest,  taking 
me  by  the  hand,  and  leading  me  down  a  flight  of 
steps,  into  s  place  where  the  same  deep  gloom  pre- 
vailed, said,  with  a  voice  trembling,  as  if  from  excera 
of  awe, — •*  Thou  art  uow  within  the  Sanctuary  of 
our  g^dess,  Isis,  and  the  veils,  that  conceal  her 
sacred  image,  are  before  thee  !'* 

After  exhorting  me  eurueslly  to  that  train  of 
thought  which  best  accorded  with  the  spirit  of  the 
place  where  I  stood,  and,  above  all,  to  that  full  and 
unhesitating  faith,  with  which  alone,  he  said,  the 
manifestation  of  such  mysteries  should  be  approach- 
ed, the  holy  man  took  leave  of  mc,  and  reascended 
4he  steps; — while,  so  spell-bound  did  I  feel  by 
that  deep  darkness,  that  the  lust  sound  of  his 
footsteps  died  upon  my  car,  before  I  ventured  to 


»  For  nn  account  of  the  various  festivals  at  the  diflerent 
periods  of  the  sun's  procrc«s,  in  the  spring,  and  In  the  au- 
tumn, s«'e  I)upHi$  iind  Prichard. 

*  Vide  ^Vunag.  Leg.  pro  CAnst.,  p.  138. 


stir  a  limb  from  the  position  in  which  he  had  left 


me. 


The  prospect  of  the  long  watch  I  had  now  to 
look  forward  to  was  dreadfuL  Even  danger  haelf, 
if  in  an  active  form,  would  have  been  far  pieferaUi 
to  this  sort  of  safe,  but  doll,  probation,  fay  which  pa- 
tience was  the  only  virtue  put  to  the  proof.  Havinf 
ascertained- how  far  the  space  around  me  was  lice 
from  obstaclee,  I  endeavored  to  beguile  the  time  by 
pacing  up  and  down  within  those  limits,  till  I  became 
tired  of  the  monotonous  echoes  of  my  own  tietd. 
Finding  my  way,  then,  to  what  I  felt  to  be  a 
sive  pillar,  and  leaning  wearily  against  it,  I 
dered  myself  to  a  train  of  thoughts  and  feelings,  §u 
different  from  those  with  which  the  good  Uieraphut 
had  hoped  to  inspiro  me. 

<*  If  these  priests,"  thought  I,  <*  poBxm  realty  the 
secret  of  life,  why  are  they  themselves  the  vic- 
tims of  death  7  why  sink  into  the  graTe  with  the 
cup  of  immortality  }n  their  bands  7  But  no,  safe 
boasters,  the  eternity  tHey  so  lavishly  promise  is  re- 
served for  another,  a  future  world— that  ready  rs- 
source  of  all  priestly  promises — that  depository  of  the 
airy  pledges  of  all  creeds.  Another  world  ! — alai! 
where  doth  it  lie  7  or,  what  spirit  hath  ever  come  to 
say  that  Life  is  there  7" 

The  conclusion  at  which,  half  sadly,  half  ps»> 
sionately,  1  arrived,  was  that,  life  being  but  a  dieaa 
of  the  moment  never  to  come  again,  OTery  hbm  m 
vaguely  promised  for  hereafter  ought  to  be  secured 
by  the  wise  man  here.  And,  as  no  heaven  I  had 
ever  heard  of  from  these  visionary  prieeta  opened  half 
such  certainty  of  happiness  as  that  smile  which  I 
beheld  last  night — "  Let  me,"  I  exclaimed,  impa- 
tiently, striking  the  massy  pillar  till  it  rung,  **  let  me 
but  make  that  beautiful  Priestess  my  own,  and  I 
here  willingly  exchange  for  her  every  chance  of  im- 
mortality, that  the  combined  wisdom  of  Egyptt 
Twelve  Temples  can  offer  me  I" 

No  sooner  had  I  uttered  these  words,  than  a  tne- 
mendous  peal,  like  that  of  thunder,'  rolled  over  the 
Sanctuary,  and  seemed  to  shake  its  very  walls.  On 
every  side,  too,  a  succession  of  blue,  vivid  flttbei 
pierced,  like  lances  of  light,  through  the  glotun,  re- 
vealing to  me,  at  intervals,  the  mighty  dome  in 
which  I  stood — its  ceiling  of  azure,  studded  with 
stars — its  colossal  columns,  towering  aloft, — and 
those  dark,  awful  veils,  whose  mossy  drapery  hung 
from  the  roof  to  the  floor,  covering  tlie  rich  gloi>JS 
of  the  Shrine  beneath  their  folds. 

So  weary  had  I  grown  of  my  tedious  watch,  that 


*  Sec,  for  some  nurions  remarks  on  the  motfe  of  Imitatinf 
thunder  and  lightninjr  In  the  ancient  mysteries,  De 
torn.  1.  p.  3*23.    The  machine  with  which  these  eflacis 
produced  un  the  stage  was  called  a  Cemnnoscope. 
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thii  stormy  and  fitful  illumination,  during  which  the 
Sanctuary  seemed  to  rock  to  its  base,  was  by  no 
means  an  unwelcome  interruption  of  the  monoto- 
nous trial  my  patience  had  to  suffer.  AAer  a  Bh<»t 
interval,  however,  the  flushes  ceased; — the  sounds 
died  dway,  like  exhausted  thunder,  through  the  abyss, 
and  darkness  and  silence,  like  that  of  the  grave, 
fucc^eded. 

Resting  my  back  once  more  against  the  pillar, 
and  fixing  my  eyes  upon  that  side  of  the  Sanctuary 
fnm  which  the  promised  irradiation  was  to  burst,  1 
now  resolved  to  await  the  awful  moment  in  patience. 
Rengued,  and  almost  immoveable,  I  had  remained 
thus  for  nearly  another  hour,  when  suddenly  along 
tho  edges  of  the  mighty  Veils,  I  perceived  a  thin  rim 
of  light,  as  if  from  some  brilliant  object  under  them ; 
■  resembling  that  border  which  encircles  a  cloud  at 
sunset,  when  the  rich  radiance  from  behind  is  es- 
caping at  its  edges. 

This  indication  of  concealed  glories  grew  every 
instant  more  strong ;  till,  at  last,  vividly  marked  as 
it  was  upon  the  darkness,  the  narrow  fringe  of  lustre 
almost  puined  the  eye — giving  promise  of  a  fulness 
of  Render  too  bright  to  be  endured.  My  expecta- 
tions were  now  wound  to  the  highest  pitch,  and  all 
the  skepticism,  into  which  I  had  been  cooling  down 
my  mind,  was  forgotten.  The  wonders  that  had 
been  presented  to  me  since  my  descent  from  earth- 
that  glimpse  into  Elysium  on  the  first  night  of  my 
eoming — those  visitants  from  the  land  of  Spirits  in 
Che  mysterious  valley — all  led  me  to  expect,  in  this 
last  and  bnghtest  revelation,  such  visions  of  glory 
and  ^  nowledge  as  might  transcend  even  fancy  itself, 
noi  n  ave  a  doubt  that  they  belonged  less  to  earth 
than  i»eaven. 

Wi  lie,  with  an  imagination  thus  excited,  I  stood 
waiting  the  result,  an  increased  gush  of  light  still 
more  awakened  my  attention ;  and  I  saw  with  an 
intenseness  of  interest,  which  made  my  heart  beat 
aloud,  one  of  the  corners  of  the  mighty  Veil  raised 
riowly  from  the  floor.  I  now  felt  that  the  Great 
Secret,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  at  hand.  A  vagne 
hope  even  crossed  my  mind — so  wholly  had  imagina- 
tion now  resumed  her  empire — that  the  splendid 
promise  of  my  dream  was  on  the  very  point  of  being 
realized! 

With  surprise,  however,  and,  for  the  moment, 
with  some  disappointment,  I  perceived,  that  the 
massy  comer  of  the  Veil  was  but  lifted  si^&ciently 
irom  the  ground  to  allow  a  female  figure  to  emerge 
ilrom  under  it — and  then  fell  over  its  mystic  splendors 
as  utteriy  dark  ns  before.  By  the  strong  light»  too, 
that  issued  when  the  drapery  was  raised,  and  illu- 
minated the  profile  of  the  emerging  figure,  I  either 
saw,  or  fancied  that  I  saw,  tiie  same  bright  features 
that  had  already  so  often  mocked  me  with  their  mo- 
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mentary  charm,  and  seemed  destined,  indeed,  to 
haunt  my  fancy  as  unavailingly  as  even  the  fond, 
vain  dream  of  Immortality  itself. 

Dazzled  as  1  had  been  by  that  short  gush  of 
splendor,  and  distrusting  even  my  senses,  when 
under  the  influence  of  so  much  excitement,  1  had 
but  just  begun  to  question  myself  as  to  the  reality 
of  my  impression,  when  I  heard  the  sounds  of 
light  footsteps  approaching  me  through  the  gloom. 
In  a  second  or  two  more,  the  figure  stopped  before 
me,  and,  placing  tho  end  of  a  riband  gently  in  my 
hand,  said,  in  a  tremulous  whiq)er,  "  follow,  and  be 
silent" 

So  sudden  and  strange  was  tlie  adventure,  that, 
for  a  moment,  I  hesitated — fearing  that  my  eyea 
might  possibly  have  been  decerved  as  to  the  object 
they  had  seen.  Casting  a  look  towards  the  Veil, 
which  seemed  bursting  with  its  luminous  secret,  I 
was  almost  doubting  to  which  of  the  two  chances 
I  should  commit  myself,  when  I  felt  the  riband  in 
my  hand  pulled  softly  at  the  other  extremity.  This 
movement,  like  a  touch  of  magic,  at  once  decided 
me.  Without  any  further  deliberation,  I  yielded 
to  the  silent  summons,  and  following  my  guide, 
who  was  already  at  some  distance  before  mo, 
foi\nd  myself  led  up  the  same  flight  of  marble  steps, 
by  which  the  Priest  had  conducted  me  into  the 
Sanctuary.  Arrived  at  their  summit,  1  felt  the 
pace  of  my  conductress  quicken,  and  giving  one 
more  look  to  the  Veiled  Shrine,  whose  glories  we 
left  burning  uselessly  behind  us,  hastened  onward 
into  the  gloom,  full  of  confidence  in  the  belief,  that 
she,  who  now  held  the  oUier  end  of  that  clue,  was 
one  whom  I  was  ready  to  follow  devotedly  through 
the  worid. 


CHAPTER  XL 

With  such  rapidity  was  I  hurried  along  by  my 
unseen  guide,  full  of  wonder  at  tlie  speed  with 
which  she  ventured  through  these  labyrinths,  that 
I  had  but  little  time  left  for  reflection  npon  the 
strangeness  of  the  adventure  to  which  I  had  com- 
mitted myself.  My  knowledge  of  the  character 
of  the  Memphian  priests,  as  well  as  some  fearful 
rumors  that  had  reached  me,  concerning  the  fate 
that  often  attended  unbelieven  in  their  hands, 
awakened  a  momeutar}'  su8pi<*ion  of  treachery  in 
my  mind.  But,  when  I  recalled  lht>  face  of  my 
guide,  as  I  had  seen  it  in  the  small  chapel,  with 
that  divine  look,  the  very  memory  of  which  brought  { 
purity  into  the  heart,  I  found  my  suspicions  all  vaniali,   j 
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aiid  felt  shame  at  haying  harbored  them  but  an 
imitAnL 

In  the  mean  while,  our  rapid  coufm  continued 
without  any  iiitemiptton,  through  windings  even 
more  capriciously  intricate^  than  any  I  had  yet 
passed,  and  whose  thick  gloom  seemed  never  to 
have  been  broken  by  a  single  glinwier  of  light 
My  unseen  conductress  was  still  at  some  distance 
before  me,  and  the  slight  clue,  to  which  I  clung 
as  if  it  were  Destiny's  own  thread,  was  »tiU  kept, 
by  the  speed  of  her  course,  at  full  stretch  between 
us.  At  length,  suddenly  stopping,  she  said,  in  a 
breathless  whiHper,  "  Seat  thyself  here ;"  and,  at 
the  same  moment,  led  me  by  the  hand  to  a  sort  of 
low  car,  in  which,  obeying  her  bri6f  command,  I 
lost  not  a  moment  in  placing  myself,  while  the 
maiden,  no  \tm  promptly,  took  her  seat  by  my 
side. 

A  sudden  click,  like  the  touching  of  a  spring,  was 
then  heard,  and  the  car — which,  as  I  hod  felt  in 
entering  it,  leaned  half>way  over  a  steep  descent 
—on  being  let  loose  from  its  station,  shot  down, 
almost  perpendicularly,  into  the  darkness,  with  a 
rapidity  which,  at  first,  nearly  deprived  me  of 
breath.  The  wheels  slid  smoothly  and  noiselessly 
in  grooves,  and  the  impetus,  which  the  car  ac- 
quired in  descending,  was  sufficient,  I  perceived, 
to  carry  it  up  an  eminence  tliat  succeeded — Cram 
the  summit  of  which  it  again  rushed  down  another 
declivity,  even  still  more  long  and  precipitous 
thun  the  former.  In  this  manner  we  proceeded, 
by  alternate  fails  and  rises,  till,  at  length,  from  the 
last  and  steepest  elevation,  the  car  descended  upon 
a  level  of  deep  saud,  where,  after  running  for  a 
few  yards,  it  by  degrees  lost  its  motion,  and 
stopped. 

Here  the  maiden,  alighting  again,  placed  the 
riband  in  my  hands — and  again  I  followed  her, 
though  with  more  slowness  and  difficulty  than 
before  as  our  way  now  led  up  a  flight  of  damp 
and  time-worn  steps,  "whose  ascent  seemed  to  the 
wearied  and  insecure  foot  interminable.  Per- 
ceiving with  what  languor  my  guide  advanced,  I 


1  Tn  addiilon  tu  the  nccnnnts  which  the  ancients  hnve  leA 
ntofthe  iinMlitiioui  excHvattons  In  all  parts  of  Egypt — the 
flAeen  hundretl  chambers  under  the  Labyrinth — the  tubtcrra- 
nean  stible^t  of  the  Thcbaid,  containing  a  thousand  hurses — 
the  cry|)is  o(  Upi^er  E^ypt  {Ntiislng  under  the  tied  uf  the  Nile, 
Ice.  &c.— the  Rtorics  and  traditions  current  among  the  Arabs 
still  preserve  the  memory  of  those  wonderful  substructions. 
**Vn  Ambe,"  says  Paul  Lucas,  "  ^ui  litoitavec  nous,  m*assura 
qu*^uini  entre  ituirefois  dnns  le  I^ibyrinthe,  il  avoit  marchi 
dans  les  chniiibressouK^mines  Ju^quVn  un  lieuou  II  yavolt 
niie  crande  plHce  envinmn^e  de  ptusiears  niches  qui  resseni- 
bloit  a  de  petites  boutiques,  d'ou  Ton  entruit  dans  d*aatres 
allecti  et  dans  chHmbrcs,  sans  pouv(»ir  en  tnmvcr  la  fin."  in 
speaking.  Utt^  of  the  arcades  along  the  Nile,  near  Cossclr, 
**  Hi  Die  dircnt  m6me  que  ces  souterralnet  violent  si  profondet 


was  on  the  point  of  making  an  efiut  to  MMt  bcr 
progress,  when  the  creak  oC  an  aptning  dooi 
above,  and  a  faint  gleam  of  light  which,  at  the 
some  moment,  jihone  upon  her  figure,  oppraed  so 
that  we  were  at  lart  arrived  withm  teach  of  mm* 
■hine. 

Joyfully  I  followed  throu^  tliio  opening,  uid,  by 
the  dim  light,  could  discern,  that  we  were 
the  sanctuary  of  a  vast,  ruined 
entered  by  a  secret  passage  under  the  pedestal,  qiin 
which  an  image  of  the  idol  of  the  place  once  HBoi 
The  first  movement  of  the  young  maiden*  after 
closing  agtiin  the  portal  under  tlie  pedestal^  ww^ 
wiUiout  even  a  single  look  towards  me,  to  CMt  bar- 
self  down  upon  her  knees,  with  her  hands  dvped 
and  uplifled,  as  if  m  tlianksgiviug  or  prayer.  Bet 
she  was  unable,  evidently,  to  sustain  benelf  in  thii 
position; — ^her  strength  could  bold  oat  no  lungei: 
Overcome  by  agitation  and  fatigue,  die  sunk  sesse- 
lees  upon  the  pavement 

Bewildered  ^as  1  was  myself,  by  the  strange  eveals 
of  the  night,  I  stood  for  some  minutes  looking  npoa 
her  in  a  state  of  helplessness  and  alarm.  But,  rs- 
minded,  by  my  own  feverish  seosations,  of  the 
reviving  efiiects  of  the  air,  1  raised  her  gently  in  my 
arms,  and  croanug  tlie  corridor  that  sunoondsJ 
the  sanctuary,  found  my  way  to  the  outer  vestibulB 
of  the  Temple.  Here,  shading  her  eyes  hom  tbs 
sun,  I  placed  her,  reclining  upon  the  steps,  wbeie 
the  cool  north -wind,  then  blowing  freshly  between 
the  pillars,  might  play,  with  free  draught,  over  bcr 
brow. 

It  wais,  indeed — as  I  now  saw,  with  ceitaiutj— 
the  same  beautifiU  and  mysterious  girl,  who  had 
been  the  cause  of  my  descent  into  that  8ubterraBe«B 
world,  and  who  now,  under  such  strange  and  nsac- 
countable  circumstances,  was  my  guide  back  agiia 
to  the  realms  of  day.  I  looked  around  to  discerer 
where  we  were,  and  beheld  such  a  scene  of  grio- 
deur,  as,  could  my  eyes  have  been  then  attracted  to 
any  object  but  the  pale  form  reclining  at  my  side, 
might  well  have  induced  tliem  to  dwell  on  its  qrfea- 
did  beauties. 


qn*ll  y  en  avoient  qui  alloldnt  4  trolt  Jonrs^es  4s  U,  si  qs^ils 
conduhuient  dans  an  pays  oii  Von  voyoii  de  bsanz  jar^sSi 
qu'on  y  trouvoit  de  belies  oiaiaons,**  Ate.  dec 

See  also  In  M.  Qitatrfmire*M  Mimmirt*  smr  FEgfpUs  tnas. 
1.  p.  149.,  an  account  of  a  sabterraneRn  rsaervAir.  saM  to  kan 
been  discovered  at  Kais«  and  of  the  ezpedlUoa  ■adcnakcs 
by  a  party  of  (lertons.  In  a  long  aarruw  boat,  liir  the  fwrposs 
of  exploring  it.  "Leur  voyage  avoU  etc  de  six  Jniin,  <ioa: 
les  quatre  premiers  furent  emplnyea-  k  peaetrer  les  bofds; 
les  deux  antres  k  revenir  aa  Hen  d*ott  Ha  etnleBt 
Pend:int  tout  cet  Intervaile  Us  ne  (mfent  aneiodie  Test 
t6  du  bassia.  L^Anilr  Ala-eddin-Tambnya,  goavuaeai  #• 
Behnesa,  ^crivU  ces  details  aL  tattaa,  qnl  ea  fat 
ment  surpris.** 
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I  was  now  standtngf,  I  found,  on  the  simII  « 
hi  the  centre  of  Lake  Mosris  f  and  that  nnetuary, 
woere  we  had  juat  emerged  iioni  darkneoB,  formed 
p^rt  of  the  rains  of  an  ancient  temple,  which  was, 
(as  I  have  since  learned,)  in  the  grander  days  of 
Mijmphis,  a  place  of  piJfrrimage  for  wonhippen 
ftom  all  parts  of  ESgypt  The  fair  Lake,  itself,  oat 
of  whose  waters  once  rose  pavilions,  palaces,  and 
even  k>fty  pyramids,  was  still,  though  divested  of 
many  of  these  wonders,  a  scene  of  interest  and 
splendor  such  as  the  whole  world  could  not  equal 
While  the  shores  still  sparicled  with  mansions  and 
temples,  that  bore  testimony  to  the  luxury  of  a  Ihnng 
race* — the  voice  of  the  Past,  speaking  out  of  un* 
numbered  rains,  whose  summits,  here  and  there,  rose 
blackly  above  the  wave,'  told  of  times  long  fled,  and 
generations  long  swept  away,  before  whose  giant 
remains  all  the  glory  of  the  present  stood  humbled. 
Over  the  southern  bank  of  the  Lake  hung  the  dark 
relies  of  the  Labyrinth ; — its  twelve  Royal  Palaces, 
representing  the  mansions  of  the  Zodiac — its  thun* 
dering  portals'  and  constellated  halls,  having  left 
nothing  now  behind  but  a  few  frowning  rains, 
which,  contrasted  with  the  soft  groves  of  acacia  and 
dive  around  them,  seemed  to  rebuke  the  luxuriant 
smiles  of  nature,  and  threw  a  melancholy  grandeur 
over  the  whole  scene. 

The  effects  of  the  air,  in  reanimating  the  young 
Ptiestcfls,  were  less  speedy  than  I  had  expected  v— 
her  eyes  were  still  closed,  and  she  rennained  pale 
and  insensible.  Alarmed,  I  now  rested  her  bead 
(which  had  been,  for  some  time,  supported  by  my 
arm)  against  the  base  of  one  of  the  columns,  with 
my  cloak  for  its  pillow,  while  I  hastened  to  procure 
some  water  from  the  I^ake.  The  temple  stood  high, 
and  the  descent  to  tho  shore  was  precipitous.  But, 
my  Epicurean  habits  having  but  little  impaired  my 
activity,  I  soon  descended,  with  Uie  lightness  of  a 
desert  deer,  to  the  bottom.  Here,  plucking  from  a 
Mly  bean-tree,  whose  flowen  stood,  shining  like 
gokl.  above  the  water,  one  of  those  large  hollowed 
leaves  that  serve  as  cups*  for  the  Hebes  of  the  Nile, 
I  filled  it  from  the  Lake,  and  hurried  ba-:V  with  the 
cool  draught  towards  the  Temple.  It  was  not, 
however,  without  some  difficulty  that  I  at  last  sue* 
ceeded  in  bearing  my  rustic  chalice  steadily  up  the 
steep ;  more  than  once  did  an  unlucky  slip  waste 

>  The  position  here  given  to  Lake  Mosrii,  la  making  It  the 
ImoMdiate  boondiiry  of  the  city  of  Memphis  to  the  Mmth, 
ennetponds  exactly  with  the  site  assigned  to  It  by  Malilet  :— 
**  Memphis  a voit  enenre  i  son  midi  nn  vaste  reservoir,  pnr  oA 
loet  ea  qnl  peat  servlr  4  la  comiiKMlltA  et  A  Pagremenl  de  la 
vie  tal  Atolt  voitore  abondamment  de  tnutes  les  parties  da 
TBgypts.  Ce  lac  qal  la  tsrmlnoit  de  ce  o6ie-IA,**  Jtc.  Ace— • 
Tom.  lU  p.  7. 

•  **  Ob  volt  sor  la  rive  orientale  des  antiqoltAs  qui  soot 
pmsqne  enti^reoient  sons  les  saoz.'*— Bsfzesj. 


all  its  contents,  and  as  often  did  I  return  impatieBily 
to  refill  it 

During  this  time,  the  young  maklen  was  fait 
recovering  her  animatkm  and  conseionsneas ;  and, 
at  the  moment  when  I  appeared  above  the  edge  of 
the  steep,  was  just  rising  from  the  steps,  with  her 
hand  pressed  to  her  forehead,  as  if  oonAisedly  re- 
calh'ng  the  recollection  of  what  had  occnned.  No 
■ooner  dki  she  observe  me,  tlian  a  short  cry  of  alarm 
broke  from  her  lips.  Looking  anxiously  romd, 
as  though  she  sought  for  protection,  and  half- 
aodiUy  ottering  the  words,  •<  Where  is  he  f  she 
made  an  effiirt,  as  I  approached,  to  ntreat  into 
the  Templo. 

Already,  however,  I  was  by  her  side,  and  taking 
her  hand,  as  she  toraed  away  from  me,  gently  hi 
mine,  asked,  *'  Whom  dost  tho«  seek,  firii  rrieateasr 
•—thus,  for  the  first  tine,  breaking  the  silence  9he 
had  enjoined,  and  in  a  tone  that  might  have  re- 
assured the  most  timid  spirit  But  my  words  had 
no  effect  in  calming  her  apprehension.  Trembling, 
and  with  her  eyes  still  averted  towards  the  Temple, 
she  continued  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  alarm,— 
** Where  ean  he  be?— that  venerable  Athenian, 
that  philoaopher,  who  — " 

**  Here,  here,"  I  exclaimed,  anxknisly,  intemipt- 
ing  her— ^*  behold  him  still  by  thy  side— the  «une, 
the  very  same,  who  saw  thee  steal  from  ander  the 
Veils  of  the  Sanctuary,  whom  thou  hast  gvkled  by 
a  clue  through  thoee  labyrinths  below,  and  who 
now  only  waits  his  command  from  those  lips,  to  de- 
vote himself  through  life  and  death  to  thy  aervice.'' 
As  I  spoke  these  words,  she  tuned  slowly  round, 
and  looking  timidly  in  my  face,  while  her  own 
burned  witli  blushes,  sakl,  in  a  tone  of  donbt  and 
wonder,  **  Thou !"  and  then  hid  her  eyes  in  her 
hands. 

I  knew  not  how  to  interpret  a  receptkm  so  nn- 
expected.  That  some  miitake  or  disappointment 
had  occurred  was  evident ;  but  so  inexplicable  dki 
the  whole  adventure  appear  to  me,  that  it  was  in 
vain  to  think  of  unravelling  any  part  of  it  Weak 
and  agitated,  she  now  tottered  to  the  steps  of  the 
Temple,  and  tliere  seating  herself,  with  her  fore- 
head against  the  cold  marble,  seemed  ior  some 
moments  absorbed  in  the  most  auxraus  thought; 
while  silent  and  watchful  I  awaited  her  dedswn, 

*  **  Qoorandam  aatem  domoram  (in  LabirriBtho)  tails  eat 
sitas,  at  adaperientibns  fores  tonitraum  Intoa  lerrlblla  ex* 
btsL**— P/iay. 

*  8tn^.  Acenrdlnf  to  the  French  translator  of  Btrabo, 
It  was  the  (hilt  of  the  /«*«  JEffpti^M,  aoi  the  leaf,  that  was 
aied  for  this  porpose.  *'  Le  cif«*fcev,**  he  says,  **  devoit 
s*entendre  de  la  capsule  on  fruit  de  cette  pinnte,  dont  les 
Egyptiens  se  servnlent  comroe  d*an  vase,  imaglnant  one  l*saa 
da  Nil  y  devenoit  dcUciense.** 
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thoughi  at  the  same  time,  with  a  feeling  which  the 
result  proved  to  be  prophetic — that  my  destiny 
was;  from  thenceforth,  linked  inseparably  with  hers 

The  inward  struggle  by  which  she  was  agitated, 
though  violent,  was  not  of  long  continuance.  Start- 
ing suddenly  from  her  seat,  with  a  look  of  terror  to- 
wards the  Temple,  as  if  the  fear  of  immediate  pur- 
suit had  alone  decided  her,  she  pointed  eagerly  to- 
wards the  East,  and  exclaimed,  "To  the  Nile, 
without  delay  T'— clasping  her  hands,  after  she  had 
thus  spoken,  with  the  most  suppliant  fervor,  as  if  to 
soften  the  abruptness  of  the  mandate  she  had  given, 
and  appealing  to  me  at  the  same  time,  with  a 
look  that  would  have  taught  Stoics  themselves 
tenderness. 

I  lost  not  a  moment  in  obeying  the  welcome 
command.  With  a  thousand  wild  hopes  naturally 
crowding  upon  my  fancy,  at  the  thoughts  of  a 
voyage,  under  such  auq>ices,  1  descended  rapidly  to 
the  sliore,  and  hailing  one  of  those  boats  that  ply 
upon  the  Lake  for  hire,  arranged  speedily  for  a 
passage  down  the  canal  to  the  Nile.  Having  learn- 
ed, too,  from  the  boatmen,  a  more  easy  path  up  the 
rock,  I  hastened  back  to  the  Temple  for  my  fair 
charge;  and,  without  a  word  or  look,  that  could 
alarm,  even  by  its  kindness,  or  disturb  the  innocent 
confidence  which  she  now  evidently  reposed  in  me, 
led  her  down  by  the  winding  path  to  the  boat 

Every  thing  around  looked  sunny  and  smiling 
as  we  embarked.  The  morning  was  in  its  first 
freshness,  and  t)ie  path  of  the  breeze  might  clearly 
bo  traced  over  the  Lake,  as  it  went  wakening  up 
the  waters  from  their  sleep  of  the  night  Trie  gay, 
golden-winged  birds  that  haunt  these  shores,  were, 
in  every  direction,  skinmiiug  along  the  Lake  ;  while, 
with  a  graver  consciousness  of  beauty,  the  swan 
and  the  pelican  were  seen  dn^sing  their  white 
plumage  in  the  mirror  of  its  wave.  To  add  to 
the  liveliness  of  the  scene,  there  came,  at  intervals, 
on  the  breeze,  a  sweet  tinkling  of  musical  instru- 
ments from  boats  at  a  distance,  employed  thus 
early  in  pursuing  the  fish  of  these  waters,'  that 
allow  themselves  to  be  decoyed  into  the  nets  by 
music. 

Tlie  vessel  I  had  selected  for  our  voyage  was  one 
of  those  small  pleasure-boats  or  yachts^ — so  much 
in  use  among  the  luxurious  navigatore  of  the  Nile— 
in  the  centre  of  which  rises  a  pavilion  of  cedar  or 
cypress  wood,  adorned  richly  on  the  outside,  with 
religious  emblems,  and  gayly  fitted  up,  within,  for 
feasting  and  repose.  To  the  door  of  this  pavilion  I 
nuW  led  my  companion,  and,  after  a  few  wrrds  of 


>  JSi/iM.  lib.  vi  'Ji. 

tCalleii  Thulaiiieges,  from  the  pavilkin  na  the  deck. 


kindness — tempered  cautiously  with  as  maub  ic* 
serve  as  the  deep  tendemees  of  my  feeling  towaii& 
her  would  admit — left  her  to  court  tliat  restonng 
rest,  which  the  agitation  of  her  spirits  so  modi 
required. 

For  myself,  though  repose  was  hardly  less  ncoes' 
sary  to  me,  the  state  of  ferment  in  which  I  hai 
be^n  so  long  kept,  appeared  lo  render  it  hopelew. 
Having  thrown  myself  on  the  deck  of  the  vessel, 
under  an  a'wning  which  the  sailors  bad  raised  for 
me,  I  continued,  for  some  hours,  in  a  soil  of  vagoe 
day-dream — sometimes  passing  in  review  the  scenes 
of  that  subterranean  drama,  and  sometimes,  with 
my  eyes  fixed  in  drowsy  vacancy,  receiving  paaave* 
ly  the  impressions  cf  the  bright  scenery  through 
which  we  passed. 

The  banks  of  the  canal  were  then  luzariantly  | 
wooded.  Under  the  tufts  of  the  light  and  towenaff 
palm  were  seen  the  orange  ana  he  citron,  inter- 
lacing their  boughs;  while,  here  and  there,  huge 
tamarisks  thickened  the  shade,  and,  at  the  very 
edge  of  the  bank,  the  willow  of  Babylon  stood  bend- 
ing its  graceful  branches  into  the  water.  Oc- 
casionally, out  of  the  depth  of  tliese  groves,  there 
shone  a  small  temple  or  pleasure-hooso  ;  while,  now 
and  then,  an  opening  in  tlieir  line  of  foliage  aUewcd 
the  eye  to  wander  over  extensive  fiekb*  all  covered 
with  beds  of  those  pale,  sweet  roses,*  lor  which  this 
district  of  Egypt  is  so  celebrated. 

The  activity  of  the  morning  hour  w^as  vanfale  in 
every  direction.  Flights  of  doves  and  lapwii^ 
were  fluttering  among  the  leaves ;  and  the  white 
heron,  which  had  been  roosting  all  night  in  some 
date-tree,  now  stood  sunning  its  wings  upon  tlw  ; 
green  bank,  or  floated,  like  living  salTer,  over  the  | 
flood.  The  flowers,  too,  both  of  land  and  water, 
looked  all  just  freslily  awakened  ; — and,  most  of  all, 
the  superb  lotus,  which,  having  risen  along  with  the 
sun  from  the  wave,  was  now  holding  up  her  chsliee 
for  a  full  draught  of  his  light 

Such  were  the  scenes  that  now  succeanvely  pre- 
sented themselves,  and  mingled  with  the  vague  rev- 
eries that  floated  through  my  mind,  as  our  boat, 
with  its  high,  capacious  sail,  swept  along  the  flood. 
Though  the  occurrences  of  the  last  few  days  could 
not  but  appear  to  me  one  continued  series  of 
wonders,  yet  by  far  the  greatest  marvel  of  all  was, 
tJiat  she,  whose  first  look  had  sent  wildfire  into  mj 
heart — whom  I  had  thought  of  ever  since  with  a 
restlessness  of  passion,  that  would  have  dared  all 
danger  and  wrong  to  obtain  its  object — sW  «w 
now  at  tliis  moment  resting  sacredly  within  thd 


s  As  April  U  the  seasoo  for  gathering  thefs  ns^ts  (set 
Multe-BruiCM  Econvmtcal  Caltmdar,)\3M  Epicoreao  x«ldanCi 
of  coan»e,  mean  to  say  that  be  saw  them  actually  la 
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paviUon.  while  ^ardin^  lior,  eyen  from  mytelf,  I 
lay  motiooiMB  at  its  thretliold. 

Meanwhile,  the  Bun  had  reached  hb  meridian 
height  The  busy  hum  of  the  morning  had  died 
gradaally  away,  and  all  around  was  sleeping  in  the 
hot  stillnofls  of  noon.  The  Nile-gooee,  haying  fold- 
ed up  her  splendid  wings,  was  lying  motionless  on 
thf  shadow  of  the  sycamores  in  the  water.  Eyen 
the  nimble  lizards  upon  the  bank'  appeared  to  moye 
less  nimbly,  as  the  li^ht  fell  on  their  gold  and  azure 
hues.  Overcome  as  I  was  with  watching,  and 
weary  with  thoujrht,  it  was  not  long  before  1 
yielded  to  the  becalming  influence  of  the  hour. 
Looking  fixedly  at  the  payilion — as  if  once  more  to 
assure  myself  that  I  was  in  no  dream  or  trance,  but 
that  the  young  Egyptian  was  really  there — I  felt 
my  eyes  close  as  I  gazed,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
■unk  into  a  profound  sleep. 


i 


CHAPTER  XIL 


It  was  by  the  canal  through  which  we  now 
•ailed,*  that,  in  the  more  prosperous  days  of  Mem- 
phis, the  commerce  of  Upper  Egypt  and  Nubia  was 
transported  to  her  magnificent  Lake,  and  from  thence, 
haying  paid  tribute  to  the  queen  of  cities,  was  poured 
forth  again,  through  the  Nile,  into  the  ocean.  The 
couTM  of  this  canal  to  the  river  was  not  direct,  but 
ascending  in  a  southeasteHy  direction  towards  the 
Said;  and  in  calms,  or  with  adverse  winds,  the 
pesmge  was  tedious.  But  as  the  breeze  was  now 
blowing  freshly  from  the  north,  there  was  every 
prospect  of  our  reaching  the  river  before  nightfall. 
Rapidly,  too,  as  our  galley  swept  along  the  flood, 
its  motion  was  so  smooth  as  to  he  hardly  felt ;  and 
the  quiet  gurgle  of  the  wateri,  and  the  drowsy  song 
of  the  boatman  at  the  prov,  were  the  only  sounds 
that  disturbed  the  deep  silence  ^  'hich  prevailed. 

The  sun,  indeed,  had  neariy  sunk  behind  the 
Libyan  hills,  before  the  sleep,  into  which  these 
sounds  had  contributed  to  lull  me,  was  broken ;  and 
the  first  object  on  which  my  eyes  rested,  in  wa- 
king, was  that  fair  young  Priestcoo  seated  within  a 
poreh  which  shaded  the  door  of  the  payilion,  and 


ttOT  et  razor  brlllent  en  bnndes  Inn^tndlnnlefl  sar 
lenr  enrpa  entler,  et  leur  queue  est  da  pi  as  bsaa  tilea  ee  leste.** 

*  **  Ua  eanal,**  fsys  MaillH,  **  trfts-profond  et  tris-laife  y 
voltnmlt  lea  eaaz  du  Nil.** 

*  **  Anctenneanent  on  portnlt  leu  eanz  da  Nil  joM|a*4  das 
coatni—  fcft  <ilnlgn«e«,  et  sartoat  ehos  let  prtaceMe*  da  mng 
tfss  Pt<rfoite«,  BUifieet  dan*  des  faniiUe*  ttmotirea.**— i>« 


bending  intently  over  a  small  volume  that  lay  im- 
rolled  on  her  lap^ 

Her  face  was  but  half-turned  towards  me ;  and 
as  she,  once  or  twice,  raised  her  eyes  to  the  warm 
sky,  whose  light  fell,  softened  through  the  trellis, 
over  her  cheek,  I  found  all  those  feelings  of  rever* 
ence,  which  she  had  inspired  me  with  in  the  chapel, 
return.  There  was  even  a  purer  and  holier  charm 
around  her  countenance,  thus  seen  by  the  natural 
light  of  day,  than  in  those  dim  and  unhallowed  re- 
gions below.  Bhe  was  now  looking,  too,  direct  to 
the  gioriou*  ^y,  and  her  pure  eyes  and  that  heav- 
en, so  worthy  of  each  other,  met 

After  contemplating  her  for  a  few  moments,  with 
little  less  than  adoration,  1  rose  gently  from  my 
resting-place,  and  approached  the  pavilion.  But  the 
mere  movement  had  startled  her  from  her  devotkm. 
and,  blnshing  and  confused,  she  covered  the  volnme 
with  the  folds  of  her  rotie. 

In  the  art  of  winning  upon  female  confidence,  I 
had  long,  of  coarse,  been  schooled ;  and,  now  that 
to  the  lessons  of  gallantry  the  lnspiratk>B  of  kyve  was 
added,  my  ambition  to  please  and  to  interest  could 
hardly  fail,  it  may  be  supposed,  of  success.  I  snoa 
found,  however,  how  much  less  fluent  is  the  heart 
than  the  fancy,  and  how  very  different  may  be  the 
operations  of  making  love  and  feeling  it  In  the 
few  words  of  greeting  now  exchanged  between  us, 
it  was  evident  that  the  gay,  the  enterprising  Epi- 
curean was  little  less  embarrassed  than  the  secluded 
Prieatess ; — and,  after  one  or  two  ineffectual  eflforts 
to  converse,  the  eyes  of  both  turned  bashfully  away, 
and  we  relapsed  into  silence. 

From  this  situation — the  result  of  timidity  on  one 
side,  and  of  a  feeling  altogether  new  on  the  other— 
ve  were,  at  length,  relieved,  after  an  interval  of 
estrangement,  by  the  boatmen  announcing  that  the 
Nile  was  in  sight  The  countenance  of  the  young 
ESgyptian  brightened  at  this  intelligence;  and  the 
smile  with  which  I  congratulated  her  upon  the  speed 
of  our  voyage  was  responded  to  by  another  from  her, 
so  full  of  gratitude,  that  already  an  instinctive  sym- 
pathy seemed  established  between  u& 

We  were  now  on  the  point  of  entering  that  saered 
river,  of  whose  sweet  waters  the  exile  drinks  in  his 
dreams-^for  a  draugtit  of  whose  flood  the  rojral 
daughters  of  the  Ptolemies,*  when  far  away,  on  for- 


The  water  thus  conveyed  tn  other  lands  was,  as  we  may 
collect  from  Jevenal.  chiefly  laieaded  for  the  ose  of  the 
Tsoiples  of  Isis,  establlsbed  In  those  eooairiss. 

81  Candida  Jasserit  lo, 
Ibit  ad  iEfyptI  flneni,  ealldiiqae  petltas 
A  Meroi  pnrtHMt  aqoat,  at  siwrfai  la  ede 
Isidli,  anHqoo  qvm  proxioia  aaiflt  ovUt 
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eifn  thronos,  haye  been  known  to  sigh  in  the  midst 
of  their  splendor.  As  our  boat,  with  slackened  sail, 
was  gliding  into  the  current,  an  inquiry  from  the 
boatmen,  whether  they  sliould  anchor  for  the  night 
in  the  Nile,  first  reminded  me  of  the  ignorance  in 
which  I  still  remained,  with  respect  to  the  motiTO  or 
destination  of  our  voyage^  Embarrassed  by  their 
qqestion,  I  directed  my  eyes  towards  the  Priestess, 
whom  I  saw  waiting  for  my  answer  with  a  look  of 
anxiety,  which  this  silent  reference  to  her  wishes  at 
once  dispelled  Unfolding  eagerly  thn  volume  with 
which  I  had  seen  her  so  much  occupied,  she  took 
from  between  its  folds  a  small  leaf  of  papyrus,  on 
which  there  appeared  to  be  some  faint  lines  of  draw- 
ing, and  after  looking  upon  it  thoughtfully  for  a 
few  moments,  placed  it,  with  an  agitated  hand,  in 
mine. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  boatmen  had  taken  in  their 
sail,  and  the  yacht  drove  slowly  down  the  river  with 
the  current ;  while,  by  a  light  which  had  been  kin- 
dled at  sunset  on  the  deck,  I  stood  examining  the 
leaf  that  the  Priestess  had  given  me— her  dark  eyes 
fixed  anxiously  on  my  countenance  all  the  while. 
The  lines  traced  upon  the  papyrus  were  so  faint  as  to 
be  almost  invisible,  and  I  was  for  some  time  wholly 
unable  to  form  a  conjecture  as  to  their  import  At 
length,  however,  I  succeeded  in  making  out  that 
they  were  a  sort  of  map,  or  outline*— traced  slightly 
and  unsteadily  with  a  Memphian  reed— of  a  part 
of  that  mountainous  ridge  by  which  Upper  Egypt  is 
bounded  to  the  east,  together  with  the  names,  or 
rather  emblems,  of  the  chief  towns  in  its  immediate 
neighborhood. 

It  was  thither,  I  now  saw  clearly,  that  the  young 
Priijstess  wished  to  pursue  her  course.  Without 
further  delay,  therefore,  I  ordered  the  boatmen  to 
set  our  yacht  before  the  wind,  and  ascend  the  cur- 
rent My  command  was  promptly  obeyed:  the 
white  sail  again  rose  into  the  region  of  the  breeze, 
and  the  satisfaction  that  beamed  in  every  feature 
of  the  fair  Egyptian  showed  that  the  quickness  with 
which  I  had  attended  to  her  wishes  was  not  unfelt 
by  her.  The  moon  had  now  risen ;  and  though  the 
current  was  against  us,  the  Etesian  wind  of  the 
season  blew  strongly  up  the  river,  and  we  were  soon 
floating  before  it,  through  the  rich  plains  and  groves 
of  the  Said. 


1  **  Le  non  da  inaStrs  7  6toit  6crlt,  peadaot  la  nnlt,  •■ 
lettres  de  fevk,**—MaiUH. 

9  Cnlled  AlassonlM.    For  Ibelr  brluleneu  Martial  U  an 
authority  :— 

Tolle,  paer,  callcet,  tepidiqae  toreumata  NiU, 
£t  mlbi  secnri  pocnU  trade  inano. 
*'8an>  parler  ici  des  coupen  d*un  verre  portd  Jnfl|n*Ala 
piiittl^.'  da  crystal,  nl  de  celles  qu*(»n  app«luit  Alassontes,  et 


The  love  with  whkh  this  simple  girl  Imd  t 
me,  was  partly,  perhaps,  Irom  the  mystic 
and  situations  in  wh«ch  I  had  seen  her,  not  aunin- 
gled  with  a  tinge  of  su^erstitioas  awe,  under  tha  m- 
fluence  of  which  I  felt  the  natural  booyancy  of  ray 
spirit  repressed.  The  few  words  that  had  passed 
between  us  on  the  subject  of  our  route  had  some- 
what loosened  this  spell ;  and  what  I  wanted  of  vi- 
vacity and  confidence  was  more  than  oomponsated 
by  the  tone  of  deep  sensibility  which  love  had  awa- 
kened in  their  place. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far,  before  the  glittering 
of  lights  at  a  distance,  and  the  shooting  np  of  fire- 
works, at  intervals,  mto  the  air,  qyprized  as  that  we 
were  then  appioaehing  one  of  thoee  night-faaa,  or 
marts,  which  it  is  the  custom,  at  thia  eeaaon*  to  boU 
upon  the  Nile.  To  me  the  scene  warn  familiar;  bat 
to  my  young  companion  it  was  evidently  a  new 
world ;  and  the  mixture  of  alarm  and  delight  with 
which  she  gazed,  irom  under  her  veil,  npon  the 
busy  scene  into  which  we  now  sailed,  gave  an  air 
of  innocence  to  her  beauty,  which  still  moie  he^t- 
eued  its  every  charm. 

It  was  one  of  the  widest  parts  of  the  river ;  aod 
the  whole  surface,  from  one  bank  to  the  other,  was 
covered  with  boats.  Along  the  banka  of  a  greca 
island,  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  lay  anchored  the 
galleys  of  the  principal  tradei»— large  floating  ba- 
laars,  bearing  each  the  name  of  its  owner,'  embla- 
zoned in  letters  of  flame,  upon  the  stem.  Over 
their  decks  were  spread  out,  in  gay  confusioo,  the 
products  of  the  loom  and  needle  of  Egypt — ^rich  car- 
pets of  Memphis,  and  likewise  those  variegated  veils, 
for  which  the  female  embroiderecs  of  the  Nile  are  so 
celebrated,  and  to  which  the  name  of  Cleopatra  leodi 
a  traditional  charm.  In  each  of  the  other  galleys  was 
exhibited  some  branch  of  Egyptian  workjnanoh^fH* 
vases  of  the  fragrant  porcelain  of  On— cups  of  that 
frail  crystal,'  whose  hues  change  like  those  of  tho 
pigeon's  plumage— enamelled  amulets  graven  with 
the  head  of  Anubis,  and  necklaces  and  bracelets  of 
the  black  beans  of  Abyssinia.' 

While  Commerce  was  thus  displaying  her  variow 
luxuries  in  one  quarter,  in  every  other,  the  spirit  of 
Pleasure,  in  all  its  countless  shapes,  awarmed  over 
the  waters.  Nor  was  the  festivity  confined  to  the 
river  alone ;  as  along  the  banks  of  the  islaad*  and  oa 


qa*on  suppose  aToir  repr^senM  dss  flgarra  dmil  lea  cookon 
changenient  salvant  Tanpecl  sons  Icquel  on  lea  ivf:ankiiL  i 
pea  pr6s  cooinie  ce  qu'oo  nomaie  vutgaireneni  gtrgt-de- 
figecn**  Ice. — />«  Paum. 

*  The  bean  of  the  Glydae,  which  is  ao  beaatifU  aa  lo  te 
Strang  Into  oeckkacas  aod  brareleUh  is  seoernlly  kaowa  k| 
the  name  of  the  l»iack  beaa  of  Abyaslola. —  yirtHftr 
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the  flhiyres,  illuminated  mannons  were  seen  giittering^ 
thimif^h  the  trees,  from  whence  Bounds  of  mosio  and 
merriment  came.  In  some  of  the  boats  were  tmnds 
of  minstrels,  who,  fh)m  time  to  time,  answered  each 
ether,  like  echoes,  across  the  wave ;  and  the  notes 
cf  the  lyre,  he  flageolet,  and  the  sweet  lotos-wood 
flute/  weri>  heard,  in  the  pauses  of  revelry,  dying 
•long  the  waters. 

Meanwhile,  from  other  boats  stationed  in  the  least 
lifted  places,  the  workers  of  fire  sent  forth  their 
wonders  into  the  air.  Bursting  out  suddenly  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  in  the  very  exuberance  of  joy, 
these  sallies  of  flame  appeared  to  reach  the  sky,  and 
there,  breaking  into  a  shower  of  sparkles,  shed  such 
«  splendor  around,  as  brightened  even  the  white 
Arabian  hilte— making  them  shine  as  doth  the  brow 
of  Mount  Atlas  ai  night,*  when  the  fire  from  his  owa 
bosom  is  playing  arqund  its  snows. 

The  opportunity  this  mart  afllbrded  us,  of  provid- 
ing ourselves  with  some  less  remarkable  habili- 
ments than  those  in  which  we  had  escaped  (twn 
that  nether  world,  was  too  seasonable  not  to  be 
gladly  taken  advantage  of  by  both.  For  myself, 
the  strange  mystic  garb  which  I  wore  Was  suffi- 
ciently concealed  by  my  Grecian  mantle,  which  I 
had  fortunately  thrown  round  me  on  the  night  of 
my  watch.  But  the  thin  veil  of  my  companion 
was  a  far  less  efficient  disguise.  She  had,  Indeed, 
flung  away  the  golden  beetles  from  her  hair ;  but 
the  sacred  robe  of  her  order  was  still  too  visible,  and 
the  stars  of  the  bandelet  shone  brightly  through  her 
veiL 

Most  gladly,  therefore,  did  she  avail  herself  of 
tins  opportunity  of  a  change  ;  and,  as  she  took  from 
not  a  casket — ^which,  with  the  volume  I  had  seen 
her  readmg,  appeared  to  be  her  only  treasure — a 
small  jewel,  to  give  in  exchange  for  the  simple  gar- 
ments she  had  chosen,  there  fell  out,  at  the  same 
time,  the  very  cross  of  silver  which  I  had  seen  her 
kiss,  as  may  be  remembered,  in  the  monumental 
ehapel,  and  which  was  afterwards  pressed  to  my 
own  lips.  This  link  between  us,  (for  such  it  now 
appeared  to  my  imagination,)  called  up  again  in  my 
heart  all  the  burning  feelings  of  that  moment ; — 
and,  had  I  not  abruptly  turned  away,  my  agitation 
would  have  but  too  plainly  betrayed  itself. 

The  object,  for  which  we  had  delayed  in  this  gay 
aoeiie,  having  been  accomplished,  the  sail  was  again 

1  See  JL  rUUimu  mi  tk*  muuual  inatrmwteuU  tf  lk$ 

*  iotinmM  ipeaks  of  the  tnowy  tammlt  of  Monnt  Atlaa 
gntterfng  with  diiMie«  at  oiglit.  In  the  aeeoQnt  of  the  Peri- 
plas  of  Hiiaao,  a«  well  as  In  thai  of  Eudoxiu,  we  read,  that 
as  Uiriw  navlfntort  were  coastlof  this  port  of  Africa,  tor* 
nasi  ef  Nfhl  wsrs  seen  to  fall  on  the  sea. 

•  *Fer  locTymas,  vero,  Isidit  Intelllfo  efflnvia  qoadan 


spread,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  course  up  the 
river.  The  sounds  and  the  lights  we  had  left  be- 
hind died  gradually  away,  and  we  now  floatea 
along  in  moonlight  and  silence  once  more.  Sweet 
dews,  worthy  of  being  called  **  the  tears  of  Isis,*** 
fell  refreshingly  through  the  air,  and  every  plant 
and  Hower  sent  its  firagrence  to  meet  them.  The 
wind,  just  strong  enough  to  bear  us  smoothly 
against  the  current,  scarce  stirred  the  shadow  of 
the  tamaiiMCs  on  the  water.  As  the  inhabitants 
from  all  quarters  were  collected  at  the  night-fair, 
the  Nile  was  more  than  usually  still  and  solitary 
Such  a  silence,  indeed,  prevailed,  that,  as  we  glid<  d 
near  the  shore,  we  could  hear  the  rustling  of  the 
acacias,*  as  the  tiiameleons  ran  up  their  stems.  It 
was,  altogether,  such  a  night  as  only  the  climate  of 
ESg}'pt  can  boast,  when  the  whole  scone  ai^  und  lies 
lulled  in  that  sort  of  bright  tranquillity,  which  may 
be  imagined  to  light  the  slumbers  of  those  happy 
spirits,  who  are  said  to  rest  in  the  Valley  of  the 
Moon,*  on  their  way  to  heaven. 

By  soch  a  light,  and  at  roch  an  hour,  seated,  side  . 
by  nde,  on  the  deck  of  that  bark,  did  we  pursue 
our  course  up  the  lonely  Nile— each  a  mystery  to 
the  other— our  thoughts,  our  objects,  our  very  names 
a  secret ; — separated,  too,  till  now,  by  destinies  so 
diffijrent ;  the  one,  a  gay  voluptuary  of  the  Gar- 
den of  Athens ;  the  other,  a  secluded  Priestess 
of  the  Temples  of  Memphis; — and  the  only 
relation  yet  established  between  us  beiig  that 
dangerous  one  of  love,  passionate  love,  on  one  side, 
and  the  most  feminine  and  confidhig  dependence  on 
the  other. 

The  passing  adventure  of  the  night-fair  had  not 
only  dispelled  a  little  our  mutual  reserve,  but  had 
luckily  furnished  us  with  a  subject  on  which  we 
conld  converse  without  embarrassment  From  this 
topic  I  took  care  to  lead  her,  without  any  inter- 
ruption, to  others — being  fearful  lest  our  former 
mience  should  return,  and  the  music  of  her  voice 
again  be  lost  to  me.  It  was  only,  indeed,  by  thu>) 
indirectly  unburdening  my  heart  that  I  was  enabled 
to  avoid  the  disclosure  of  all  I  thou^^hl  and  felt ; 
and  the  restless  rapidity  with  which  I  fiew  from 
subject  to  subject  was  but  an  eflfbrt  to  escape  from 
the  only  one  in  which  my  heart  was  really  inter- 
ested. 

**  How  bright  and  happy,"  said  I — pointing  up 


Lane,  qalbos  taatem  vim  videntor  tribuitse  Jc^ptl.**  .^a- 
hUmMku—He  Is  of  opinion  that  the  superstitiun  of  the  JWm- 
f«,  or  rolfaculous  drop,  is  a  relic  of  the  venemUon  paid  lo 
the  dews,  as  the  tears  of  bts. 

4  TraveU  •/  Cmpiain  MangUs. 

•  PiuUreJL  Dvfuig,  timi.  z.  The  Uanleheans  held  rho 
same  belief.— See  Btaiuotrt^  p.  SOS 
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to  Sothis,  the  fair  Star  of  the  Waters,'  which  wai 
just  tlien  shining  brilliantly  over  our  heads — "  How 
bright  and  happy  this  world  ought  to  be,  if,  as  your 
Egyptian  sages  assert,  yon  pure  and  beautiful  lu- 
minary was  its  birth-star  !***  Then,  still  leaning 
back,  and  letting  my  eyes  wander  over  the  firma- 
ment, as  if  seeking  to  disengage  ther  from  the  fas- 
cination which  they  dreaded — "  To  he  study,"  I 
exclaimed,  *'  for  ages,  of  skies  like  this,  may  the 
pensive  and  mystic  character  of  your  nation  be 
traced.  That  mixture  of  pride  and  melancholy 
which  naturully  arises  at  the  sight  of  those  eternal 
lights  shining  out  of  darkness ; — that  sublime,  but 
saddened,  anticipation  of  a  Future,  which  steals 
sometimes  over  the  soul  in  the  silence  c^  such  an 
hour,  when,  1  hough  Death  appears  to  reign  in  the 
deep  stillness  of  earth,  there  are  yet  thoso  beacons 
of  Immortality  burning  in  the  sky." 

Pausing,  as  I  uttered  the  word  "immortality," 
with  a  sigh  to  think  how  little  my  heart  echoed  to 
my  lips,  I  looked  in  the  facei  of  my  compuuion, 
and  saw  that  it  had  lighted  up,  as  I  spoke,  into  a 
glow  of  holy  animation,  such  as  Faith  alone  gives ; 
— such  as  Hope  herself  wears,  when  she  is  dream- 
ing of  heaven.  Touched  by  the  contrast,  and  gaz- 
ing upon  her  with  mournful  teudemeas,  I  found  my 
arms  half  opened,  to  clasp  her  to  my  heart,  while 
the  words  died  away  inaudibly  upon  my  lips, — 
"  Thou,  too,  beautiful  maiden !  must  thou,  too,  die 
forever?* 

My  self-command,  I  felt,  had  nearly  deserted 
me.  Rising  abruptly  from  my  seat,  I  walked  to 
the  middle  of  the  dock,  and  stood,  for  some  mo- 
ments, unconsciousb  gazing  upon  one  of  those  fires, 
which — according  to  the  custom  of  all  who  travel 
by  night  on  the  Nile — our  boatmen  had  kindled, 
to  scare  away  tlie  crocodiles  from  the  vessel.  But 
it  was  in  vuiu  that  I  endeavored  to  compose  my 
spirit.  Every  effort  I  made  but  more  deeply  con- 
vinced me,  that,  till  the  myntery  which  hung  round 
thnt  maiden  should  be  solved — till  the  secret,  with 
which  my  own  bosom  labored,  should  be  disclosed — 
it  was  fruitless  Co  attempt  even  a  semblance  of  tran- 
quillity. 

My  resolution  was  therefore  taken  ; — to  lay  open, 
at  once,  tiie  feelings  of  my  own  heart,  as  far  as 
such  revcalment  might  be  hazarded,  without  start- 
ling the  timid  innocence  of  my  companion.  Thus 
resolved,  I  resumed  my  seat,  with  more  com- 
posure, by  her  side ;  and  taking  from  my  bosom 
the  small  mirror  which  she  had  dropped  iu  the 
Temple,  and  which  I  had  ever  since  worn  sus 
pended  round  my  neck,  presented  it  with  a  trom- 


'^  'r^po^wyoy  is  the  epitho    applied  to  tbia  star  by  Piw 
Utrek.  tU  Isid. 


bling  hand  to  her  Tiew.    Th^  boatmen  had  joit  ' 
kindled  one  oi  theu'  night-fires  near  oa,  and  ita  light,  ■ 
as  she  leaned  forward  to  look  at  the  miiror,  feO  d|^ 
on  her  face. 

The  quick  blush  of  surpriae  with  which  she  r»- 
cognised  it  to  be  hers,  and  her  look  of  baahfol  yet  . 
eager  inquiry,  in  raising  her  eyes  to  mine,  were  ap>  , 
peals  to  which   I  was  not,  of  course,  tardy  in  an-  i 
swering.    Beginning  with  the  first  moment  when  I  ; 
saw   her  in  the  Temple,  and  passing   haatilr,  but 
with  words  that  bumeo  ha  they  went,  over  the  ibh  ; 
preesion  which  she   had   then  left  upon  my  heart  I 
and  fancy,  I  proceeded  to  describe  the  paiticalan  ! 
of  my  descent  into  the  pyramid — my  surprise  aai  I 
adoration  at  the  door  of  the  chapel — my  eneonntsr 
with  the  Trials  of  Initiation,  so  mysterioaBiy  pi^  ' 
pared  for  me,  and  all  the  various  visionary  wonden  < 
I  had  witnessed  in  that  region,  t^l  the  moment  whea  ] 
I  had  seen  her  stealing  from  under  Uie  Veils  to  tp- 
proach  me. 

Though,  in  detailing  these  events,  I  had  said  bat  • 
little  of  the  feelings  they  hud  awakened  in  ms— 
though  my  lips  had  sent  back  many  a  aentence,  on- 
uttered,  there  was  still  enough  that  could  neither  be  • 
subdued  nor  disguised,  and  which,  like  that  light 
from  under  the  veils  of  her  own  Isis,  glowed  throogli  ' 
every  word  that   I  spoke.     When  I    told  ef  the  I 
scene  in  the  chapel— of  the  «]ent  interview  whiek  '. 
I  had  witnessed  between  the  dead  and  the  living  j 
the  maiden  leaned  down  her  head  and  wept,  as 
from  a  heart  full  of  tears.     It  seemed  a  pl.msare  ts  ' 
her,  however,  to  listen ;  and,  when  she  looked  at  ! 
me  again,  thero  was  an  earnest  and   afiectjonate  ' 
cordiality  in  her  eyes,  as  if  the  knowledge  of  ny  ' 
having  been  present  at  that  mournful  scene  bad  ; 
opened  a  new  source  of  sympathy  and  intelligeBes 
between  us.     So  neighboring  are  the   fountains  of 
Love  and  of  Sorrow,  and  so  imperceptibly  do  they 
often  mingle  their  stream& 

Little,  indeed,  as  I  was  guided  by  art  or  design,  ia 
my  manner  and  conduct  towards  this  innocent  girl, 
not  all  the  most  experienced  gallantry  of  the  Gar- 
den could  have  dictated  a  policy  half  so  aedoctivs 
as  that  which  my  new  master,  Love,  now  tangtit 
me.  The  same  ardor  which,  if  shown  at  onoe,  sad 
without  reserve,  might  probably  have  staitkd  a 
heart  so  little  prepared  for  it,  beiaj^  now  checked 
and  softened  by  the  timidity  of  real  lore,  won  its 
way  without  alarm,  and,  when  most  diffident  of 
success,  was  then  most  surely  on  its  way  to  triumph. 
Like  one  whose  slumbers  are  gradually  broken  by 
sweet  music,  the  maiden*s  heart  was  awakened  { 
without  being  disturbed.    She  followed  the  couiss  i 


'  'H  £w0ca'(  aMireX^  ycvMCwc 
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of  tiie  chaim,  uncunecious  whither  it  led,  nor  was 
eren  aware  of  the  flame  she  had  lighted  in  another's 
bosom,  till  startled  by  the  reflection  of  it  glimmering 
in  her  own. 

Impatient  as  I  was  to  appeal  to  her  generosity 
and  sjrmpathv,  for  a  nmilar  proof  of  confidence  to 
that  which  I  had  just  given,  the  night  was  now  too 
far  advanced  for  me  to  impose  upon  her  such  a  task. 
After  exchanging  a  few  words,  in  which,  though 
little  met  the  eai.  *here  was,  on  both  sides,  a  tune 
and  manner  that  spoke  far  more  than  language,  we 
took  a  lingering  leave  of  each  other  for  the  night, 
^th  every  prospect,  I  fondly  hoped,  of  being  still 
together  in  our  dream& 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

It  was  so  near  the  dawn  of  ddy  wiien  we  parted 
that  we  found  the  sun  nnking  westward  when  we 
rejoined  each  other.  The  smile,  so  frankly  cordial, 
with  which  slie  met  nie,  might  have  been  taken  for 
tliO  greeting  of  a  loiig-mellowed  friendship,  did  not 
the  blush  and  the  cast-down  eyelid  that  followed 
betray  symptoms  of  a  feeling  newer  and  less  calm. 
For  myself,  lightened  as  I  was,  in  some  degree,  by 
tlie  avowal  which  I  had  made,  I  was  yet  too  con- 
scious of  the  new  aspect  thus  given  to  our  intercourse, 
not.  to  feel  some  little  alarm  at  the  prospect  of  re- 
turning to  the  theme.  We  were  both,  therefore, 
alike  willing  to  allow  our  attention  to  be  diverted, 
by  the  variety  of  stranc**  objects  that  presented 
themselves  on  the  way,  from  a  subject  that  evidently 
both  were  alike  unwilling  to  approach. 

The  river  was  now  all  stirring  vvith  commerce 
and  life.  Every  instant  we  met  with  boats  dnscend- 
ing  the  current,  so  wholly  independent  of  aid  from 
•ail  or  oar,  that  the  mariners  sat  idly  on  the  deck  as 
they  shot  along,  either  singing  or  playing  upon  their 
double-reeded  pipes.  The  greater  number  of  these 
boats  came  laden  with  those  large  emeralds,  from 
the  mine  in  the  desert,  whose  colors,  it  is  said,  are 
brightest  at  the  full  of  the  moon ;  while  some  brought 
cargoes  of  frankincense  from  the  acacia  groves  near 
the  Red  Sea.  On  the  decks  of  others,  that  had  been, 
•8  we  learned,  to  the  Golden  Mountains'  bey<«nd 


:  Vide  WUf9rd  m  Rfypt  and  the  JiTiU,  Asiatic  Resean  ben. 
**  A  I'^ptique  de  la  rroe  le  Nil  Vert  charrle  les  ftlniiclies 
4*aB  bolt  qal  a  ane  odeur  semblable  h  colle  de  Tencent.* 
^■scmwrt. 


Syene,  wero  heaped  blocks  and  fragments  of  that 
sweet-smelling  wood,*  which  is  yeariy  washed  down* 
by  the  Green  Nile  of  Nubia,  at  the  season  df  the 
floods. 

Our  companions  up  the  stream  were  far  leoi  nn- 
merous.  Occasionally  a  boat,  returning  lightened 
from  the  fair  of  last  night,  shot  rapidly  past  us,  with 
those  high  sails  that  catch  every  breeze  from  over 
the  hills ; — while,  now  and  then,  we  overtook  one 
of  those  barges  full  of  bees,'  that  are  sent  at  this 
season  to  colonize  the  gardens  of  the  «outh,  and 
take  advantage  of  the  first  flowers  after  the  intmda- 
tk>n  has  passed  away. 

For  a  short  time,  this  conhlant  vi^AAy  of  objects 
enabled  us  to  divert  so  fur  our  conversation  as  to 
keep  it  from  lighting  upon  the  one,  sole  subject, 
round  which  it  constantly  hovered.  But  the  effort, 
as  might  be  expected,  was  not  long  successful.  As 
evening  advanced,  the  whole  scene  became  more 
solitary.  We  less  frequently  ventured  to  look  upon 
each  other,  and  our  intervals  of  ulcuce  grew  more 
long. 

It  was  near  sunset,  when,  in  passing  a  small 
temple  on  the  shore,  whose  porticoes  were  now  full 
of  the  evening  light,  we  saw  issuing  from  a  thicket 
of  acanthus  near  it,  a  train  of  young  maidens  grace* 
fully  linked  together  in  the  dance  by  stems  of  the 
lotus  held  at  arms'  lengtli  jetween  them.  Their 
tresses  were  also  wreathed  with  this  gay  emblem 
of  the  season,  and  in  such  profusion  were  its  white 
flowers  twisted  around  their  waists  and  arms,*  that 
they  might  have  been  taken,  as  they  lightly  boimded 
along  *He  bank,  for  Nymphs  of  the  Nile,  then  freshly 
risen  from  their  btright  gardens  under  the  wave. 

After  lookmg  for  a  few  minutes  at  this  sacred 
dance,  the  maiden  lumed  away  her  eyes,  with  a 
look  of  pain,  as  if  the  remembrances  it  recalled 
were  of  no  welcome  nature.  This  momentary  re- 
trospect, this  glimpse  into  the  past,  appeared  to  offtr 
a  sort  of  clue  to  the  secret  for  which  I  panted  ;-— 
and  accordingly  I  proceeded,  as  gradually  and  deli- 
cately as  my  impatience  would  allow,  to  avail  my- 
self of  the  opening*  Her  own  frankness,  however, 
relieved  me  from  the  embarrassment  of  much  ques- 
tioning. She  appeared  even  to  feel  that  the  confi- 
dence I  sought  was  due  to  me ;  and  beyond  the 
natural  hesitation  of  maidenly  nuxiesty,  not  a  shade 
of  reserve  or  evasion  appeared. 

To  attempt  to  repeat,  in  her  own  touching  words, 
the  simple  story  which  she  now  related  to  me,  would 


*  *'On  !e«  volt  enmme  Jadit  eaetllir  dans  les  champs  des 
tIfM  da  lotus,  tiftnes  da  d>  bordeiiient  et  presafet  de  PaboB- 
dnnee;  lit  •*envel<»p|ient  let  bmt  etlecitrpsavec  les  InnfiMS 
ttfss  fleorfe*,  et  parciiarent  les  rues,**  kx.'-'DuerifUtm  4$t 
Tntkmux  4e»  Rmt^  pmr  M,  GmIsx. 


be  like  endeavoring  to  note  down  some  unpremedita- 
ted ■tram  of  mim3,  with  all  those  fugitive  graces, 
those  felicities  of  the  moment,  which  no  art  ran  re- 
store, as  they  tiret  met  the  ear.  From  a  feeliug,  too, 
of  humility,  she  had- omitted  in  her  short  narrative 
several  particulars  relatmg  to  herself,  which  I  after- 
wards learned ; — while  others,  not  less  hnportant, 
she  but  slightly  passed  over,  from  a  fear  of  ofiending 
the  prejudices  of  her  heathen  hearer. 

I  shull,  therefore,  give  her  story,  not  as  she,  her- 
self, sketched  it,  but  as  It  was  afterwards  filled  up  by 
a  pious  and  venerable  hand — ^far,  far  more  worthy 
than  mine  of  beiug  awociated  with  the  memory  of 
such  purity. 


STORY  OF  ALETHE. 

"  Thk  mother  of  this  maiden  was  the  beautiful 
Theora  of  Alexandria,  who,  though  a  native  of  that 
city,  was  descended  from  Grecian  parents.  When 
very  young,  Theora  was  one  of  the  seven  maidens 
selected  to  note  down  the  discourMS  of  the  eloquent 
Oriflfen,  who,  at  that  period,  presided  over  the  School 
of  Alexandria,  and  was  in  all  the  fulness  of  his  fame 
both  among  Pagans  and  Christians.  Endowed  richly 
with  the  learning  of  both  creeds,  he  brought  the 
natural  light  of  philosophy  to  illustrate  the  mysteries 
of  faith,  and  was  then  only  proud  of  his  knowledge 
of  the  wisdom  of  this  world,  wlien  he  found  it  min- 
ister usefully  to  the  triumph  of  divine  truth. 

"  Although  he  had  courted  m  vain  the  crown  of 
martyrdom,  it  was  held,  through  his  whole  life,  sus- 
pended over  his  head ;  and,  in  more  than  one  per- 
secution, he  had  shown  himself  cheerfully  ready  to 
die  for  that  holy  faith  which  he  lived  but  to  testify 
and  uphold.  On  one  of  these  occasions,  his  tor- 
mentors, having  habited  him  like  an  Egyptian  priest, 
placed  him  upon  the  steps  of  the  Temple  of  Serupis, 
and  commanded  that  he  should,  in  the  manner  of 
the  Pagan  ministers,  prei^nt  palm-branches  to  the 
multitude  who  went  up  into  the  shrine.  But  the 
courageous  Christian  disappointed  their  views.  Hold- 
ing forth  the  branches  with  an  unshrinking  hand,  he 
cried  aloud,  *  Come  hither,  and  take  the  branch, — 
not  of  au  Idol  Temple,  but  of  Christ* 

"  So  indefatigable  was  this  learned  Father  in  h» 
studies,  that,  while  composing  his  Commentary  on 
the  Scriptures,*  he  was  attended  by  seven  scribes  or 
notaries,  who  relieved  each  other  in  recording  the 
dictates  of  his  eloquent  tongue ;  while  the  same 
i    Dum*jor  of  young  females,  selected  for  the  beauty  of 
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their  penmanship,  were  employed  in  arranging  and 
transcribing  the  precious  leaves. 

*'  Among  the  scribes  so  selected,  was  the  taa 
young  Theora,  whose  parents,  though  attached  Ut 
the  Pagan  worship,  were  not  unwilling  to  profit  by 
tlie  accomplishments  of  their  daughter,  thi»  oocopkd 
in  a  task,  which  they  looked  on  as  purely  meduuii- 
caL  To  the  maid  herself,  however,  her  emptoyineBt 
brought  far  other  feelings  and  consequences.  She 
read  anxiously  as  she  wrote,  and  the  divine  trutfan 
so  eloquently  illustrated,  found  tlieir  way,  by  de- 
grees, from  the  page  to  her  heart  DetriJy,  too,  ai 
the  written  words  affected  her,  the  discoorses  frooi 
the  lips  of  the  great  teacher  himself,  which  she  had 
frequent  opportunities  of  hearing,  sunk  still  more 
deeply  into  her  mind.  There  was,  at  once,  a  sub- 
limity and  gentleness  in  his  views  of  religion,  which, 
to  the  tender  hearts  and  lively  innaginations  of  wo- 
men, never  failed  to  appeal  with  convincing  power. 
Accordingly,  the  list  of  his  female  pupils  was  na- 
merous ;  v  uu  the  names  of  Barbara,  Juliana,  Henb, 
and  others,  bear  honorable  testimony  to  his  influence 
over  tliat  sex. 

"  To  Theora  the  feeling,  with  which  h»  disooiiDM 
inspired  her,  was  like  a  new  soul — a  conscMKnofSi 
of  spiritual  existence,  never  before  felL  By  tbs 
eloquence  of  the  comment  she  was  awakened  iato 
admiration  of  the  text ;  and  when,  by  the  ^ifMin— 
of  a  Catechumen  of  the  school,  who  had  been  struck 
by  her  innocent  zeal,  she,  for  the  first  time,  became 
posa^^tsor  of  a  copy  of  the  Scriptives,  site  could  net 
sleep  lor  thinking  of  her  sacred  trensiiro.  With  a 
mixture  of  pleasure  and  fear  she  hid  it  from  all  eyes, 
and  was  like  one  who  had  received  a  divine  gueit 
under  her  roof,  and  felt  fearful  of  betraying  its  (S- 
vinity  to  the  world. 

**  A  heart  so  awake  would  have  been  with  esse 
secured  to  the  faith,  had  her  opportunities  of  heamg 
the  sacred  word  continued.  But  circumstances 
arose  to  deprive  her  of  this  advantage.  Tlie  nuld 
Origen,  long  harassed  and  thwarted  in  bis  labois  by 
tlie  tyranny  of  Demetrius,  Bishop  of  Alexandria, 
was  obliged  to  relinquish  his  school  and  fly  fitm 
Eg>'pt  The  occupation  of  the  fair  scribe  was, 
therefore,  at  an  end :  her  intercourse  with  the  fol- 
lowers of  the  new  faith  ceased  ;  and  the  growing  en- 
thusiasm of  her  heort  gave  way  to  more  wi^kily 
impressions. 

"  Among  other  earthly  frtelings,  love  conduced 
not  a  little  to  wean  Iter  thoughts  from  the  true 
religion.  While  still  very  young,  she  became  the 
wife  of  a  Greek  adventurer,  who  had  c<Mne  to 
Eg)'pt  as  a  piux:haser  of  that   rich   tapestry,*  ia 

*         Nnn  ego  pnctulerlm  Babylonica  ptcta  tapttfiie 
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iibieh  the  neediM  of  Persia  are  rivalled  by  the 
looms  if  the  Nile.  Having  taken  hit  young  bride 
to  Memphis,  which  was  still  the  great  marl  of  this 
la^erchaodise,  he  there,  in  the  midst  of  his  speeu* 
lat'ons,  died — leaving  bis  widow  on  the  point  of 
bocomiug  a  mother,  while,  as  yet,  but  in  ber  nine« 
tAenth  year. 

**  For  single  and  unprotected  females,  it  has 
been,  at  all  times,  a  favorite  resource,  to  seek  for 
employment  in  the  service  of  some  of  those  great 
temples  by  which  so  large  a  portion  of  the  wealth 
and  power  of  Egypt  is  absorbed.  In  most  of 
these  institutions  there  exists  an  order  of  Priest* 
esses,  which,  though  not  hereditary,  like  that  of  the 
Priests,  is  provided  for  by  ample  endowments,  and 
confers  that  dignity  and  station,  with  whioh»  in  a 
government  so  theocratic.  Religion  is  sure  to  tnvc«t 
even  ber  humblest  handmakbu  From  the  general 
policy  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis,  we  may 
take  for  granted,  that  an  accomplished  female,  like 
Theora,  fouud  but  little  difficulty  in  being  elected 
one  of  the  Priestesses  of  Isis;  and  it  was  hi  the 
service  of  the  subtennnean  shrines  that  ber  ministry 
chiefly  lay. 

**  Here,  a  month  or  two  alter  her  admission,  she 
gave  birth  to  Alethe,  who  first  opened  her  eyes 
among  the  unholy  pomps  and  spectouK  miracles  of 
this  mysterious  region.  Though  Theora,  ns  we  have 
seen,  had  been  diverted  by  other  feehngs  (rom  tmr 
first  enthusiasm  for  the  Christian  faith,  b\e  had 
never  wholly  forgot  the  impression  then  made  upon 
her.  The  sacred  volume,  which  the  pious  Cato* 
cbumen  had  given  her,  was  still  treasured  with 
care ;  and,  though  she  seldom  opened  its  pages, 
there  was  always  an  idea  of  sanctity  associated 
with  it  in  her  memory,  and  often  would  she  sit  to 
look  upon  it  with  reverential  pleasure,  recalling 
the  happiness  slie  had  felt  when  it  was  first  made 
ber  own. 

**  The  leisure  of  lier  new  retreat,  and  the  k>ne 
melancholy  of  widowhood,  led  her  still  more  fre- 
quently to  iudulger  in  such  thoughts,  and  to  recur 
to  those  consoling  truths  which  she  had  heard  in 
the  school  of  Alexandria.  She  now  began  to  peruse 
eagerly  the  sacred  volume,  drinking  deep  of  the 
fountain  of  which  she  before  but  tasted,  and  feeU 
.  ing — what  thousands  of  mourners,  since  her,  have 
felt — ^that  Christianity  is  the  true  and  only  religion 
of  the  sorrowful. 

**  This  study  of  ber  secret  hours  became  still  more 
dear  to  her,  as  well  from  the  peril  with  which,  at 
that  period,  it  was  attended,  as  from  the  necessity 

1  De  Paow,  who  dilTers  la  opinkm  ftoin  those  who  snp- 
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she  felt  herself  under  of  concealing  from  those 
around  her  the  precious  light  that  had  been  thou 
kindled  m  ber  own  heart  Too  timid  to  encounter 
the  fierce  perMoution  which  awaited  all  who  were 
suspected  of  a  leaning  to  Christianity,  slie  continued 
to  officiate  in  the  pomps  and  ceremonier  of  the 
Temple ; — though,  oiteu,  with  such  remorse  of  soul, 
that  slie  woald  pause,  in  the  midst  of  the  rites,  and 
pray  mwardly  to  God,  that  he  would  forgive  this 
profanation  of  his  Spirit 

**  In  the  mean  time  ber  daughter,  tlie  young 
Alethe,  grew  up  still  lovelier  than  heraelf,  and  added, 
every  hour,  both  to  her  happiness  and  her  fears. 
When  arrived  at  a  sufficient  age,  she  was  taught, 
like  the  other  children  of  the  Priestesses,  to  take  a 
share  in  the  service  and  ceremonies  of  tlie  shrinesi 
The  (luty  of  some  of  these  young  servitors'  was  to 
k)ok  after  the  flowers  for  the  altar ; — of  others,  to 
take  care  that  the  sacred  vasss  were  filled  every 
day  with  freeh  water  from  the  Nile.  The  task  of 
some  was  to  preserve,  in  perfect  polish,  those  silver 
images  of  the  Muon  which  the  priests  carried  m 
processions;  while  others  were,  as  we  have  seen, 
employed  in  feeding  the  consecrated  animals,  and 
hi  keeping  their  plumes  and  scales  bright  for  the 
admiring  eyes  of  their  worsliippers. 

**  The  office  allotted  to  Alethe--the  most  honor* 
able  of  these  minor  ministries— was  to  wait  upon 
the  sacred  birds  of  the  Moon,  to  feed  them  daily 
with  those  eggs  from  the  Nile  which  they  loved, 
and  provkle  for  their  use  that  purest  water,  which 
alone  these  delicate  birds  will  touch.  This  em- 
ployment was  the  delight  of  her  childish  hours; 
and  that  ibis,  which  Alciphron  (the  Epicurean) 
saw  her  dance  round  in  the  Temple,  was,  of  all 
the  sacred  flock,  her  especial  favorite,  and  had  been 
daily  fondled  and  fed  by  her  from  infancy. 

"  Music,  as  being  one  of  the  chief  spells  of  tliis 
enchanted  region,  was  an  acoomplishmeut  required 
of  all  its  ministrants ;  and  the  harp,  tlie  lyre,  and 
the  sacred  flute,  sounded  nowhere  so  sweetly  as 
through  these  subterranean  gardens.  The  chief 
object,  indeed,  in  the  education  of  the  youth  of 
the  Temple,  was  to  fit  tliem,  by  every  grace  of  art 
and  nature,  to  give  efiect  to  the  illusion  of  tliose 
shows  and  phantasms,  in  which  the  entire  charm 
and  secret  of  Initiation  hiy. 

**  Among  tlie  means  employed  to  support  the  old 
system  of  superstition,  against  the  infidelity  and, 
still  more,  tlie  new  Faith  that  menaced  it,  was  an 
increased  display  of  splendor  and  nuirvels  in  those 
mysteries  for  which  £gypt  has  so  long  been  cele* 
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braUd  Of  these  ceremoniei  bo  many  imitationi 
had,  unWr  varioiw  names,  multiplied  throughout 
Eurupr,  that  at  length  the  parent  superstition  ran 
a  risk  of  being  eclipsed  by  its  progeny;  and,  in 
order  still  to  rank  as  the  fixst  Priesthood  in  the 
^xrorld,  it  became  necessary  for  those  of  Egypt  to 
i    rsmain  still  the  best  impostors. 

**  Acconlingly,  every  contrivance  that  art  could 
dovise,  or  labor  ex'Ksute— every  resource  that  the 
wonderful  knowledge  of  the  Priests,  in  pyrotechny, 
mechanics,  and  dioptrics,  could  command — was 
brought  into  actk>n  to  heighten  the  effect  of  their 
Mysteries,  and  give  an  air  of  enchantment  to  every 
Ihing  coniiectrd  with  them. 

■*  The  final  scene  of  beatification — the  Elysium, 
into  which  the  Initiate  was  received — formed,  of 
course,  the  leading  attraction  of  these  ceremonies ; 
£ud  to  render  it  captivating  alike  to  the  senses  of 
the  man  of  pleasure,  and  the  unagination  of  the 
spiritualist,  was  the  great  object  to  which  the  at- 
tention of  the  Sacred  College  was  devoted.  By  the 
influence  of  the  Priests  of  Memphis  over  those  of 
the  other  Temples  they  had  succeeded  in  extending 
their  subterranean  frontier,  both  to  the  north  and 
south,  so  as  to  include,  within  their  ever-lighted 
Paradise,  some  of  the  gardens  excavated  for  the  use 
of  the  other  Twelve  Shrines. 

**  The  beauty  of  the  ysung  Alethe,  the  touching 
sweetness  of  her  voic^j  and  the  sensibility  that 
breathed  throughout  her  every  look  and  movement, 
rendered  her  a  fiowerful  auxiliary  in  such  appeals  to 
the  imagination.  She  had  been,  accordingly,  in 
her  very  childiiood,  selected  from  among  her  fair 
companions,  as  the  most  worthy  representative  of 
spiritual  loveliness,  in  those  pictures  of  Elysium — 
those  scenes  of  another  worid — by  which  not  only 
the  funcy,  but  the  reason,  of  the  excited  Aspirants 
was  dazzled. 

**  To  the  innocent  child  herself  these  shows 
were  pastime.  But  to  Theora,  who  knew  too  well 
the  imposition  to  which  they  were  subservient,  this 
profunatiou  of  all  that  slie  loved  was  a  perpetual 
source  of  horror  and  remorse.  Oden  would  she— 
when  Alethe  stood  smiling  before  her,  arrayed,  per- 
haps, as  a  spirit  of  the  Elysian  world — turn  away, 
with  a  shudder,  from  the  happy  child,  almost 
fancying  she  saw  already  the  shadows  of  sin  de- 
scending over  that  iunocent  brow,  as  she  gazed 
upon  it. 

*<  As  the  intellect  of  the  young  maid  became 
more  active  and  inquiring,  the  apprehensions  and 
difficulties  of  the  mother  increased.  Afraid  to 
communicate  her  own  precious  secret,  lest  she 
should  involve  her  child  in  the  dangers  tliat  en- 
com{Himed  it,  she  yet  felt  it  to  be  no  less  a  cruelty 
tliax  a  crime  to  leave  her  wholly  immersed  in  the 
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darkness  of  Paganism.  In  this  dilemma,  the  only 
resource  that  remained  to  her  was  to  select,  aad 
disengage  from  the  dross  tJiat  surrounded  them, 
those  pore  particles  of  truth  which  lie  at  tlis 
bottom  of  all  religions; — those  feelings,  nthsr 
than  doctrines,  of  which  God  hae  nerer  left  hii 
creatures  destitute,  and  which,  in  all  ages,  kav% 
furnished,  to  those  who  oouglit  after  it,  aome  ckie  to 
his  glory. 

**  The  unity  and  perfect  goodness  of  the  Crsatsr; 
the  fall  of  the  human  soul  into  eomnptioii,  its  stmg- 
gles  with  the  darkness  of  this  world,  and  its  €m^ 
redemptkm  and  reasceut  to  the  eooroe  of  all  spirit; 
•—these  natural  solutions  of  the  problem  of  sw 
existence,  theee  elementary  grounds  oi  all  religin 
and  virtue,  which  Theora  had  heard  illtailrated  \ij 
her  Christian  teacher,  Uiy  also,  she  knew,  M2cd 
under  the  theology  of  Egypt ;  and  to  impreai  than, 
in  their  abstract  purity,  upon  the  mind  of  Imt 
susceptible  pupil,  was,  in  de.duU  of  more  bwTCLjy 
lights,  her  sole  ambition  and  care. 

**  It  was  generally  their  habit,  after  devoting  their 
mornings  to  the  service  of  the  Temple,  to  pass  their 
evenings  and  nights  in  one  of  those  araall  mairiaM 
above  ground,  allotted,  within  the  precincu  of  the 
Sacred  College,  to  some  of  the  meet  favoRd 
Priestesses.  Here,  rmt  of  the  reach  of  thc&t  gnm 
superstitions,  which  pursued  them,  at  every  elcp, 
bek>w,  she  endeavored  to  inform,  as  far  aa  she  oiold 
venture,  the  mind  of  her  beloved  girl ;  and  foood 
it  lean  as  naturally  and  instinctively  to  troth, 
as  plants  long  shut  up  in  darkuesa  will,  wbea 
light  is  let  in  upon  th«»m,  incline  themselves  to 
its  rays. 

"  Frequently,  as  they  sat  together  on  the  terrace 
at  night,  admiring  that  glorious  asoembly  of  sta^^ 
whose  beauty  first  misled  mankind  into  idolatry, 
she  would  .explain  to  the  young  listener  by  what 
gradations  of  error  it  was  that  the  W9rBfaip,  thai 
transferred  from  the  Creator  to  the  creature,  ^"^ 
still  lower  and  lower  in  the  scale  of  being,  till  maa, 
at  length,  presuraeo  to  deify  maii,  and  by  the  roost 
monstrous  of  inversions,  heaven  was  made  the  mere 
mirror  of  earth,  reflecting  back  all  its  most  earthly 
features. 

**  Even  in  the  Temple  itself,  the  anxiooi  moth- 
er would  endeavor  to  interpose  her  pur^r  lesBoita 
among  the  idolatrous  ceremonies  in  which  they 
were  engaged.  When  the  favorite  ibis  of  Alctbs 
took  its  station  upon  the  sliriue,  and  the  young 
maiden  was  seen  approaching,  with  all  the  gravity 
cf  worship,  the  very  bird  which  ahe  had  pkmjti 
with  but  an  hour  before— when  the  acacia-boi]^ 
which  she  herself  had  plucked,  seemed  to  acqoiis 
a  sudden  sacredness  in  her  eyes,  as  socit  as  the 
priest  had  breathed  upon  it— on  all  sudi  iii  i  isic 
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Theora,  though  with  fear  and  trembling,  woold  ven- 
ture to  suggest  to  the  youthful  worshipper  the  dis- 
tinction that  should  be  drawn  between  the  sennble 
object  of  adoratjout  and  that  spiritual,  unseen 
Deity,  of  which  it  was  but  the  remembrancer  or 
type. 

**  With  sorrow,  however,  she  soon  discovered  that, 
in  thus  but  partially  letting  in  light  upon  a  mind 
far  too  ardent  to  rest  satisfied  with  such  glimmer- 
ings, she  but  bewildered  the  heart  which  she  meant 
to  guide,  and  cutv  down  the  feeble  hope  around 
which  its  faith  twined,  without  substituting  any 
other  support  m  its  place.  As  the  beauty,  too,  of 
Alethe  began  to  attract  all  eyes,  new  fears  crowded 
npon  the  mother's  heart ; — fears,  in  which  she  was 
but  too  much  justified  by  the  characters  of  some  of 
those  around  her. 

**  In  this  sacred  abode,  as  may  easily  be  conceived, 
morality  did  not  always  go  hand  in  hand  with  reli- 
gion. The  hypocritical  and  ambitious  Orcus,  who 
was,  at  this  period.  High  Priest  of  Memphis,  was 
a  man,  in  every  respect,  qualified  to  preside  over 
a  system  of  such  splendid  fraud.  He  had  reached 
that  effective  time  of  life,  when  enough  of  the 
warmtl)  and  vigor  of  youth  remains  to  give  anima- 
tion to  the  counsels  of  age.  But,  in  his  instance, 
youth  had  left  only  the  baser  passions  behind,  whilo 
age  but  brought  with  it  a  more  refined  maturity  of 
mischiet  The  advantages  of  a  faith  appealmg 
almost  wholly  to  tlie  senses,  were  well  undentood^ 
by  him ;  nor  had  he  foiled  either  to  discover  that,  in 
OTder  to  render  religion  subservient  to  his  own  inter- 
ests, he  must  shape  it  adroitly  to  the  interests  and 
passions  of  others. 

"  The  state  of  anxiety  and  remorse  in  which  the 
mind  of  the  hapless  Theora  was  kept  by  the  scenes, 
however  artfully  veiled,  which  she  daily  witnessed 
around  her,  became  at  length  mtolerable^  No  perils 
that  the  cause  of  truth  could  bring  with  it  would  be 
half  so  dreadful  as  this  endurance  of  sinfulnees  and 
deceit  Her  cliild  was,  as  yet,  pure  and  innocent ; 
tMit,  without  that  sentinel  cf  the  soul.  Religion,  how 
long  might  she  continue  so  7 

"This  thought  at  once  decided  her:  all  other 
feaiB  vanished  before  it.  She  resolved  instantly  to 
lay  open  to  Alethe  the  whole  secret  of  her  soul ;  to 
make  tliis  child,  who  was  her  only  hope  on  earth, 
the  sharer  of  all  her  hopes  in  heaven,  and  then  fly 
with  her,  as  soon  as  possible,  Am  this  unhallowed 
spot,  to  the  far  desert — to  the  mountains— to  any 
place,  however  desolate,  where  God  and  the  con- 
scjousneas  of  innocence  might  be  with  them. 

"  The  promptitude  with  wliich  her  young  pupil 
caught  from  her  the  divine  truths  was  even  beyond 
what  she  expected.  It  was  like  the  lighting  of  one 
toreb  at  another,  so  prepared  was  Alethe*s  mind  for 


the  illumination.  Amply,  indeed,  was  the  anzioos 
mother  now  repaid  for  all  her  misery,  by  this  per- 
fect communion  of  love  and  fuitli,  and  by  the  delight 
with  which  she  saw  her  beloved  child — like  tlie 
young  antelope,  when  Bni  led  by  her  dam  to  tho 
well — drink  thirstily  by  her  side,  at  the  source  of  all 
life  and  truth. 

**  Bat  such  happiness  was  not  long  to  last  The 
anxieties  that  Theora  had  suffered  began  to  prey 
upon  her  health.  She  felt  her  strength  daily  de- 
cline ;  and  the  thouglits  of  leaving,  ak>ne  and  un- 
guarded in  the  wurid,  that  treasure  which  she  had 
just  devoted  to  Heaven,  gave  her  a  feeling  of  despair 
which  but  hastened  the  ebb  of  life.  Had  she  put  in 
practice  her  reeolntion  of  flying  from  this  place,  her 
child  might  have  b#en  now  beyond  the  reach  of  all 
she  dreaded,  and  in  the  solitude  of  the  desert  would 
have  found  at  least  safety  fh>m  wrong.  But  the 
very  happiness  she  had  felt  in  her  new  task  diverted 
her  from  this  project ;— and  it  was  now  too  late,  for 
she  was  already  dying. 

**She  still  continued,  however,  to  conceiU  tho 
state  of  her  health  from  the  tender  and  sanguine 
girl,  who,  though  observing  the  traces  of  disease  on 
her  mother's  cheek,  little  knew  tJiat  tliey  were  the 
hastening  footsteps  of  death,  nor  even  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  ever  losing  what  was  so  dear  to 
her.  Too  soon,  however,  the  moment  of  separa- 
tion arrived;  and  while  the  anguish  and  dismsy 
of  Alethe  were  in  proportion  to  the  security  in 
which  she  Had  indulged,  Theora,  tor  ^»U,  with 
bitter  regret,  that  she  hud  sacrificed  to  her  tond  con- 
sideration much  precious  time,  and  that  there  now 
remained  but  a  few  brief  and  painful  moments,  for 
the  communication  of  all  those  wishes  and  instruo- 
tions  on  which  the  future  destiny  of  the  young 
orphan  depended. 

"  Slie  had,  indeed,  time  for  little  more  than  to 
place  the  sacrrd  volume  solemnly  in  her  hands ;  to 
implore  that  she  would,  at  all  risks,  fly  from  this 
unholy  place;  and,  pointing  in  tlie  direction  of 
the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to  name,  with  her  last 
brea'th,  the  venerable  man,  to  whom,  under  Heaven, 
she  looked  for  tlie  protection  and  salvation  of  her 
child. 

*'  The  first  violence  of  feeling  to  which  Alethe 
gave  way  was  succeeded  by  a  fixed  and  teariess 
grief,  which  rendered  her  insensible,  for  some  time, 
to  the  dangers  of  her  situation.  Her  sole  comfort 
consisted  in  visiting  that  monumental  chapel  where 
the  beautiful  remains  of  Theora  lay.  There, 
night  after  night,  in  contemplation  of  those  plaeil 
features,  and  in  prayers  for  the  peace  of  the  de- 
parted spirit,  did  she  pass  her  lonely  and — however 
sad  they  were— happiest  hours.  Though  the  mystic 
emblems  that  decorated  that  chapel  were  but  ill- 


I 


I 


702 


MOORE*S  WORKS. 


■nited  t)  the  slumber  of  a  Chrifltian,  there  was  one 
amon^  them,  the  Croes,  which,  by  a  remarkable 
ooincidence,  is  an  emblem  alike  common  to  the 
Gentile  and  the  Christian— being,  to  the  fonrnert  a 
abadowy  typo  of  that  immortality,  of  which,  to  the 
latter,  it  it  a  substantial  and  assuring  pledge. 

'*  Nightly,  upon  this  cross,  which  she  had  often 
seen  her  lost  mother  kiss,  did  she  breathe  forth  a  so- 
lenrm  and  heartfelt  vow,  never  to  abandon  the  aith 
whksh  that  departed  spirit  had  bequeathed  tc  her. 
To  such  enthusiasm,  indeed,  did  her  heart  at  such 
moments  rise,  that,  but  for  the  last  mjunctions  from 
those  pallid  lips,  she  would,  at  once,  have  avowed 
her  perilous  secret,  and  boldly  pronounced  the 
words,  *  I  am  a  Christian,'  among  those  benighted 
shrines !  ' 

*'  But  the  will  of  her,  to  whom  she  owed  more 
than  life,  was  to  be  obeyed.  To  escape  from  this 
haunt  of  superstition  must  now,  she  felt,  be  her  first 
object ;  and,  in  planning  the  means  of  effecting  it, 
her  mind,  day  and  night,  was  employed.  It  was 
with  a  loathing  not  to  be  concealed,  that  she  now 
found  herself  compelled  to  resume  her  idolatrous 
services  at  the  shrine.  To  some  of  the  offices  of 
Theora  she  succeeded,  as  is  the  custom,  by  in- 
heritance ;  and  in  the  performance  of  these  taska— 
sanctified  as  they  were  in  her  eyes  by  the  pure 
smnt  she  had  seen  engaged  in  them — there  was  a 
sort  of  melancholy  pleasure  in  which  her  sorrow 
found  relief.  But  the  part  she  was  again  forced  to 
take,  in  the  scenic  shows  of  the  Mysteries,  brought 
with  it  a  sense  of  degradation  and  wrong  which  she 
could  no  longer  endure. 

**  Already  had  she  formed,  in  her  own  mind,  a 
plan  of  escape,  in  which  her  acquaintance  with  all 
the  windings  of  this  m^'stic  realm  gave  her  confi- 
dence, when  the  solemn  reception  of  Alciphron,  as 
an  Initiate,  took  place. 

**  From  the  first  moment  of  the  Iandin«f  of  that 
philosopher  at  Alexandria,  he  had  become  an  object 
of  suspicion  and  watchfulness  to  the  inquisitorial 
Orcus,  whom  phi.uiophy,  in  any  shape,  naturally 
alarmed,  but  to  whom  the  sect  over  which  the 
young  Athenian  presided  was  particularly  obnoxious. 
The  accomplishments  of  Alciphron,  his  popularity, 
wherever  he  went,  and  the  bold  freedom  with  which 
ho  indulged  his  wit  at  the  expense  of  religion,  were 
all  faithfully  reported  to  the  High  Priest  by  his 
spies,  and  awakened  in  his  mind  no  kindly  feelings 
towards  the  stranger.  In  dealing  with  an  infidel, 
such  a  personage  as  Orcus  could  know  no  other 
alternative  but  that  of  citller  converting  or  destroy- 
ing him ;  and  though  his  f>pite,  as  a  man,  would 
have  been  more  gratified  by  the  latter  proceeding, 
his  pride,  as  a  priest,  led  him  to  prefer  the  triumph 
of  the  former. 


*'The  first  descent  of  the  Eptcnremn  into  tha 
pjrramkl  became  ^eedily  known,  fluid  the  aUjm  wm 
immediately  given  to  the  priests  below.  As  aoofli  m 
they  had  discovered  that  the  young  phikeopher  ef 
Athens  was  the  intruder,  and  that  he  not  only  stiB 
continued  to  linger  round  the  pyramid,  bat  was  ob* 
served  to  look  often  and  wistfully  towaidi  the  portal, 
it  was  concluded  that  his  curioatty  would  impel  him 
to  try  a  second  descent ;  and  Oreua,  bleasing  the 
good  chance  which  had  thus  brooght  the  wild  bird 
into  his  net,  resolved  not  to  aofier  an  opportaaity  m 
precious  to  be  wasted. 

"  Instantly,  the  whole  of  that  wondeffol  ms- 
:,hinery,  by  which  the  phantasms  and  illosioot  af 
Initiation  are  produced,  were  put  in  active  ptepaia- 
tion  throughout  that  subterranean  realm ;  and  tbe 
increased  stir  and  vigijLtce  awakened  Binc«ig  its  in- 
mates, by  this  more  than  ordinary  display  of  the  le- 
sources  of  prieetcrail,  rendered  the  acoompliriiiDeot 
of  Alethe's  purpooe,  at  such  a  moment,  peenliuly 
difficult  Wholly  ignorant  of  the  important  shar» 
which  it  had  been  her  own  fortune  to  take  ia  at- 
tracting tlie  young  philosopher  down  to  this  region, 
she  but  heard  of  him  vaguely,  as  the  Chief  of  a  prest 
Grecian  sect,  who  had  been  led,  by  either  earioaity 
or  accident,  to  expose  himself  to  the  first  triafe  of 
Initiation ;  and  whom  the  priests,  ohe  oouM  see, 
were  endeavoring  to  ensnare  in  their  toils,  by  ev«y 
art  and  lure  with  which  their  dark  sdenoe  bad 
gifted  them. 

**  To  her  mind,  the  image  of  a  philosopher,  such 
as  Alciphron  had  been  represented  to  her,  came  as- 
sociated with  ideas  of  age  and  reverence  ;  and,  man 
than  once,  the  possibility  of  his  being  made  instra- 
mental  to  her  deliverance  flashed  a  Ik^  acraas  her 
heart  in  wliich  she  could  not  refrain  from  indulging. 
Often  had  she  been  told  by  Theora  of  the  nuay 
Oventile  sages,  who  had  laid  their  wisdom  dova 
humbly  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross ;  and  though  thii 
Initiate,  she  feared,  could  hardly  be  among  tbe 
number,  yet  the  rumors  which  she  had  gathered 
from  the  servants  of  the  Temple,  of  his  undisguiwd 
contempt  for  the  errors  of  Heathenism,  led  her  to 
hope  she  might  find  tolerance,  if  not  sympatliy,  in 
her  app(>al  to  him. 

"  Nor  was  it  solely  with  a  view  to  her  own 
chance  of  deliverance  that  she  thus  connected  bim 
in  her  thoughts  with  the  plan  which  she  meditated. 
The  look  of  proud  Ad  self-gratulating  nnalice,  with 
which  the  High  Priest  had  mentioned  this  '  Infidel,* 
as  he  styled  him,  when  giving  her  instructions  in  the 
scene  she  was  to  act  before  the  philosopher  in  tbe 
valley,  too  plainly  infonned  her  of  tbe  dark  destiny 
that  hung  over  him.  She  knew  how  many  w?i« 
the  hapless  candidates  for  Initiation  who  had  beta 
doomed  to  a  durance  worse  than  that  of  the  grave, 
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for  bat  a  word,  a  whisper  breathed  a^inat  the 
■acred  abiurdities  that  they  witnessed ;  aud  K  waa 
eTidC'Dt  to  her  that  the  venerable  Greek  (for  sueh 
her  fancy  represented  Alciphron)  was  no  leas  in- 
lere^ted  in  escaping  from  the  snares  and  perils  of 
this  region  than  herself. 

"ilv  cwn  resolution  was,  at  all  events,  fixed, 
lliat  visionary  scene,  in  which  she  had  appeared 
before  Alciphron — little  knowing  how  ardent  were 
the  heart  and  imagination  over  which  her  beauty,  at 
that  moment,  exercised  its  iuHuence — was,  stie  sol- 
emnly resolved,  the  very  lost  unholy  service,  that 
aaperstition  or  imposture  should  ever  command  of 
her. 

**  On  the  following  night  the  Aspirant  waa  to 
watch  in  the  Great  Temple  of  Lns.  Such  an  op- 
portunity of  approaching  and  addressing  him  might 
never  come  again.  Should  he,  from  compassion  for 
her  situation,  or  a  sense  of  the  danger  of  his  own, 
consent  to  lend  his  aid  to  her  flight,  most  gladly 
would  she  accept  it — well  assured  that  no  danger 
or  treachery  she  might  risk  could  be  half  so  odious 
and  fearful  as  those  which  she  left  behind.  Should 
he,  on  the  contrary,  reject  the  proposal,  her  deter- 
mination was  equally  fixed — to  trust  to  that  God 
whose  eye  watches  over  the  innocent,  and  go  forth 
alone. 

**To  reach  the  island  in  Lake  Moeris  was  her 
first  great  object ;  and  there  occurred  fortunately,  at 
this  time,  a  mode  of  effecting  her  purpose,  by  wnich 
both  the  difRculty  and  dangers  of  the  attempt  would 
be  much  diminished.  The  day  of  the  annual  visita- 
tion of  the  High  Priest  to  the  Place  of  Weeping*— 
as  that  island  in  the  centre  of  the  Lake  ia  called— 
was  now  fast  approaching ;  and  Alethe  knew  that 
the  self-moving  car,  by  which  the  High  Priest  and 
one  of  the  Hieroplianls  are  conveyed  down  to  the 
chambers  under  the  Lake,  stood  then  waiting  in 
readiness.  By  availing  herself  of  this  expedient,  she 
would  gain  the  double  advantage  both  of  facilitating 
her  own  flight,  and  retarding  the  q>eed  of  her  pur- 


**  Having  paid  a  last  visit  to  the  tomb  of  her  be- 
k>ved  mother,  and  wept  there,  long  aud  passionately, 
till  her  heart  almost  failed  in  the  struggle— having 
paused,  too,  to  give  a  kiss  to  her  favorite  ibis,  which, 
although  €00  much  a  Christian  to  worship,  she  was 
itill  child  enough  to  love— she  went  eariy,  with  a 
trembling  step,  to  the  Sanctuary,  and  there  hid  her* 
self  in  one  of  the  recesses  of  the  Shrine.  Her  in- 
tention was  to  steal  out  from  thence  to  Alciphron, 
while  it  was  yet  dark,  and  before  the  Illumination 
of  the  great  Statue  behind  the  Veils  had  begun. 
But  her  fears  delayed  her  till  it  was  almost  too  late ; 

1  Vide  WUford,  JStiatie  Ru9mxk*s,  toI.  Ul.  p.  340. 


—already  was  the  image  lighted  up,  and  stiU  aha 
remained  trembling  in  hier  hicfing-place. 

"  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  mighty  Veils  would 
have  been  withdrawn,  and  the  glories  of  that  scene 
of  enchantment  laid  open— when,  at  length,  sum- 
moning all  her  coorage,  and  taking  advantage  of  a 
momentary  absence  of  those  employed  in  preparing 
this  splendid  mockery,  she  stole  finom  under  the  Veil, 
and  found  her  way,  through  the  gloom,  to  the  Epi- 
curean. There  was  then  no  time  for  explanation  ; 
—she  had  but  to  trust  to  the  simple  words, '  Follow, 
and  be  silent  ;*  and  the  implicit  readineas  with  which 
she  found  them  obeyed  filled  her  with  no  leaa  aar- 
prise  than  the  philosopher  himself  had  felt  in  hearing 
them. 

*'In  a  second  or  two  they  were  on  their  way 
tJuough  the  subterranean  windings,  leaving  the 
mintBterB  of  Isis  to  waste  their  splendors  on  vacancy, 
through  a  long  aeries  of  miracles  and  visions  which 
they  now  exhibited — unconscious  that  he,  whom 
Uie)  were  taking  such  pains  to  daizle,  was  already, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  young  Christian,  far 
moved  lieyoud  the  reach  of  their  deceiving  spells.' 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

Such  waa  the  singular  story,  of  which  this  inno- 
cent girl  now  gave  me,  in  her  own  touching  lan- 
guage, the  outline. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  as  she  finished  her  nar- 
rative. Fearful  of  encountering  the  expression  of 
those  feelings  with  which,  she  could  not  but  observe, 
I  was  aflected  by  her  recital,  scarcely  had  she  om- 
cluded  the  last  sentence,  when,  rising  abruptly  from 
her  seat,  she  hurried  into  tlie  pavilion,  leaving  me 
with  the  words  fast  crowding  for  utterance  to  my 
lips.  • 

Oppressed  by  the  various  emotions  thus  sent  back 
upon  my  heart,  I  lay  down  on  the  deck  in  a  state 
of  agitation,  that  defied  even  the  most  distant  ap- 
proaches of  sleep.  While  every  word  site  had  ut- 
tered, every  feeling  she  expressed,  but  miuiatered 
new  fuel  to  that  flame  which  consumed  oe,  and  to 
describe  which,  passion  is  far  too  weak  a  word, 
tliere  was  also  much  of  her  recital  that  disheartened 
and  alarmed  me.  To  find  a  Christian  thus  under 
the  gaib  of  a  Memphian  Priestess,  was  a  discovery 
that,  had  my  heart  been  leas  deeply  interestei% 
would  but  have  more  powerfully  stimulated  my  im* 
agination  and  pride.    But,  when  I  reooUected  tb* 
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suHterity  of  the  faith  she  had  embraced — the  tender 
and  sacred  tie  asscciated  with  it  in  her  memory, 
and  the  devotion  of  woman*t  heart  to  objects  thus 
consecrated — her  very  perfections  but  widened  the 
distance  between  us,  and  all  that  most  kindled  my 
passion  at  the  same  time  chilled  my  hopes. 

Were  we  to  bo  led  to  each  other,  as  on  this  silent 
river,  in  such  undisturbed  communion  of  thoughts 
and  feelings,  I  knew  too  well,  I  thought,  both  her 
Bex*s  nature  and  my  own,  to  feel  a  doubt  that  love 
would  ultimately  triumph.  But  the  severity  of  the 
guardianship  to  wliich  I  mu;st  resign  her — that  of 
some  monk  of  the  desert,  some  stem  Solitary — ^the 
influence  such  a  monitor  would  gain  over  her  mind 
— and  the  horror  with  which,  ere  long,  he  might 
teach  her  to  regard  the  reprobate  infidel  upon  whom 
she  now  smiled — in  all  this  prospect  I  saw  nothuig 
but  despair.  After  a  few  short  hours,  my  dream 
of  happiness  would  be  ut  an  end,  and  such  a 
dark  chasm  must  then  open  between  our  fates,  as 
would  dissever  them,  wide  as  earth  from  heaven, 
asunder. 

It  was  tnie,  she  was  now  wholly  in  my  power. 
I  feared  no  witnesses  but  those  of  earth,  and  the 
solitude  of  the  desert  was  at  hand.  But  though  I 
acknowledged  not  a  heaven,  I  worshipped  her  who 
was,  to  me.  its  typo  and  substitute.  If,  at  auy  mo- 
ment, a  single  thought  of  wrong  or  deceit,  towards 
one  so  sacred  arose  in  my  muid,  one  look  from  her 
umocent  eyes  averted  the  sacrilege.  Even  pas- 
sion itself  felt  a  holy  fear  in  her  presence — like  the 
flume  trembling  in  the  breeze  of  the  sanctu- 
ary— and  Love,  pure  Love,  stood  in  place  of  Reli- 
gion. 

As  long  as  I  knew  not  her  story,  I  could  indulge, 
at  least,  in  dreams  of  the  future.  But,  now — what 
expectation,  what  prospect  remained?  My  single 
chance  of  happiness  lay  in  the  hope,  however  de- 
lusive, of  being  able  to  divert  her  thoughts  from  the 
fatal  project  she  meditated ;  of  weaning  her,  by 
persuasion  and  argument,  from  that  austere  faith, 
which  I  hf^  before  hated  and  now  feared ;  and  of 
attaching  her,  perhaps,  alone  and  unlinked  as  she 
was  in  the  world,  to  my  own  fortunes  forever ! 

In  the  agitation  of  these  thoughts,  I  had  started 
from  my  resting  place,  and  continued  to  pace  up 
and  down,  under  a  burning  sun,  till,  exhausted  both 
by  thought  and  feeling,  I  sunk  down,  amid  that 
blaze  of  light,  into  a  sleep,  which  tu  my  fevered 
brain  seemed  a  sleep  of  fire. 

On  awaking,  I  found  the  veil  of  Alothe  laid  care- 
fully over  my  brow ;  while  she,  herself,  sat  near 
me,  under  the  shadow  of  the  sail,  looking  anxiously 
upon  that  leaf,  which  her  mother  had  given  her, 
and  employed  apparently  in  comparing  its  outlines 
the  course  of  the  river,  as  well  as  with  the 


forms  of  the  rocky  hills  by  which  we  were 
She  looked  pale  and  troubled,  aud  rose  eagerly  to 
meet  me,  as  if  she  had  long  aud  impatiently  wailed 
for  my  waking. 

Her  heart,  it  was  plain,  had  been  disturbed  from 
its  security,  and  was  beginning  to  take  alarm  at  ili 
own  feelings.  But,  though  vaguely  conscioua  of  the 
peril  to  which  she  was  exposed,  her  reliance,  as  ii 
usual  in  such  cases,  increased  with  her  danger,  and 
upon  me,  far  more  than  on  herself,  did  ahe  seem  to 
depend  for  saving  her.  To  reach,  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, her  asylum  in  the  desert,  was  now  the  orgeot 
object  of  her  entreaties  and  wishes ;  aud  the  self- 
reproach  which  she  expressed  at  having,  for  a  aia^ 
moment,  tuHered  her  tlioughts  to  be  diyerted  ham 
this  sacred  purpose,  not  only  revealed  the  truth,  that 
sne  had  forgotten  it,  but  betrayed  even  a  glimoia* 
ing  con8ck>usue88  of  tho  cause. 

Her  sleep,  she  saki,  had  been  broken  by  iU-oroeoed 
dreams.  Every  moment  the  shade  of  her  mother 
had  stood  before  her,  rebuking,  with  mournful  looks, 
her  delay,  aud  pointing,  as  she  had  done  in  death, 
to  the  eastern  hilla  BuiBting  into  tears  at  this  ac- 
cusing recollection,  she  hastily  |daced  the  leaC 
which  slie  had  been  examining,  in  my  hands,  and 
implored  that  I  would  ascertain,  without  a  mooieat's 
delay,  what  portion  of  our  voyage  was  still  nnper 
formed,  and  in  what  space  o(  time  we  might  hope 
to  accomplish  it. 

I  had,  still  less  than  herself,  taken  note  of  either 
place  or  distance ;  and  could  we  have  been  left  to 
glide  on  in  this  dream  of  happiness,  should  never 
have  thought  of  pausing  to  ask  where  it  would  eod. 
But  such  confidence  was  far  soo  sacred  to  he  de- 
ceived ;  and,  reluctant  as  I  naturally  felt,  to  enter 
on  an  inquiry  which  might  soon  dinsipate  even  my 
last  hope,  her  wish  was  suflicieut  to  supersede  eves 
the  selfishness  of  love,  and  on  the  instant  I  pto- 
ceeded  to  obey  her  will. 

There  stands  on  the  eastern  bank  of  the  Nile,  to 
the  north  of  AntiuoS,  a  high  aud  steep  rock,  im- 
pending over  the  flood,  which  h;is  borne,  for  ages, 
from  a  prodigy  connected  with  it,  the  name  of  the 
Mountain  of  the  Birds.  Yearly,  it  is  said,  at  a 
certain  season  and  hour,  large  flocks  of  hirtk  as- 
semble in  the  ravine,  of  which  this  rocky  moantaia 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  are  tiiero  ohseHred  to  go 
through  the  mysterious  ceremony  of  inserting  each 
its  beak  into  a  particular  dell  of  the  rock,  till  the 
cleft  closes  upon  one  of  their  number,  when  all  the 
rest  of  the  birds  tukc  wing,  and  leave  the  selected 
victim  to  die. 

Through  the  ravine,  rendered  famous  by  this 
charm — for  such  the  ntultitudo  consider  it — thevs 
ran,  in  ancient  times,  a  cunal  fiX)m  the  Nile,  to 
Fonie  great  and  forgotten  city,  now  bimed  in  the 
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dewrt  To  a  short  distance  from  the  river  this 
caDal  still  exists,  but,  after  having  passed  throogh 
the  defile,  its  scanty  waters  disappear,  and  are 
wK  Uy  lost  under  the  sands. 

It  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  this  place,  as  I 
oould  collect  from  the  df?lineations  on  the  leaf-* 
where  a  flight  of  birds  represented  the  name  of  the 
mountain — that  the  abode  of  the  Solitary,  to  whom 
Alethe  was  about  to  consign  herself,  was  situated. 
Little  as  I  knew  of  the  geography  of  Egypt,  it  at 
once  struck  me,  that  we  had  long  since  left  this 
mountain  behind;'  and,  on  inquiring  of  our  boat- 
men, 1  found  my  conjecture  confirmed.  We  had« 
mdeed,  passed  it  on  the  preceding  night;  and,  as 
the  wind  had  been,  ever  since,  blowing  strongly 
from  the  north,  and  the  sun  was  already  sinking  to- 
wards the  horizon,  we  must  be  now,  at  least,  a 
day's  sail  to  the  southward  of  the  spot 

This  discovery,  I  confess,  filled  my  heart  with  a 
feeling  of  joy  whk!h  I  found  it  difficult  to  conceal. 
It  seemed  as  if  fortune  was  conspiring  with  love  in 
my  behalf,  and,  by  thus  delaying  the  moment  of 
our  separation,  afibrded  roe  a  chance  at  least  of 
happiness.  Her  look  and  manner,  too,  when  in* 
fonned  of  our  mistake,  rather  encouraged  than 
chilled  this  secret  hope.  In  the  first  moment  of 
astonishment,  her  eyes  opened  upon  me  with  a 
suddenness  of  splendor,  under  which  I  felt  my  own 
wink  as  thou|rh  lightoiiig  had  crossed  them.  But 
she  again*  as  suddenly,  let  their  lids  fail,  and,  after  a 
quiver  of  her  lip,  which  showed  the  conflict  of  feel- 
ing then  going  on  within,  crossed  her  arms  upon 
her  boMom,  and  looked  down  silently  upon  the  deck ; 
her  whole  countenance  sinking  into  an  expression, 
sad.  but  resigned,  as  if  she  now  felt  that  fate  was  ou 
tlie  side  of  wrong,  and  saw  Love  already  stealing 
between  her  soul  and  heaven. 

I  was  not  slow,  of  course,  in  availing  myself  of 
what  I  fancied  to  be  the  irresolution  of  her  mind. 
But,  still,  fearful  of  exciting  alann  by  any  appeal  to 
feelings  of  regard  or  tenderness,  I  but  addressed 
myself  to  her  imagination,  and  to  that  love  of 
novelty  and  wonders,  which  is  ever  ready  to  be 
awakened  within  the  youthful  breast  We  were 
now  a|^>roaching  that  region  of  miracles,  Thebes. 
<*  In  a  day  or  two,**  said  I,  "  we  shall  see,  towering 
abow  the  waters,  lite  colossal  Avenue  of  Sphinxes, 
and  the  bright  Obelisks  of  the  Sun.  We  shall  visit 
the  plain  of  Memnon,  and  behold  those  mighty 


*  The  Toyase*  on  the  Nile  are.  nnder  favomble  clrrnm- 
stSDcet,  perfonned  with  cnn«lilenible  nipkllty.  **  En  cinq  oa 
six  Jour*.**  ny«  MntUA,  **on  pnurmtt  alM^nieot  remonter  de 
reiiibtiuchure  du  Nil  A  He*  cntamctes,  on  ilewendre  des  cabi- 
ntcie-i  Jn.'*qu*A  la  iner.**  Tbe  crent  ancertalnty  of  the  navl- 
fatlon  h  proved  by  what  Beti»ni  tells  xu  :—**  Nnui  ne  mimes 
cette  fots  qoe  denx  Juurs  et  denii  pnar  faire  le  tnjet  dn  Caire 
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statues  that  fling  their  shadows'  at  sunrise  over  the 
Libyan  hills.  We  shall  hear  the  imsge  of  the  Son 
of  the  Morning  responding  to  the  first  touch  of  light 
From  thence,  in  a  few  hours,  a  breeze  like  this  will 
transport  us  to  those  sunny  blands  near  the  cata- 
racts ;  there,  to  wander,  among  tlie  sacred  palm- 
groves  of  Phike,  or  sit,  at  noontide  hour,  in  thoso 
cool  alcoves,'  which  the  waterfall  of  Syene  shadows 
under  its  arch.  Oh,  who  b  there  that,  with  scenes 
of  such  loveliness  within  reach,  would  turn  coldly 
away  to  the  bleak  desert,  and  leave  this  fair  world, 
with  all  its  enchantments,  shining  unseen  and  unen- 
joyed?  At  leai^t** — I  added,  taking  tenderiy  her 
hand  in  mine — "  let  a  few  more  days  be  stolen  from 
the  dreary  fate  to  which  thou  hast  devoted  thyself, 
and  then ** 

S^ie  had  heard  but  the  last  few  words— >the  rest 
had  been  lost  upon  her.  Startled  by  the  tone  of 
tenderness  into  which,  in  despite  of  all  my  resolves, 
I  had  suflered  my  voice  to  soften,  she  looked  for  an 
instant  with  passionate  earnestness  into  my  face ; — 
then,  dropping  upon  her  knees  with  her  clasped 
hands  upraised,  exclaimed, — "Tempt  me  not,  in 
the  name  of  God  I  implore  thee,  tempt  me  not  to 
swerve  from  my  sacred  duty.  Oh!  take  me  in- 
stantly to  that  desert  mountain,  and  I  will  bless  thee 
forever.** 

This  appeal,  I  felt,  could  not  be  resisted — even 
though  my  heart  were  to  break  for  it  Having 
silently  intimated  my  assent  to  her  prayer,  by  a 
slight  pressure  of  her  hand  as  I  raised  her  from  the 
deck,  I  proceeded  immediately,  ns  we  were  still  in 
full  career  for  the  south,  to  give  orders  that  oui 
sail  should  be  instantly  lowered,  and  not  a  moment 
lost  in  retracing  our  course. 

In  giving  these  directions,  however,  it,  for  the 
firrt  time,  occurred  to  me,  that,  as  I  had  hired  this 
yacht  in  the  neighborhood  of  Memphis,  Wt\en  it 
was  probable  the  flight  of  the  young  Priestess  would 
be  most  vigilantly  tracked,  we  should  run  the  risk 
of  betraying  to  the  boatmen  the  place  of  her  retreat ; 
— and  there  was  now  a  most  favorable  opportunity 
for  taking  precautions  against  this  danger.  De- 
siring, therefore,  that  we  should  be  landed  at  a  small 
village  on  the  shore,  imder  pretence  of  paying  a 
visit  to  some  shrine  in  the  neighborhood,  I  there 
dismissed  our  barge,  and  was  relieved  from  fear  of 
further  observation,  by  seeing  it  again  set  sail,  and 
resimie  its  course  fleetly  up  the  current 


A  Melawl,  anqnel,  dans  notre  secoDd  voyage,  noos  itUmis 
enaployA  dlz-hult  Jours.** 

■  "  Elles  oot  prAs  ds  viaft  mAtree  (ftl  pledt)  d*elAvatt«a  \ 
et  an  lever  dn  M>leil.  lenn  nmUres  Imnienses  s'^tendent  ym 
loin  tor  la  cb»Ine  Libyenne.**  Description  gininli  it 
TlUUtt  far  MM.  JoUns  et  Desviiliert. 

*  Paul  Lneas, 
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From  tho  boats  of  all  descriptions  that  lay  idle 
beside  the  bauk,  I  now  selected  one,  in  every  re- 
spect, suited  to  my  purpose — being,  in  its  shape  and 
ancommodations,  a  miniature  of  our  former  vessel, 
but,  at  the  same  time,  so  light  and  small  as  to  be 
manageable  by  myself  alone,  and  requiring,  with 
the  advantage  of  the  current,  little  more  than  a 
hand  to  steer  it  This  boat  I  succeeded,  without 
much  difficulty,  in  purchasing,  and,  after  a  short 
delay,  we  were  again  afloat  down  the  current ; — the 
■un  just  then  sinking,  in  conscious  glory,  over  his 
own  golden  shrines  in  the  Libvan  waste. 

The  evening  was  calmer  ..nd  more  lovely  than 
any  that  had  yet  smiled  upon  our  voyage ;  and,  as 
we  left  the  shore,  a  strain  of  sweet  melody  came 
soothingly  over  our  ears.  It  was  the  voice  of  a 
young  Nubian  girl,  whom  we  saw  kneeling  before 
an  acacia,  upon  the  bank,  and  singing,  while  her 
oompauions  stood  around,  the  wild  song  of  invoca- 
tion, which,  in  her  country,  they  address  to  that 
enchanted  tree  :^- 

"  Oh !  Abyssinian  tree, 

Wfi  pray,  we  pray  tn  th«e ; 
By  the  rIow  of  thy  golden  fruit. 
And  the  violet  hne  of  thy  flower, 

And  the  Kreeting  route 

or  thy  boagh*t  salute 
To  the  stranger  who  seeks  thy  bowor.^ 

"Oh!  Abyssinian  tree, 

How  the  traveller  blesses  thee, 
When  the  night  no  moon  allows, 
And  the  sunset  hour  Is  near, 

And  thou  bend'st  thy  boughs 

To  kiss  his  brows, 
Baying,  *  Coine,  rest  thee  here.* 

Oh!  Abyssinian  tree. 

Thus  bow  thy  head  to  me  !** 

In  the  burden  of  this  song  the  companions  of  the 
young  Nubian  joined ;  and  we  heard  the  words, 
*•  Oh  !  Abyssinian  tree,"  dying  away  on  the  breeze, 
long  ader  the  whole  group  had  been  lost  to  our 
eyes. 

Whether,  in  the  new  arrangement  which  I  had 
made  for  our  voyage,  an  motive,  besides  those 
which  I  professed,  had  a  share,  I  can  scarcely,  even 
myself — so  bewildered  were  then  my  feelings— 
detennine.  But  no  sooner  had  the  current  borne 
us  away  from  all  humau  dwellings,  and  we  were 
alone  on  the  waters,  with  not  a  soul  near,  than  I 
felt  how  closely  such  solitude  draws  hearts  toge- 
ther, and  how  much  more  we  seemed  to  belong  to 
each  other,  than  when  there  were  eyes  around 
us. 

The  same  feeling,  but  without  the  same  sense  of 

>  See  an  account  of  this  sensitive  tree,  which  bends  down 
Its  bmncheK  to  thitse  who  approach  it,  in  M.  Jouiard*s  De- 
Bcnption  of  Syene  and  the  Catdracts. 


its  danger,  was  manifest  in  every  look  and  woid  sf 
Alethe.  The  consciousness  of  the  one  great  eflurt 
which  she  had  made  appeared  to  have  wtisfioH  her 
heart  on  the  score  of  duty — while  the  cievotednea 
with  which  she  saw  I  attended  to  her  every  wiA, 
was  felt  with  all  that  trusting  gratitude  which*  in 
woman,  is  the  day-spring  of  tove.  She  was,  tlien- 
fore,  happy,  innocently  happy ;  and  the  confkfiog, 
and  even  affectionate,  unreserve  of  her  manaer, 
while  it  rendered  my  trust  more  sacred»  mads  it 
abo  far  more  difficult 

It  was  only,  however,  upon  subjects  unconnected 
with  our  situation  or  fate,  that  she  y.elded  to  socfa 
interchange  of  thought,  or  that  her  voice  ventoicd 
to  answer  mine.  The  moment  I  alluded  to  the 
destiny  that  awaited  us,  all  her  cheerfulness  fled, 
and  she  became  saddened  and  silent.  'When  I  de- 
scribed to  her  the  be«.uty  of  my  own  native  land— 
its  founts  of  inspiration  and  fields  of  glory — her 
eyes  sparkled  with  sympathy,  and  sometimes  even 
softened  into  fondness.  But  when  I  ventored  to 
whisper,  that,  in  that  glorious  country,  a  life  full  sf 
love  and  liberty  awaited  her ;  when  I  proceeded  to 
contrast  the  adoration  and  bliss  she  might  coaunaad, 
with  the  gloomy  austerities  of  the  life  to  which  ibc 
was  hastening — it  was  like  the  coming  of  a  anddes 
cloud  over  a  summer  sky.  Her  head  sunk,  as  iho 
listened; — I  waited  in  vain  for  an  answer;  aid 
when,  half  playfully  reproaching  her  for  this  aileaea, 
I  stooped  to  take  her  hand,  I  could  feel  the  wino 
tears  fast  falling  over  it 

But  even  this — feeble  as  was  the  hope  it  held  oat 
— was  still  a  glimpse  of  happiuesa.  Though  it  fore- 
boded that  I  should  lose  her,  it  also  whispered  that 
I  was  loved  Like  that  lake,  in  the  land  of  Roses,' 
whose  waters  are  half  sweet,  hUf  bitter,*  I  Mt 
my  fate  to  be  a  compound  of  bliss  and  pain — bot  fU 
very  pain  well  worth  all  ordinary  bliss. 

And  thus  did  the  hours  of  that  night  pass  slosf; 
while  every  moment  shortened  our  happy  dieam, 
and  the  current  seemed  to  flow  with  a  swifter  pace 
than  any  that  ever  yet  hurried  to  tlie  sea.  Not  a 
feature  of  the  whole  scene  but  lives,  at  this  momect, 
freshly  in  my  memory  ; — the  Iwoken  starlight  oa 
the  water ; — the  rippling  sound  of  the  boat,  as, 
without  oar  or  sail,  it  went,  like  a  thing  of  enchant- 
ment, down  the  stream  ; — the  scented  fire,  buramg 
beside  us  upon  the  deck,  and  then  that  face,  oa 
which  its  light  fell,  revealing,  at  every  moment, 
some  new  charm — some  blush  or  look*  more  beau- 
tiful than  the  last ! 

Often,  while  I  sat  gazing,  forgetfid  of  all  dse, 
in  this  world,  our  boat,  left  wholly  to  itself,  wookl 

*  The  province  of  ArsinoS,  now  Ftoom. 

*  Paul  Lucas, 
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drhre  from  its  course,  and  bearing  us  away  to  the 
b0ok,  get  entangled  in  the  water  flowers,  or  be 
esaght  in  some  eddy,  ere  I  perceived  where  we 
were.  Once,  too,  when  the  rustling  of  my  oar 
among  the  flowers  had  startled  away  from  the  bank 
•ome  wild  antelopes,  that  had  stolen,  at  that  still 
hoar,  to  drink  of  the  Nile,  what  an  emblem  did  I 
Hunk  It  of  the  young  heart  then  beeide  me — tasting, 
%u  the  first  time,  of  hope  and  love,  and  so  soon, 
to  be  scared  from  tlieir  sweetness  forever ! 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Thi  night  was  now  far  advanced — the  bend  of 
coarse  towards  the  left,  and  the  closing  in  of  the 
hills  upon  the  river,  gave  warning  of  oar 
n|iproach  to  the  hermifs  dwelling.  Every  minute 
MOW  appeared  like  the  last  of  existence ;  and  I  felt 
a  sinking  of  despair  at  my  heart,  which  would  have 
been  intolerable,  had  not  a  resolution  that  suddenly, 
and  as  if  by  inspiration,  occurred  to  me,  presented  a 
gjiimpse  of  hope,  which,  in  some  degree,  calmed  my 
ibelingB. 

Much  as  I  had,  all  my  life,  despised  hypocrisy^ 
■die  very  sect  I  had  embraced  being  chiefly  recom- 
ided  to  me  by  the  war  they  continued  to  wage 
the  cant  of  all  others — it  was,  nevertheless, 
fa  hypocrisy  that  I  now  scrupled  not  to  take  refuge 
ftam  that  calamity  which  to  me  was  far  worse  than 
aitlier  shame  or  death,  my  separation  from  Alethe. 
la  my  despair,  I  adopted  the  humiliating  plan- 
deeply  humiliating  as  I  felt  it  to  be,  even  amid  the 
joy  with  which  I  welcomed  it — of  ofi*ering  myself 
to  this  hermit  as  a  convert  to  his  faith,  and  thus 
%eooaiing  the  fellow-disciple  of  Alethe  under  his 


1 


Fhmi  the  moment  I  resolved  upon  this  plan  my 
ifiril  felt  lightened.  Thotigh  having  fully  before 
■By  eyes  the  mean  labyrinth  of  imposture  into 
which  it  would  lead  me,  I  thought  of  nothing  but 
the  chance  of  our  continuing  still  together.  In  this 
fcepe,  all  pride,  all  philosophy,  was  forgotten,  and 
atery  thing  seemed  tolerable,  but  the  pro^wct  of 
Wngher. 

Thus  reedved,  it  was  with  somewhat  less  reloc- 
feelings  that  I  now  undertook,  at  the  anxious 
of  my  companion,  to  ascertain  *iie  site  of 
llmt  well-known  moautain  in  the  neighborhood  of 
whtoh  the  anchoret's  dwelling  lay.  We  had  already 
one  or  two  stupendous  rocks,  which  stood, 


uetached,  like  fortresses,  over  the  river's  brink,  and 
which  in  some  degree  corresponded  with  the  de- 
scription on  the  leaf.  So  little  waa  there  of  life  now 
stirring  along  the  shores,  that  I  had  begun  almost  to 
despair  of  any  assistance  from  inquiry,  when,  on 
looking  to  the  western  bank,  I  saw  a  boatman 
among  the  sedges,  towing  his  small  boat,  with  some 
difficulty,  up  the  current  Hailing  him  as  we  pass- 
ed, I  aaked,^-**  Where  stands  the  Mountain  of  the 
Birds  T'*^ — and  he  had  hardly  time,  as  he  pointed 
above  us,  to  answer  **  There,"  when  we  perceived 
that  we  were  just  then  entering  into  the  shadow, 
which  this  mighty  rock  flings  across  the  whole  of 
the  flood. 

In  a  few  moments  we  had  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  ravine,  of  which  the  Mountain  of  the  Birds 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  through  which  the 
scanty  tcoal  from  the  Nile  flows.  At  the  sight  of 
this  aWi'ul  chasm,  within  some  of  whose  dreary  re- 
cesses (if  we  had  rightly  interpreted  the  leaQ  the 
dwoUing  of  the  Solitary  was  to  be  found,  our  voices 
sunk  at  once  into  a  k>w  whisper,  while  Alethe 
turned  round  to  me  with  a  look  of  awe  and  eager- 
ness, as  if  doubtful  whether  I  had  not  already  dis- 
appeared from  her  side.  A  quick  movement,  how- 
ever, of  her  hand  towards  the  ravine,  told  too  plain- 
ly that  her  purpose  was  still  unchanged.  Imme- 
diately checking,  therefore,  with  my  oars,  the 
career  of  our  boat,  I  succeeded,  after  no  small  exer- 
tion, in  turning  it  out  of  the  current  of  the  river,  and 
steering  into  this  bleak  and  stagnant  canal. 

Our  transition  from  life  and  bloom  to  the  very 
depth  of  desolation  was  inmiediate.  While  the  wat^r 
on  one  side  of  the  ravine  lay  buried  in  shadow,  the 
white  skeleton -like  crags  of  the  other  stood  aloft  in 
the  pale  glare  of  moonlight  The  sluggish  stream 
through  which  we  moved  yielded  sullenly  to  the 
oar,  and  the  shriek  of  a  few  water-birds,  which  we 
had  roused  from  their  fastnesses,  was  succeeded  by 
a  silence,  so  dead  and  awful,  that  our  lips  seemed 
afraid  to  disturb  it  by  a  breath  ;  and  half-whispered 
exclamations,  '*  How  dreary !" — "  How  dismal  !"— 
were  almost  the  only  words  exchanged  between 
us. 

We  had  proceeded  for  some  time  through  tliis 
gloomy  defile,  when,  at  a  short  distance  before  us, 
among  the  rocks* upon  which  the  moonlight  fell, 
we  could  perceive,  on  a  ledge  elevated  but  a  little 
above  the  canal,  a  small  hut  or  cave,  which,  frcm 
a  tree  or  two  planted  around  it,  had  some  appear- 
ance of  being  the  abode  of  a  human  being.  "  This, 
then,"  thought  I,  **  is  the  home  to  which  she  is  des- 


I  There  baa  beea  moch  coutrrivewy  amonf  the  Aml>Un 
wriien,  with  mpeci  to  the  site  of  thU  moaBtaln,  for  which 
MS  ^juArtmif^  ton.  I  an.  wf i 
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tined  !**— A  chill  of  despair  came  again  over  my 
heart,  and  the  oara,  aa  I  sat  gazing,  lay  motionless 
in  my  bands. 

I  foand  Alethe,  too,  whose  eyes  had  caught  the 
I  same  object,  drawing  closer  to  my  side  than  she  had 
yet  Tentured.  Laying  her  hand  agitatedly  upon 
mine,  **  We  must  here,"  said  she,  **  part  forever." 
I  turned  to  her  as  she  spoke ;  there  was  a  tender- 
nesB,  a  despondency,  in  her  countenance,  that  at 
once  saddened  and  inflamed  my  soul  **  Part  ^  1 
exclaimed,  passionately — **  No  ! — the  same  God 
shall  receive  us  both.  Thy  faith,  Alethe,  shall,  from 
this  hour,  be  mine ;  and  I  will  live  and  die  ;a  this 
desert  witii  theel" 

Her  surprise,  her  delight,  at  these  words  was  .ike 
a  momentary  delirium.  The  wild,  anxious  smile, 
with  which  she  looked  into  my  face,  as  if  to  ascer- 
tain whether  she  had  indeed  heard  my  words  aright, 
bespoke  a  happiness  too  much  for  reason  to  bear. 
At  length,  the  fulness  of  her  heart  found  relief  in 
tears ;  and,  murmuring  forth  an  incohereLt  blessing 
on  my  name,  she  let  her  head  fall  languidly  and 
powerleasly  on  my  arm.  The  light  fW>m  our  boat- 
fire  shone  upon  her  face.  I  saw  her  eyes,  which  she 
had  ck>sed  for  a  moment,  again  opening  upon  mo 
with  the  same  tenderness,  and — merciful  Providence, 
how  I  remember  that  moment  I — was  on  the  point 
of  bending  down  my  lips  towards  hers,  when,  sud- 
denly, in  the  air  above  us,  as  if  coming  direct  from 
heaven,  there  bunt  forth  a  strain  of  choral  music, 
that  with  its  solemn  sweetness  filled  the  whole 
valley 

Breaking  away  from  my  caress  at  these  super- 
natural sounds,  the  maiden  threw  herself  trembling 
upon  her  knees,  and,  not  daring  to  look  up,  ex- 
claimed wildly,  "  My  mother,  oh  my  mother !" 

It  was  the  Christian's  morning  hymn  that  we 
heard  ; — tlie  same,  as  1  learned  alterwards,  that,  on 
their  high  terrace  at  Memphis,  she  had  been  taught 
by  her  mother  to  sing  to  the  rising  sun. 

Scarcely  less  startled  than  my  companion,  I 
looked  up,  and  saw,  at  the  very  summit  of  the  rock 
above  us,  a  light,  appearing  to  come  from  a  small 
opening  or  window,  through  which  those  sounds 
likewise,  that  had  appeared  to  me  so  supernatural, 
issued.  There  could  be  no  doubt,  that  we  had  now 
found — if  not  the  dwelling  of  the  anchoret — at  least, 
the  haunt  of  some  of  the  Christian  brotherhood  of 
these  rocks,  by  whose  assistance  wo  could  not  fail  to 
find  the  place  of  his  retreat 

The  agitation,  into  which  Alethe  had  been  thrown 
by  the  first  burst  of  that  psalmody,  soon  yielded  to 
the  softening  recollections  which  it  brought  back ; 
and  a  calm  came  over  her  brow,  such  as  it  had 
never  before  worn,  since  we  met  She  seemed  to 
fool  as  if  she  had  now  reached  her  destined  haven, 


and   hailed,  as  the  voice  of  heaven  itnlf»  thflM 
solemn  sounds  by  which  slie  was  wekomed  to  it 

In  her  tranquillity,  however,  I  was  very  far  fioR 
yet  sympathiiing.  Full  of  impatience  t:  k«ni  al 
that  awaited  her  as  well  as  myself,  I  poshed  oar 
boat  close  to  the  base  of  the  rock,  so  as  to  bring  it 
directly  under  that  lighted  window  oii  tlie  sonunil, 
to  explore  my  way  up  to  which  was  new  my  im- 
mediate object  Having  hastily  received  my  ia- 
structions  from  Alethe,  and  made  her  repeat  again 
the  name  of  tlie  Christian  whom  we  sought,  I 
sprang  upon  the  bank,  and  was  not  long  in  disoorer- 
ing  a  sort  of  path,  or  stairway,  cut  rudely  out  of  the 
rock,  and  leading,  as  I  found,  by  easy  windings,  np 
the  steep. 

After  ascending  for  some  t*i  /d,  I  arrived  at  a  level 
space  or  ledge,  which  the  hand  of  labor  bad  suc- 
ceeded in  converting  mto  a  garden,'  and  which  was 
planted,  here  and  there,  with  fig-treet  '  ~d  paluK 
Aronnd  it,  too,  I  could  perceive,  throagb  Jw  gtim- 
mering  light,  a  number  of  small  caves  or  grottoes, 
into  some  of  which,  human  beings  might  find  an  en- 
trance ;  while  others  appeared  of  no  larger  <&ixb- 
sions  than  those  tombs  of  the  Sacred  Birds  whidi 
are  seen  ranged  around  Lake  Moeris. 

I  was  still,  I  found,  but  half-way  np  the  ascent, 
nor  was  there  vinble  any  fnrther  means  of  eoBtioa- 
ing  my  course,  as  the  mountain  from  lience  nas, 
almost  perpendiculariy,  like  a  walL  At  length, 
however,  on  exploring  more  closely,  I  diecoveied 
behind  the  sliade  of  a  fig-tree  a  large  ladder  ef 
wood,  resting  firmly  against  the  rock,  and  »fl>w»Ci>g 
an  easy  and  safe  ascent  up  the  steepw 

Having  ascertained  thus  far,  I  again  descended 
to  the  boat  for  Alethe,  whom  I  found  trvmfaiii^ 
already  at  her  short  solitude ;  and  having  led 
her  up  the  stairway  to  this  quiet  garden,  left  her 
lodged  there  securely,  amid  its  holy  silence,  while 
I  pursued  my  way  upward  to  tlie  light  upon  the 
rock. 

At  the  top  of  the  long  ladder  I  found  myself  oo 
another  ledge  or  platform,  somewhat  smaller  than 
the  first,  but  planted  in  the  same  manner,  with 
trees,  and,  as  I  could  perceive  by  the  mingled  light 
of  morning  and  the  moon,  embellished  with  flowers. 
I  was  now  near  the  summit ; — there  remained  but 
another  short  ascent,  and,  as  a  ladder  against  the 
rock  supplied,  as  before,  the  means  of  scaling  it,  I 
was  in  a  few  minutes  at  the  opening  from  whieh 
the  light  issued. 

I  had  ascended  gently,  as  well  from  a  feeling  of 
awe  at  the  wholo  scene,  as  from  an  unvOUngniM 


^  The  niooki  of  Mnnnt  Sinai  (Shaw  wyt)  have  canrwi 
over  near  four  seres  of  the  naked  rucks  with  IroliAii  cxi- 
dent  and  orchards. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


709 


to  disturb  rudely  the  rites  on  which  I  mtraded. 
My  approach,  therefore,  being  unheard*  an  oppor- 
tooity  was,  for  some  moments,  a^rded  me  of  ob- 
■ert  ing  the  group  within,  before  my  appearance  at 
the  window  wos  diaccvered. 

Ic  the  middle  of  the  apartment,  which  seemed 
to  have  been  once  a  Pagan  oratory,  there  was  col- 
lected an  assembly  of  about  seven  or  eight  persoos, 
some  «)ale,  some  female,  kneeling  in  silence  round 
a  small  altar  ;^while,  among  them,  as  if  presiding 
over  their  solemn  ceremony,  stood  an  aged  man, 
who,  at  the  moment  of  my  arrival,  was  piesenting 
to  one  of  the  female  worehippera  an  alabaster  cup, 
which  she  applied,  with  profound  reverence,  to  her 
lips.  The  venerable  countenance  of  the  minister, 
as  he  pronounced  a  short  prayer  over  her  bead, 
wore  an  expression  of  profound  feeling  that  showed 
how  wholly  he  was  absorbed  in  that  rite ;  and  when 
she  had  drank  of  the  cup— which  I  saw  had  en- 
graven on  its  side  the  image  of  a  head,'  with  a  glory 
round  it — the  holy  man  bent  down  and  kissed  her 
forehead.* 

After  this  parting  salutation,  the  whole  group 
rose  silently  from  their  knees ;  and  it  was  then,  for 
the  first  time,  that,  by  a  cry  of  terror  frpm  one  of 

I  the  women,  the  appearance  of  a  stranger  at  the 
window  was  discovered.  The  whole  assembly 
seemed  startled  and  alarmed,  except  him,  that  su- 
perior person,  who,  advancing  from  the  altaj,  with 
an  unmoved  look,  raised  the  latch  of  the  door  ad- 
j(  ning  to  the  window,  and  admitted  me. 

There  was,  in  this  okl  man's  features,  a  mixture 

I  of  e*  ^^^ion  and  sweetness,  of  simplicity  and  energy, 
wnich  commanded  at  once  attachment  and  homage ; 
and  half  hoping,  half  fearing,  to  find  in  him  the 
destined  guardian  of  Alethe,  I  looked  anxiously  in 
his  face,  as  I  entered,  and  pronounced  the  name 
**  Melanius !" — "  Melanius  is  my  name,  young 
stranger,**  he  answered ;  **  and  whether  in  friend- 
ship or  in  enmity  thou  contest,  Melanius  blesMs 
thee.'  Thus  saying,  he  made  a  sign  with  his  right 
hand  obovt  my  head,  wliiie,  with  uivoluntary  re- 
spect, I  bowed  ben  «*ith  the  benediction. 

**  Let  this  volume,*'  I  replied,  "  answer  for  the 
peaoefulness  of  my  mission** — at  the  same  time, 
placing  in  his  hands  the  copy  of  the  Scriptures 
which  had  been  his  own  gill  to  the  mother  of  Alethe, 
and  which  her  child  now  brought  as  the  credential 


1  There  was  asu.illy.  TerttJlUm  tells  us,  the  Imafe  of 
CbrtKt  on  the  coniniunion-caps. 

I  **  We  are  rather  dUpowd  tn  Infer/*  says  the  Ute  Bisktp 
•S  iAm€0im,  is  hit  very  wnslble  work  oo  TMtulliaa.  **  that, 
at  the  cuoeiaslon  of  all  their  neetisgs  for  the  porpoae  of 
denMtm,  the  early  ChrUtiaaa  were  aeeastoaied  to  give  the 


of  her  claims  on  his  protection.  At  the  sight  of  thb 
sacred  pledge,  which  he  instantly  recognised,  the 
soienmity  that  had  at  first  marked  his  reception  of 
me  softened  Into  tenderness.  Thoughts  of  other 
times  appear&i  to  pass  through  his  mind ;  and  as, 
with  a  sigh  of  recollection,  he  took  the  book  from 
my  hands,  some  words  on  the  outer  leaf  caught  his 
eye.  They  were  few — but  contained,  most  proba- 
bly, the  iabt  wishes  of  the  dying  Theora ;  for,  as  he 
read  them  over  eagerly,  I  saw  teaia  in  his  aged 
eyes.  '*  The  trust,"  he  sakl,  with  a  faltering  voice, 
'*  is  precious  and  sacred,  and  God  will  enable*  I  hope, 
his  servant  to  guard  it  faithfully." 

During  this  short  dialogue,  the  other  persons  of 
the  assembly  had  departed — being,  as  I  afterwards 
learned,  brethren  from  the  neighboring  bank  of  the 
Nile,  who  came  thus  secretly  before  daybreak,'  to 
join  in  woi^i/qiping  their  God.  Fearful  lest  their 
descent  down  the  rock  might  alarm  Alethe,  I  hur- 
ried briefly  over  the  few  words  of  explanation  that 
remained,  and  leaving  the  venerable  Christian  to 
follow  at  his  leisure,  hastened  anxwnsly  down  to 
rejoin  the  young  maideiL 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Mblaniits  was  one  of  the  first  of  those  lealoos 
Christians  of  Egypt,  who,  following  the  recent  ex- 
ample of  the  hermit,  Paul,  bade  farewell  to  all  the 
comforts  of  social  existence,  and  betook  theraaehres 
to  a  life  of  contemplation  in  the  deseit.  Less  selfish, 
however,  in  his  piety,  than  most  of  these  ascetics, 
Melanius  forgot  not  the  worid  in  leaving  it  He 
knew  that  man  was  not  bom  to  live  wholly  lor  him- 
self; that  his  relation  to  hiunan  kind  was  that  of 
the  link  to  the  chain,  and  that  even  his  soUtnde 
should  be  turned  to  the  advantage  of  others.  In 
fi}ing,  therefore,  from  the  din  and  disturbance  of 
life,  he  sought  not  to  place  himself  beyond  the  reach 
of  its  sjrmpathies,  but  selected  a  retreat  where  he 
oonid  combine  all  the  advantages  of  solitude  with 
those  opportunities  of  being  useful  to  his  fellow-men, 


kiss  of  peace.  In  token  oc  ine  orotherljr  love  wbslstlog  Ko- 
tween  theai.** 

*  It  was  arnoof  the  arcDsatloas  of  Celns  sfalast  the 
Chftsiiass,  tkat  tbej  held  their  ass—hlies  pdvaiely,  and 
eoairary  tn  law ;  and  one  of  the  spestors,  la  iIm  enrinas 
wftriK  of  Jtmm€ius  Atfs,  calls  the  ChtislUas  **  laiebraaa  et 
InclAigax  aatio.** 
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which  a  neighborhood  to  their  populous  haunts 
would  afford. 

That  taste  for  the  gloom  of  subterranean  recesses, 
whii!h  the  race  of  Misraim  inherit  from  their  Ethi- 
opian  ancestOTi,  had,  by  holiowiug  out  all  Egypt 
into  caverns  and  crypts,  supplied  these  Christian 
anchorets  with  an  ample  choice  of  retreats.  Ac- 
cordingly, some  found  a  shelter  in  the  grottoes  of 
Elethya ;— others,  among  the  royal  tombs  of  the 
Thebald.  In  the  middle  of  the  Seven  Valleys,* 
where  the  sun  rarely  shines,  a  few  have  fixed  their 
dim  and  melancholy  retreat;  while  others  have 
sought  the  neighborhood  of  the  red  Liakes  of  Nitria,' 
and  there,  like  those  Pagan  solitaries  of  old,  who 
fixed  their  dwelling  among  the  palm-trees  near  the 
Dead  Sea,  pass  their  whole  lives  in  musing  amidst 
the  sterility  of  niiture,  and  seem  to  find,  in  her  deso- 
lation, peace. 

It  was  on  one  of  the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to 
the  east  of  the  river,  that  Melanins,  as  we  have 
seen,  chose  his  place  of  seclusion — having  all  the 
life  and  fertility  of  the  Nile  on  one  side,  and  the 
lone,  dismal  barrenness  of  the  desert  on  the  other. 
Half  way  down  this  mountain,  where  it  impends 
over  the  ravine,  he  found  a  series  of  caves  or  grot- 
toes dug  out  of  the  rock,  which  had,  in  other  times, 
ministered  to  some  purpose  of  mystery,  but  whose 
use  had  long  been  forgotten,  and  their  recesses 
abandoned. 

To  this  place,  after  the  banishment  of  his  great 
master,  Origeu,  Melanius,  with  a  few  faithful  fol- 
lowers, retired,  and  there,  by  the  example  of  his 
innocent  life,  as  well  as  by  his  fervid  eloquence, 
succeeded  in  winning  crowds  of  converts  to  his 
faith.  Placed,  as  he  was,  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  rich  city,  Antinoe,'  thou^  he  mingled  not 
with  its  multitude,  his  name  and  his  fame  were 
ever  among  them,  and,  to  all  who  sought  after  in- 
struction or  consolation,  the  cell  of  the  hermit  was 
always  open. 

Notwithstanding  the  rigid  abstinence  of  his  own 
habits,  he  was  yet  careful  to  provide  for  the  com- 
forts of  others.  Content  with  a  rude  pallet  of  straw, 
himself,  he  had  always  for  the  stranger  a  less 
homely  resting-place.  From  his  grotto,  the  way- 
faring and  the  indigent  never  went  unrefreshed ; 
and,  with  the  aid  of  some  of  his  brethren,  he  had 
formed  gardens  along  the  ledges  of  the  mountain, 
which  gave  an  air  of  life  and  cheerfulness  to  his 


^  See  Matrizf^M  acronnt  of  these  valleys,  given  by  Qua- 
errm^re^  tnm.  i.  p.  450. 

*  For  a  striking  description  of  this  region,  see  "  Rame»e*,** 
a  woric  which,  thoagh  in  general  too  technical  and  elaborate, 
shows,  in  many  passnges,  to  what  picturesque  efl^ts  the 
•cenery  and  mythology  of  Egypt  may  be  made  subservient. 


rocky  dwelling,  and  suppliod  him  with  the  dsM 
necessaries  of  such  a  climate— fruit  and  shade. 

Though  the  acquaintance  he  had  formed  with 
the  mother  of  Alethe,  during  the  shott  peiiwi  of 
her  attendance  at  the  school  of  Origeo,  was  soon 
interrupted,  and  never  afterwards  renewed,  the 
interest  which  he  had  then  taken  in  her  fate  wai 
far  too  lively  to  be  forgotten.  He  had  se^  the 
zeal  with  which  her  young  heart  welcodkd  in- 
struction ;  and  the  thought  that  so  promising  a  can- 
didate for  heaven  should  have  relapsed  into  idolatry, 
came  often,  with  disquieting  apprehenaion,  over  fail 
mind. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  true  pleasure,  that,  hiA  a 
year  or  two  before  Theora's  death,  he  had  leaned 
by  a  private  communication  from  her,  trannmtted 
through  a  Christian  enbalmer  of  Memphis,  that 
"  not  only  had  her  own  heart  taken  root  in  the 
faith,  but  that  a  new  bud  had  flowered  with  the 
same  divine  hope ;  and  that,  ere  long,  he  might  see 
them  both  transplanted  to  the  desert.'* 

The  coming,  therefore,  of  Alethe  was  far  less  a 
surprise  to  him,  than  her  coming  thus  akme  was  a 
shock  and  a  sorrow  ;  and  the  silence  of  their  firrt 
meeting  showed  how  painfully  both  remembered 
that  the  tie  which  had  brought  them  together  was 
no  longer  of  this  worid — that  the  hand,  which 
should  have  been  then  joined  with  theirs,  was 
mouldering  in  the  tomb.  I  now  saw,  that  evea 
religion  like  his  was  not  proof  against  the  sadness 
of  mortality.  For,  as  the  old  man  put  ande  the 
ringlets  from  her  forehead,  and  contemplated  in 
that  clear  countenance  the  reflection  of  what  her 
mother  had  been,  there  mingled  a  moamfulneBi 
with  his  piety,  as  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul  f 
which  showed  how  little  even  the  certainty  of  a 
heaven  for  those  we  love  can  reconcile  ns  to  the 
pain  of  having  lost  them  on  earth. 

The  full  light  of  day  had  now  risen  npon  the 
desert,  and  our  host,  reminded,  by  the  faint  looks 
of  Alethe,  of  the  many  anxious  hours  we  had 
passed  without  sleep,  proposed  that  we  should 
seek,  in  the  chambers  of  the  rock,  such  rest  as  a 
hennit*s  dwelling  could  ofler.  Pointing  to  oue  of 
the  largest  of  these  openings,  as  he  addrv«ed 
me—"  Thou  wilt  find,"  he  said,  "  in  thai  grotto 
a  bed  of  fresh  doum  leaves,  and  may  the  conscious- 
ness of  having  protected  the  orphan  sweeten  thy 
sleep !" 


*  From  the  position  assigned  to  AntlnoC  In  this  work.«« 
•honld  conctade  that  It  extended  mach  further  In  the  n«v^ 
than  the  few  rnlns  of  It  that  remain  woald  soem  tt>  indicaie. 
and  that  the  disoince  between  the  city  and  the  Moantals 
of  the  Birds  was  considerably  less  than  what  It  appeaia  W 
be  at  {»esenL 
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I  felt  how  dearly  this  pra'ne  had  been  earned, 
and  already  almost  repeuted  of  havingr  deserved 
tt  There  was  a  sadness  in  the  countenance  of 
Alethe,  as  I  took  leave  of  her,  to  which  the  fore- 
bodings of  my  own  heart  but  too  faithfully  re- 
sponded; nor  could  I  help  fearing,  as  her  hand 
parted  lingeringly  from  mine,  that  I  had,  by  this 
s&erifice,  placed  her  beyond  my  reach  forever. 

Having  lighted  for  me  a  lamp,  which,  in  these 
recesses,  even  at  noon,  is  necessary,  the  holy  man 
led  me  to  the  entrance  of  the  grotto.  And  here,  I 
blush  to  say,  my  career  of  hypocjisy  began.  With 
the  sole  view  of  obtaining  another  glance  at  Alethe, 
I  turned  humbly  to  solicit  the  benediction  of 
the  Christian,  and,  having  conveyed  to  her,  while 
bendin^r  reverently  down,  as  much  of  the  deep 
feeling  of  my  soul  as  looks  could  express,  I  then, 
with  a  desponding  spirit,  hurried  into  the  cavern. 

A  short  passage  led  me  to  the  chamber  within — 
the  walls  of  which  I  found  covered,  like  those  of 
the  grottoes  of  Lycopdis,  with  paintings,  which, 
though  executed  long  ages  ago,  looked  as  fresh  m 
if  tneir  colon  were  but  laid  on  yesterday.  They 
were,  all  of  them,  representations  of  rural  and 
domestic  scenes ;  aud,  in  the  greater  number,  the 
melancholy  imagination  of  the  artist  had  called  in, 
as  usual,  the  presence  of  Death,  to  throw  his  shadow 
over  the  picture. 

My  attention  was  particularly  drawn  to  one  series 
of  subjects,  throogliout  the  whole  of  which  the  same 
group— consisting  of  a  youth,  a  maiden,  and  two 
aged  perrons,  who  appeared  to  be  the  father  and 
mother  of  the  giri^-were  n>pr»«ented  in  all  the  de- 
tails of  their  daily  life.  The  looks  and  attitudes  of 
the  young  people  denoted  that  they  were  lovers; 
and,  sometimes,  they  wer^  seen  sitting  under  a 
canopy  of  flowers,  with  their  eyes  fixed  on  each 
other's  faces,  as  though  they  could  never  look 
away ;  sometimes,  they  appeared  walking  along 
the  bonks  of  the  Nile,-— 


on  one  of  those  tweet  nights 


When  IMs,  the  pare  star  ofloven,'  lights 

Her  bridal  en*eemt  o'er  the  bitly  stream^ 

When  wnn«lering  youths  and  ninliieiit  watch  her  beam, 

And  number  o*er  the  nigiits  she  hnth  tu  run, 

Ere  she  again  eiubrace  her  bridegroom  sun.* 

Through  all  these  scenes  of  endearment  the  two 
Alder  persons  stood  by ; — their  calm  countenances 
touched  with  a  share  of  that  bliss,  in  whose  perfect 
light  the  young  loven  were  basking.  Thus  far,  all 
was  happiness ; — but  the  sad  lesson  of  mortality 
was  yet  to  come.  In  the  last  picture  of  the  series, 
one  of  the  figures  was  missing.     It  was  that  of  the 

>  Vide  riuUrck.  de  hid. 

•  *'  Coojunciio  soils  cum  tuna,  quod  est  velutl  ntrlnsqae 
JMnuibiam.**    JtkUmaki, 


yonng  maiden,  who  had  disappeared  from  among 
them.  On  the  brink  of  a  dark  lake  stood  the  three 
who  remained ;  while  a  boat,  jtnt  departing  for  the 
City  of  the  Dead,  told  loo  plainly  the  end  of  their 
dream  of  happiness. 

Thk  memorial  of  a  sorrow  of  other  times— of  a 
sorrow,  ancient  as  death  itself-*  was  not  wantinjr 
to  deepen  the  melancholy  of  my  mind,  or  to  adii 
to  the  weight  of  tlie  many  bodings  that  preawd 
upon  it 

After  a  night,  as  it  seemed,  of  anxious  and  un- 
sleeping thought,  I  rose  from  my  bed  and  returned 
to  the  garden.  I  found  the  Christian  alone— seat- 
ed, under  the  shade  of  one  of  his  trees,  at  a  small 
table,  on  which  there  lay  a  volume  unrolled,  while 
a  beautiful  antelope  was  sleeping  at  his  feet.  Struck 
by  the  contrast  which  he  presented  to  those  liaughty 
priests,  whom  I  had  seen  surrounded  by  the  pomp 
and  gorgeousness  of  temples,  *'  Is  this,  then,**  thought 
I,  "the  faith  before  which  the  world  now  trem- 
bles—its temple  the  desert,  its  treasury  a  book, 
and  its  High  Priest  the  solitary  dweller  of  the 
rockr 

He  had  prepared  for  me  a  fimple,  but  hospitable 
repast,  of  which  fruits  from  his  own  garden,  the 
white  bread  of  Olyra,  and  the  juice  of  the  honey- 
cane,  formed  the  most  costly  luxuries.  His  man- 
ner to  me  was  even  more  cordial  and  fatherly  than 
before  ;  but  the  absence  of  Alethe,  and,  still  more, 
the  ominous  reserve,  with  which  he  not  only,  him- 
self, refrained  from  all  mention  of  her  name,  but 
eluded  the  few  inquiries,  by  which  I  sought  to  lead 
to  it,  seemed  to  confirm  all  the  apprehensions  I  had 
felt  in  parting  from  her. 

She  had  acquainted  him,  it  was  evident,  with 
the  whole  history  of  our  flight  My  reputation  as 
a  philosopher — my  desire  to  become  a  Christian — 
all  was  already  known  to  the  zealoiw  anchoret,  and 
the  subject  of  my  conversion  was  the  very  first  on 
which  he  entered.  Oh,  pride  of  philosophy,  how 
wert  thou  then  humbled,  and  with  what  shame  did 
I  stand  in  the  presence  of  that  venerable  man,  not 
daring  to  let  my  eyes  encounter  his,  whil««,  with 
imhesitating  trust  in  the  sincerity  of  my  intention, 
he  welcomed  me  to  a  participation  of  his  holy  hope, 
and  imprinted  the  Kin  of  Charity  on  my  infidel 
brow ! 

Embarrassed  as  I  could  not  but  feel  by  the  hu 
miiiating  consciousness  of  hypocrisy,  I  was  even  still 
more  perplexed  by  my  almost  total  ignorance  of  the 
real  tenets  of  the  faith  to  which  I  professed  myself 
a  convert  Abashed  and  confused,  and  wiib  a 
heart  sick  at  its  own  deceit,  I  listened  to  tbu 
animated  and  eloquent  gratulations  of  the  C  hristian, 
as  though  they  were  words  in  a  dream,  witlio  it  any 
link  or  meanuig;  nor  could  disguise  but  by  the 
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mockery  of  a  reverent  bow,  at  every  paiue,  the 
total  want  of  self-poflsefision,  and  even  of  speech, 
under  which  I  labored. 

A  few  miuatee  more  of  such  trial,  and  I  muil 
have  avowed  my  impoeture.  But  the  hdy  man 
perceived  my  embarrasament ; — and,  whether  mis- 
taking  it  for  awe,  or  knowing  it  to  be  ignorance,  re- 
lieved me  from  my  perplexity  by,  at  once,  changing 
the  theme.  Having  gently  awakened  his  antelope 
from  its  sleep,  "  You  have  doubtless,"  he  naid, 
**  heard  of  my  brother-anchoret,  Paul,  who,  fro;» 
his  cave  in  the  marble  mountains,  near  the  Red 
Sea,  sends  hourly  the  blessed  '  sacrifice  of  thanks- 
giving* to  heaven.  Of  Am  walks,  they  tell  me,  a 
lion  is  the  companion  ;*  but,  for  me,"  he  added  with 
a  playful  and  significant  smile, "  who  try  my  powers 
of  taming  but  on  the  gentler  animuls,  this  feeble 
child  of  the  desert  is  a  far  fitter  playmate."  Then, 
taking  his  staff,  and  putting  the  time-worn  volume 
which  he  had  been  perusing  mto  a  large  goat-skin 
pouch,  that  hung  by  liis  side,  '*  I  will  now,**  said 
he,  **  conduct  thee  over  my  rocky  kingdom,  that 
thou  mayest  see  in  what  drear  and  barren  places 
that  'sweet  fruit  of  the  spirit,*  Peace,  may  be 
gathered.** 

To  speak  of  peace  to  a  heart  throbbing,  as  mine 
did,  at  that  moment,  was  like  talking  of  some  dis- 
tant harbor  to  the  maruier  sinking  at  sea.  In  vain 
d.d  I  look  around  for  some  sign  of  Aletlie  ; — in  vain 
make  an  effort  even  tOvUtter  her  name.  Conscious- 
ness of  ray  own  deceit,  as  well  as  a  fear  of  awaken- 
ing in  the  mind  of  Melanius  any  suspicion  tliat 
might  tend  to  frustrate  my  only  hope,  threw  a  fetter 
o^er  my  spirit,  and  checked  my  tongue.  In  humble 
silence,  therefore,  I  followed ;  while  the  cheerful 
old  man,  with  slow,  but  firm  step,  ascended  the 
rock,  by  the  same  ladders  which  I  had  mounted  on 
the  preceding  night 

During  th<»  time  when  the  Decian  Persecution 
was  raging,  many  Christians,  as  he  told  me,  of  the 
neighborhood  had  take^:  refuge  under  his  protec- 
tion, in  these  grottoes ;  and  the  small  chapel  upon 
the  summit,  where  I  had  found  his  flock  at  prayer, 
was,  in  those  awful  times  of  suffering,  their  usual 
place  of  retreat,  where,  by  drawing  up  these  lad- 
ders, they  were  enabled  to  secure  themselves  from 
pursuit 

The  view,  from  the  top  of  the  rock,  extending 
on  either  side,  embraced  the  two  extremes  of  fer- 
tility and  desolation ;  nor  could  the  Epicurean 
and  the  Anchoret,  who  now  stood  gaxing  from 
tliat  height,  be  at  any  loss  to  indulge  their  re^>ec- 
tivo  ta^ites,  between  the  living  luxuriance  of  the 

t  M  Chdteaubriand  has  Introdaced  Paul  and  hU  lion  Into 
lbs  MMrlitrt,  Uv.  xl. 


world  on  one  side,  and  the  dead*  pukelesi  iffioae  of 
the  desert  on  the  other.  When  we  turned  to  tks 
river,  what  a  picture  of  aaimatioii  pfeaented  it- 
self! Near  us  to  the  south,  were  the  gmeefiil 
colonnades  of  Antinod,  its  proud,  populous  strssls, 
and  triumphal  mouumenta.  Ou  the  oppoaile  dhan, 
rich  plains,  all  teeming  with  cultivatioo  lo  tbs 
watei^s  edge,  seemed  to  ofier  up,  aa  Irom  venbM 
altars,  their  fruits  to  the  sun ;  while,  beoeetk  ib, 
the  Nile, 


the  glnrioos  stream. 


That  late  between  tu  bmnks  was  seen  tf>  flMe» 
With  shrines  and  awrble  cities,  on  en  eh  sitie 
Giitteriug,  like  jewels  sirnng  along  a  cbaln^ 
Had  now  sent  fftrth  its  wniers,  and  o*er  iilaia 
And  valley,  like  a  pant  fnmi  his  bed 
Rising  with  ontstretcb*d  lunhs  snpCTblys| 


From  this  scene,  on  one  side  d  iie  mountaiii,  we  ^  ul 
but  to  turn  round  our  eyes  to  the  other,  i.  Mt  cis 
as  if  Nature  herself  had  become  suddenly  eztiaet ; 
— a  wide  waste  of  sands,  bleak  and  interminaMs, 
wearying  out  the  sun  with  its  sameneai  of  dessb- 
tion ; — black,  bumt-up  rocks,  that  stood  as  bu- 
fiers,  at  which  life  stopped  ; — while  the  only  agBs 
of  animation,  post  or  present,  were  the  foetpriak, 
here  and  there,  of  an  antelope  of  oatrieh,  or  the 
bones  of  dead  camela,  as  they  lay  whitening  at  a 
distance,  marking  out  the  track  of  the  caravans  oter 
the  waste. 

After  listening,  while  he  contraated,  in  a  few 
eloquent  words,  the  two  regions  of  life  and  death  oo 
whose  confines  wo  stood,  I  again  descended  with 
my  guide  to  the  garden  tJiat  we  had  left.  Fnm 
thence,  turning  into  a  path  along  tlie  mouutain-sids, 
he  led  me  to  another  row  of  grottoes,  facii^  the 
desert,  which  had  been  once,  he  said,  the  abode  of 
tliose  brethren  in  Christ,  who  had  fled  with  him  to 
this  solitude  from  the  crowded  world—but  whidi 
death  had,  within  a  few  short  months,  rendered 
tenantlcss.  A  cross  of  red  stone,  and  a  few  fiided 
trees,  were  the  only  traces  tiiese  soUlariee  had  tell 
behind. 

A  silence  of  some  minute*  succeeded,  while  ws 
descended  to  the  edge  of  the  canal ;  and  I  saw  op- 
posite, among  the  rocks,  that  solitary  cave  which 
had  so  chilled  me  with  its  aspect  on  the  preceding 
night  Beside  the  bank  we  found  one  of  those  rus- 
tic boats,  which  the  Egyptians  construct  of  planlts 
of  wikl  thorn,  bound  rudely  together  with  hands  of 
papyrus.  Placing  ourselves  in  this  boat,  and  rather 
impelling  than  rowing  it  across,  we  made  our  way 
through  the  foul  and  shallow  flood,  and  landed  di- 
rectly imder  the  site  of  the  cave. 

This  dwelling  was  situated,  as  I  have  already 
mentioned,  on  a  ledge  of  the  rock ;  and,  being  pro- 
vided With  a  sort  of  window  or  aperture  lo  adnit 
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the  light  of  heaven,  was  accounted,  I  found,  far 
■yire  cheerful  than  the  grottoes  on  the  other  nde  of 
fa/  ravine.  But  there  was  a  dreariness  in  the  whole 
region  around,  lo  which  light  only  lent  additional 
horror.  The  dead  whitenesr  of  the  rocks,  as  they 
Ntoud,  like  ghosts,  in  the  sunshiue ; — that  melan- 
choly pool,  half  lost  in  the  sands ; — all  gave  to  my 
mind  the  idea  of  a  wasting  world  To  dwell  in 
a  place  so  desolate  seemed  to  me  a  living  death ; 
end  when  the  Christian,  as  we  entered  the  cave, 
said,  "  Here  is  to  be  thy  home,"  prepared  as  I  had 
been  for  the  worst,  all  my  rMolutiou  gave  way ; — 
every  feeling  of  disappointed  passion  and  humbled 
pride,  which  had  been  gathering  round  my  heart  for 
the  last  few  hours,  found  a  vent  at  once,  and  I  burst 
into  tears. 

Accustomed  to  human  weakness,  and  perhaps 
guessing  at  some  of  the  sources  of  mine,  the  good 
Hermit,  without  appearing  to  take  any  notice  of 
this  emotion,  proceeded  to  expatiate,  with  a  cheer- 
ful air,  on,  what  he  called,  the  comforts  of  my 
dwelling.  Sheltered  from  the  dr)*,  burning  wind  of 
the  south,  my  porch  would  inhale,  he  said,  the  fresh 
breeze  of  the  Dog-star.  Fruits  from  his  own  moun- 
tain-garden  should  furnish  my  repast.  The  well 
of  the  neighboring  rock  would  supply  my  beverage  ; 
and  *'  here,"  he  continued — lowering  his  voice  into 
ft  more  solemn  tone,  as  he  placed  upon  the  table 
the  volume  which  he  had  brought — **  here,  my  son, 
is  that  *  well  of  living  waters,*  in  which  alone  thou 
wilt  find  lasting  refreshment  or  peace !"  Thus 
saying,  he  descended  the  rock  to  his  boat ;  and, 
oiler  a  few  plashes  of  his  oar  had  died  upon  my  ear, 
the  solitude  and  silence  that  reigned  around  me  was 
oomplete. 


CIIAPTrR  XVII. 

What  a  fate  was  mine ! — but  a  few  weeks  since, 
presiding  over  tiiat  gay  Festival  of  the  Garden,  with 
all  the  luxuries  of  existence  tributary  in  my  train  ; 
and  now— self-humbled  into  a  solitary  outcast^-the 
hypocritical  pupil  of  a  Cliristian  anchoret^withont 
•ven  the  excuse  of  religious  fanaticism,  or  any  other 
■ladneB,  but  that  of  love,  wild  love,  to  extenuate 


>  '' Je  tIs  dant  le  desert  des  hlrondelles  d*an  gria  elalr 
seiasne  le  SNMe  sor  lequel  elle«  vulent** — Demom, 

•  In  sllwttnf  to  WhUuin*s  tdea  of  s  comet  havlnf  esiwed 
lbs  delufe,  JU»  Oirard,  having  reronrked  thnt  the  word  Ty« 
pbeo  oii«ns  s  delage,  adds.  **  On  ne  pent  entendre  par  le 
%MM  tfa  rigae  dsTyphon  qol  celal  pendant  leqosi  le  d^ltigs 


my  fall !  Were  there  a  hope  tliat,  by  this  humili' 
ating  waste  of  existence,  I  might  purchase  now 
aud  then  a  momentary  glimpse  of  Alethe,  even  the 
depths  of  the  desert,  with  such  a  chance,  wouM  be 
welcome.  But  to  live— -and  live  thus — without  her, 
was  a  misery  which  I  neither  f<M«shw  nor  could 
endure. 

Hatinjr  even  to  look  upon  the  den  to  which  I 
was  doomed,  I  hurried  out  into  the  air,  and  found 
my  way,  along  the  rocks,  to  the  d*Miert  The  sun 
was  going  down,  with  that  blood-re^i  hue,  which 
he  so  often  wears,  in  this  climate,  at  his  setting. 
I  saw  the  sands,  stretching  .xit,  like  a  sea,  to  the 
horizon,  as  if  thb:*  waste  extended  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  worid— ^nd,  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
feelings,  rejoiced  to  see  so  large  a  po  ion  of  crea- 
tion rescued,  even  by  this  barren  liberty,  from  tlie 
encroaching  grasp  of  man.  The  thought  seemed  to 
relieve  my  wounded  pride,  and,  as  I  wandered  over 
the  dim  and  boundless  solitude,  to  be  thus  free, 
even  amidst  blight  and  desolaticm,  appeared  to  me  a 
blessing. 

The  only  living  thing  I  saw  was  a  restless  swal- 
low, whose  wings  were  of  the  same  hue  with  the 
gray  sands  over  which  he  fluttered.*  ''Why 
(thought  I)  may  not  the  mind,  like  this  bird,  par- 
take of  the  cokw  of  the  desert,  and  sympat  >ize  in 
its  austerity,  its  freedom,  and  its  calm  7**— 'thus 
vainly  endeavoring,  between  despondence  and  de- 
fiance, to  encounter  with  some  degree  of  fortitude 
what  yet  my  heart  sickened  to  coutemplate.  But 
the  eflbrt  was  unavailing.  Overcome  by  that  vast 
solitude,  whose  repose  was  not  the  slumber  of  peace, 
but  rather  the  sullen  and  burning  silence  of  hate,  I 
felt  my  spirit  give  way,  and  even  love  itself  yielded 
to  despair. 

Taking  my  seat  on  a  fragment  of  a  rock,  and 
covering  my  eyes  with  my  hands,  I  made  an  effiut 
lo  shut  out  the  overwhelming  prospect  But  all 
in  vain — it  was  still  before  me,  with  every  additional 
horror  that  fancy  could  suggest ;  and  when,  again 
looking  forth,  I  beheld  the  last  red  ray  of  the  sun, 
shooting  across  the  melancholy  and  lifeless  waste,  it 
appeared  to  me  like  the  liglit  of  that  comet  which 
once  desolated  tliis  worid,'  and  thvuk  luridly  shone 
out  over  tlie  ruin  that  it  had  made ! 

Appalled  by  my  own  gloomy  imagiuationa,  I 
turned  towanfa  the  ravine ;  and,  notwitlistaudinf 
the  disgust  with  whk;h  1  had  fled  from  my  dwall* 
ing,  was  not  iU  pleased  to  find  my  way,  over  tha 


innnda  la  terre,  tems  pendant  leqnel  on  <!ui  ob'vrvcr  la 
m*ixe  qui  Tnccaslnnnn,  el  d<*nl  rnppHritinn  fut.  nnn  araleRisat 
pi»nr  let  peupten  de  I'BiO'pie,  et  de  rEihkvHie.  laaU  «oeefn 
pilar  tiins  peni>le<  le  pr-imge  ftenexte  dc  lonr  deatnietlna 
presque  loUle.**~-/>Mmj>(>Mi  tfr  /«  FaUu  4a  CKgvnmmUL 
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rucks,  to  it  again.  On  approaching  the  cave,  to 
Diy  aftoDishment,  I  saw  a  light  within.  At  such  a 
momeut,  any  veetige  oi  jfe  was  welcome,  and  I 
hailed  the  unexpected  appearance  with  pleasure. 
On  entering,  however,  I  founa  the  chamber  all  as 
lonely  as  I  had  leA  it  The  light  I  had  seen  came 
from  a  lamp  that  burned  brightly  on  the  table; 
beside  it  was  unfolded  the  volume  which  Melanius 
had  brought,  aud  upon  the  open  leaves— oh,  joy  and 
surprise^lay  the  well-known  cross  of  Aletho ! 

What  hand,  but  her  own,  could  have  prepared 
this  reception  for  me  ? — The  very  thought  seut  a 
hope  into  my  heart,  betbre  which  all  despondency 
fled.  Even  the  gloom  of  the  desert  was  forgotten, 
and  my  rude  cave  at  once  brightened  into  a  bower. 
She  had  here  reminded  me,  by  this  sacred  memo- 
rial, of  the  vow  which  I  had  pledged  to  her  under 
the  Hermit*s  rock  ;  and  I  now  scrupled  not  to  re- 
iterate the  same  daring  promise,  though  conscious 
that  tlurough  hypocrisy  aloue  I  could  fulfil  it 

Eager  to  prepare  myself  for  my  task  of  impos- 
ture, I  sat  down  to  the  volume,  which  I  now  found 
to  be  the  Hebrew  Scriptures ;  and  the  first  sentence, 
on  which  my  eyes  fell,  was—**  The  Lord  bath  com- 
manded the  blessing,  even  Life  for  evermore !" 
Startled  by  these  words,  in  which  it  appeared  to  me 
as  if  the  Spirit  of  my  dream  had  again  pronounced 
his  assuring  prediction,'  I  raised  my  eyes  from  the 
page,  and  repeated  the  sentence  over  and  over,  as  if 
to  try  whether  in  these  sounds  there  lay  any  charm 
or  spell,  to  reawaken  that  faded  illusion  in  my  soul. 
But,  no— the  rank  frauds  of  the  Memphian  priest- 
hood had  dispelled  all  my  trust  iu  the  promises  of 
religioiL  My  heart  had  again  relapsed  into  its  gloom 
of  ske{)ticism,  and,  to  the  word  of  **  Life,"  the  only 
answer  it  sent  back  was,  **  Death  !** 

Being  impatient,  however,  to  possess  myself  of  the 
elements  of  a  faith,  upon  which— whatever  it  might 
promise  for  hereafter — I  felt  that  all  my  happiness 
here  depended,  I  turned  over  tlie  pages  with  an 
earnestness  and  avidity,  such  as  never  even  the 
most  favorite  of  my  studi'>s  hod  awakened  in  me. 
Though,  like  all  who  seen  ^\t  the  surface  of  learn- 
ing, I  flew  desultorily  over  the  leaves,  lighting  only 
on  the  more  prominent  and  shining  points,  I  yet 
found  myself,  even  in  this  undisciplined  career,  ar- 
rested, at  every  page,  by  the  awful,  Uie  supernatural 
sublimity,  the  alternate  melancholy  and  grandeur  of 
the  images  that  crowded  upon  me. 

I  had,  till  now,  known  the  Hebrew  theology  but 
through  the  platonizing  refinement  of  Philo; — as, 


» **  Many  people/*  said  Or^ea,  "  have  been  brought  over 
to  ChrisUanlty  by  the  Spirit  or  God  giving  a  sudden  turn  to 
their  minds  and  iifTcring  vl.tiont  lo  them  either  by  day  or 
Dlghu**     On  this  Jortin  reoiarlu :— "  Why  should  It  be 


in  like  manner,  for  my  knowledge  of  the  ChiistiMi 
doctrine  I  was  indebted  to  my  brother  Kptcnrsaai^ 
Lucian  and  Celsus.  Little,  therefore,  was  my  miiid 
prepared  for  the  simple  majesty,  the  high  tone  of 
inspiration — the  poetry,  in  short,  of  heaven  that 
breathed  throughout  these  oracles.  CotUd  admixm- 
tion  have  kindled  faith,  I  should,  that  night,  bate 
been  a  believer ;  so  elevated,  so  awed,  was  my  im- 
agination by  that  wonderful  book — its  warnings  of 
wo,  its  announcements  of  glory,  and  its  unrivalled 
strains  of  adoiUion  and  sorrow. 

Hour  after  hour,  with  the  same  eager  and  desul- 
tory curiosity,  did  I  turn  over  the  leaves} 
when,  at  length,  I  lay  down  to  rest,  my  fancy 
still  haunted  by  the  impressions  it  ha'l  received.  I 
went  again  through  the  variotis  scenes  •f  which  I 
had  rb&<* :  again  called  up,  in  sleep,  the  bright  im- 
ages that  nad  passed  before  me ;  and  when  awa- 
kened at  eariy  dawn  by  the  solemn  Hymn  from  the 
chapel,  imagined  that  I  was  still  listening  to  the 
soimd  of  the  winds,  sighing  mournfully  through  ths 
harps  of  Israel  on  tlie  willows. 

Starting  from  my  bed,  I  hurried  oat  npon  ths 
rock,  with  a  hope  that,  among  the  tones  of  thai 
morning  choir,  I  might  be  able  to  distiuguish  ths 
sweet  voice  of  Alethe.  But  tlie  strain  had  ceased ; 
— I  caught  only  the  last  notes  of  the  Hymn,  as, 
echoing  up  tliat  lonely  valley,  they  died  away  ints 
the  silence  of  the  draert 

With  the  first  glimpse  of  light  I  was  again  eager^ 
ly  at  my  study,  and,  notwitltstandiug  the  frequent 
distraction  both  of  my  thoughts  aud  looks  towards 
the  distant,  half-seen  grottoes  of  the  Anchoret,  ooo- 
tinued  my  task  with  unabating  pereeverejice  through- 
out the  day.  Still  alive,  however,  only  to  the  do- 
quence,  the  poetry  of  what  I  studied,  of  its  claims  to 
authority,  as  a  history,  I  never  once  paused  to  con- 
sider. My  fancy  alone  being  interested  by  it,  is 
fancy  aloue  I  referred  all  that  it  contained;  and, 
passing  rapidly  from  annals  to  prophecy,  from  nar- 
ration to  song,  regarded  the  whole  but  as  a  tiBsoe  of 
oriental  allegories,  in  which  the  deep  melancholy  of 
Egyptian  associations  was  interwoven  with  the  rich 
and  sensual  imagery  of  the  East 

Towards  sunset  I  saw  the  venerable  Hermit,  on 
his  way,  across  the  canal,  to  my  cave.  Though  he 
was  accompanied  only  by  his  graceftU  antelc^, 
which  came  snuffing  the  wild  air  of  the  desert,  as  if 
scenting  its  home,  I  felt  his  visit,  even  thus,  to  be 
a  most  welcome  relief!  It  was  the  hour,  he  said, 
of  his  evening  ramble  up  the   moimtain^-of  his 


thought  Improbable  that  Pagans  of  good  dispnaltions.  bat  n«tt  ' 
flree  fn>ni  prejudices,  shunid  hare  been  called  by  djvtne  nd- 
nionitions,  by  dreams  or  visions,  which  might  be  a  »opi«tf*   • 
to  Cbristianlty  in  those  days  of  distress  T** 


aoeustomed  visit  to  those  cisterna  of  the  roek» 
from  which  he  drew  nightly  his  most  precious 
beverage.  While  he  spoke,  I  observed  in  hit  hand 
one  of  those  earthen  cups,*  in  which  it  ii  the 
suHtoin  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  wildemens  to  ool- 
•ct  the  fresh  dew  among  tlie  rocks.  Having  pro- 
poeed  that  I  should  accompany  him  in  his  walk, 
he  proceeded  to  lead  me,  in  the  direction  of  the 
desert,  up  the  side  of  the  mountain  that  rose  above 
my  dwelling,  and  which  formed  the  southern  wall 
or  screen  of  the  defile 

Near  the  summit  we  found  a  seat,  where  the  old 
man  paused  to  rest  It  commanded  a  full  view 
over  the  desert,  and  was  by  the  side  of  one  of  those 
hollows  in  the  rock,  those  natural  reservoirs,  in 
which  are  treasured  the  dews  of  night  for  the 
refreshment  of  the  dwellers  in  the  wilderness. 
Having  learned  from  me  how  far  I  had  advanced 
ip  my  study — '*  In  yonder  light,"  said  he,  pointing 
<n  a  small  cloud  in  the  east,  which  had  been  formed 
on  the  horizon  by  the  haze  of  the  desert,  and  was 
now  faintly  reflecting  the  splendors  of  sunset — 
"  in  the  midst  of  that  light  stands  Mount  Sinai,  of 
whose  glory  thou  hast  read;  upon  whose  summit 
was  the  scene  of  one  of  those  awful  revelations,  in 
which  the  Almighty  has  renewed  from  time  to 
time  hk  communication  with  Man,  and  kept  alive 
the  remembrance  of  his  own  Providence  in  this 
worid." 

After  a  pause,  as  if  absorbed  in  the  immensity  of 
the  subject,  the  holy  man  continued  his  suUime 
theme.  Looking  buck  to  the  earliest  annals  of  time, 
he  showed  how  constantly  every  relapse  of  the 
human  race  into  idolatry  has  been  followed  by 
some  manifestation  of  Divine  power,  chastening 
the  strong  and  proud  by  punishment,  and  winning 
back  the  humble  by  love.  It  was  to  preserve,  he 
said,  unextinguished  upon  earth,  that  great  and 
vital  truth — tlie  Creation  of  the  worid  by  one  Su- 
preme Being — that  God  chose,  from  among  the  na- 
tions, an  humble  and  enslaved  race— that  he  brought 
them  out  of  their  captivity  *'  on  eagles*  wings,**  and, 
still  surrounding  every  step  of  their  course  with 
miracles,  has  placed  them  before  the  eyes  of  all 
succeeding  generations,  as  the  depositaries  of  his  will 
and  the  ever-during  memorials  of  his  power.' 


1  PmlUdius,  who  lived  utme  time  In  EiitP^  describe*  the 
monk  Ptf>kiiuro««  who  inhabited  the  desert  of  Bcete,  as 
collecting  in  enrthen  cups  the  abundant  dew  from  the 
Tockn,*^^ BibtiotAte.  Pat.  torn.  zlil. 

*  The  brief  sketch  here  liven  of  the  Jewish  dispeasatkNi 
'■frees  very  much  with  the  view  taken  of  It  by  Dr.  Sumner, 
•a  the  first  chapters  of  his  eloquent  work,  the  **  Records  of 
the  Creation.'* 

>  In  the  ^lisinal,  the  discourses  of  the  Hermit  are  given 
macti  more  at  length. 

«  **  It  U  impossible  to  deny,*'  says  Dr.  Sumner.  **  that  the 


Passing,  then,  in  review  the  long  train  of  inspired 
interpreteiB,  whose  pens  and  whose  tongues  were 
made  the  echoes  of  the  Divine  voice,'  he  tpxed 
throughout  the  events  of  successive  ages,  the  gmd- 
nal  unfolding  of  the  dark  scheme  of  Providence— 
dai^inesB  without,  but  all  light  and  glory  within. 
The  glimpses  of  a  coming  redemptk>n,  viable  even 
through  the  wrath  of  Heaven  ; — the  long  series  of 
prophecy  through  which  this  hope  runs,  burning 
and  alive,  like  a  spark  along  a  chain; — the  slow 
and  merciful  preparation  of  the  hearts  of  mankind 
for  the  great  trial  of  their  faith  and  obedience  tliat 
was  at  hand,  not  only  by  miracles  that  appealed  to 
the  living,  but  by  prophecies  launched  into  the 
future  to  carry  conviction  to  the  yet  unborn ; — 
"  through  all  these  glorious  and  beneficent  grada- 
tions we  may  track,**  said  he,  **  the  manifest  foot- 
steps of  a  Creator,  advancing  to  his  grand,  ultimate 
end,  the  salvation  of  his  creatures  ** 

After  some  hotirs  devoted  to  these  holy  instruc- 
tions, we  returned  to  the  ravine,  and  Melanius  left 
me  at  my  cave ;  praying,  as  he  parted  from  me— 
with  a  benevolence  which  I  but  ill,  alas !  deserved 
— that  my  soul  might,  under  these  lessons,  be  **  as 
a  watered  garden,"  and,  ere  long,  <*  bear  fruit  imto 
life  eternal.'* 

Next  morning,  I  was  again  at  my  study,  and 
even  more  eager  in  the  awakening  task  than  before. 
With  the  commentary  of  the  Hermit  freshly  in  my 
memory,  I  again  read  through,  with  attention,  the 
Book  of  the  Law.  But  in  vain  did  I  seek  the 
premise  of  immortality  in  its  pages.^  *'  It  tolls 
me,**  said  I,  "  of  a  God  coming  down  to  earth,  but 
of  the  ascent  of  Man  to  heaven  it  speaks  not.  The 
rewards,  the  punishments  it  announces,  lie  all  on 
this  side  of  the  grave  ;  nor  did  even  the  Omnipotent 
offer  to  his  own  chosen  servants  a  hope  beyriid 
the  impassable  limits  of  this  world.  Where,  then, 
is  tlie  salvation  of  which  the  Christian  spoke?  or, 
if  Death  be  at  the  root  of  the  faith,  can  Life  spring 
out  of  it  ?'* 

Again,  in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment,  did  I 
mock  at  my  own  willing  self-delusion — again  rail 
at  the  arts  of  that  traitress,  Fancy,  ever  ready,  like 
the  Delilah  of  tliis  wondrous  book,  to  steal  upon  the 
slumberii  of  Reason,  and  deliver  him  up,  shorn  and 


•anrtlons  of  the  Mosaic  Law  are  altogether  temporal 

It  is,  indeed,  one  of  the  facu  that  can  only  be  explnined  by 
acknowledging  that  lie  really  acted  under  a  Divine  cuuimis- 
akin,  pnnuulgHtlng  a  tenipumry  law  for  a  peculiar  purpose,* 
—A  much  m<ire  candid  and  sensible  way  of  treating  this 
very  difllcult  p<»inL  thnn  by  either  endenvi*rlng,  .Jce  Wav- 
burton,  to  escape  fmm  it  inbi  a  |«nid«»x,  or,  still  worse,  esa 
trlving,  like  Dr.  Gmves,  ti»  increase  iu  dlAculty  by  ezpla 
natlon.>-Vide  *•  Om  tk*  PentaUueM.**    See  alio  Hvm»*»  ht 
tivdmctw»f  Ice,  vol.  1.  p.  S38. 
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powerieai,  to  his  foes.  If  deception,  thought  I,  be 
neceHmry,  at  least  let  me  not  practise  it  on  myself; 
—in  the  desperate  alternative  before  me,  let  me 
nther  lie  even  hypocrite  than  dupe. 

These  self^accusing  reflections,  cheerless  as  tiiey 
rendered  my  task,  did  not  abate,  for  a  single  mo> 
ment,  my  industry  in  pursuing  it.  I  read  on  and 
on,  with  a  sort  oi  sullen  apathy,  neither  charmed 
by  style,  nor  transported  by  imagery — the  fiital 
blight  in  my  heart  having  communicated  itself  to 
my  imagination  and  taste.  The  curses  and  the 
UessiugB,  the  glory  and  the  ruin,  which  the  historian 
recorded  and  the  prophet  had  predicted,  seemed  all 
of  this  world — all  temporal  and  earthly.  That  mor- 
tality, of  which  the  fountain-head  had  tasted,  tinged 
the  whole  stream  ;  and  when  I  read  the  words,  **  all 
are  of  the  dust,  and  all  turn  to  dust  again,***  a  feel* 
tng,  like  the  wind  of  the  desert,  came  witheringly 
over  me.  Love,  Beauty,  Glory,  every  thing  most 
bright  and  worshipped  upon  earth,  appeared  to  be 
•mkmg  before  my  eyes,  under  this  dreadful  doom, 
into  one  general  mass  of  corruption  and  silence. 

Possessed  by  the  image  of  desolation  I  had  thus 
ealled  up,  I  laid  my  head  upon  the  book,  in  a  parox- 
ysm of  despair.  Death,  in  all  his  moat  ghastly 
varieties,  passed  before  me ;  and  I  had  continued 
thus  for  some  time,  as  under  the  influence  of  a  fear- 
ful vision,  when  the  touch  of  a  hand  upon  my 
shoulder  roused  me.  Looking  up,  I  saw  the  An- 
choret standing  by  my  side ; — his  countenance 
beaming  with  that  sublime  tranquillity,  which  a  hope, 
beyond  this  earth,  alone  can  bestow.  How  I  did 
envy  him  ! 

We  again  took  our  way  to  the  seat  upon  the 
mountain — the  gloom  witliin  my  own  mind  making 
ever)'  thing  around  me  more  gloomy.  Forgetting 
my  hypocrisy  .  ^y  feelings,  I  proceeded  at  once 
to  make  an  atrowai  to  him  of  all  the  doubts  and  fears 
whicii  my  study  of  the  morning  had  awakened. 

"  Thou  art  yet,  my  son,**  he  answered,  "  but  on 
tite  threshold  of  our  faith.  Thou  hast  seen  but  the 
first  rudimeuts  of  the  Divine  plan ; — its  full  and 

I  While  Volftlre.  Volney,  tc,  refer  to  the  E^cJeMMtes, 
K%  fibiitiiHttni!  with  tenets  of  mntertnllsin  and  Eiiicnrism.  M. 
Den  VoHu  nnil  others  And  In  It  strong  pnmrs  nf  belief  In  a 
future  »Uiie.  The  chief  difficulty  lies  la  the  chnpier  AtHn 
which  tIfH  text  is  quoted  ;  and  the  mode  nf  construction  by 
which  sonie  writers  nttenipl  to  get  rid  of  it— namely,  by 
putting  these  lexu  Into  the  month  of  a  foolish  reaanner— 
appears  forced  and  gnttulutns.— Vide  Dr.  Halr'§  JlnMl^ii*, 

*  This  opinion  of  the  Hermit  may  he  sn|>poiied  to  have 
b<«n  derived  from  his  master,  Orlgen ;  bat  it  \m  not  easy  to 
ascertain  the  exHct  doctrine  of  Origea  on  this  subject.  In 
the  Trenllseon  Prayer  attributed  to  hlui.  he  asserts  that  God 
the  Father  alone  shoald  be  invoked— which,  says  Bayle,  Is 
to  *'ench<-rir  sar  le«  Heresies  des  Sorlnlens.**  Nulwlth- 
staniling  this,  however,  and  some  nther  Indicatioos  of,  what 
was  aftervinrds  called.  Arianlsm.  (such  as  the  opinion  of  the 
iiviaiiy  being  received  by  —smMmittitm   which  MUwn 


oonaammate  perfection  hath  not  yet  opened  xspm 
thy  mind.  However  glorious  that  inaiiifestataoB 
of  Divinity  on  Motmt  Sinai,  it  was  but  tiie  ion- 
runner  of  another,  still  more  gforious,  wliich,  in 
the  fulness  of  time,  was  to  burst  upon  the  wsrid ; 
when  all,  that  before  had  seemed  dim  and  iaosm- 
plete,  was  to  be  perfected,  and  the  proau«% 
shadowed  out  by  the  *  spirit  of  prophecy,'  leai  wd ; 
— when  the  seal  of  silence,  under  which  the  Fnliiie 
had  so  long  lain,  was  to  be  broken,  and  the  glad 
tidings  of  life  and  immortality  pvoelaimed  to  the 
worid  ••* 

Observing  my  features  brigliten  at  these  wosdi, 
the  pious  man  continued.  Antaetpating  sonie  of 
the  holy  knowledge  that  was  in  store  for  me,  hs 
traced,  through  all  its  wonders  and  nmrciesb  the 
great  work  of  Redemption,  dweUiog  in  detail  upoa 
every  miraculous  circumstance  cooneoted  ivilh  it— 
the  exalted  nature  of  the  Being,  fay  whose  mfi^mrr 
it  was  accomplbhed,  the  noblest  and  first  cteated 
of  the  Sons  of  God,'  inferior  only,  to  the  one,  self- 
existent  Father; — ^tho  mysteritHM  iocaniatwn  of 
this  heavenly  messenger; — the  miracles  that  ao- 
thenticated  his  divine  missioa; — tho  example  of 
obedience  to  God  and  k>ve  to  man,  which  ha  set,  m 
a  shining  light,  before  the  world  forever ;— and, 
lastly  and  chiefly,  his  death  and  remrrection,  by 
which  the  covenant  of  mercy  was  sealed,  and  "  life 
and  immortality  brought  to  light'* 

**  Such,"  continued  the  Hermit,  **  wm  the  Me- 
diator, promised  through  all  time,  to  *  make  recon- 
ciliation for  iniquity,*  to  change  death  into  life,  aod 
bring  *  healing  on  his  wings*  to  a  darkened  workL 
Such  was  the  lost  crowning  diqsensation  of  that 
God  of  benevolence,  in  whose  hands  sin  and  death 
are  but  instruments  of  everiasting  good,  and  who, 
through  apparent  evil  and  temporary  retributmi, 
bringing  all  things  *  out  of  darkness  into  his  mar- 
vellous light,*  proceeds  watchfully  and  nnchaoginf^ 
to  the  great,  final  object  of  his  provideuce-~the  res- 
toration uf  the  whole  human  race  to  jmrity  and 
happiness ! 


i>i 


asserts  to  have  been' held  by  this  Father,}  Orlfea 
of  the  authorities  quoted  by  Athano^iius  In  support  <if  his 
hifh  doctrines  of  co  eternity  and  co-esseoUnlicy.  Wtet 
Priestley  says  Is,  perha|»,  the  best  solutk*n  of  tbese  lasua- 
sistencies  : — "  OriKcn,  as  well  as  Clemens  Alexandrlnns,  has 
been  thought  to  fuvor  the  Arian  principles;  bat  be  did  it 
only  In  words,  and  aot  ia  Ideas  **— 'JEaWy  0^imiem§^  At. 
Whatever  uncertainty,  however,  there  nay  exist  wUk 
respect  to  the  opinlne  of  Orifsa  bimaelf  no  this  sal^t. 
there  is  no  doubt  that  the  doctrines  of  bl«  iaunediate  fol- 
lowers were,  at  lean,  Anti-  Atbaaaslaa.  **  80  waay  Bbhops 
of  Africa,**  says  Priestley,  **  wero.  at  Ibis  period  (boiwa 
the  year  S5S  and  958)  Unitarians,  that  Atbaaastas  says, 
'  The  Son  of  God*— meaning  his  divinity — *  was  aceicely 
any  lonirer  preached  In  the  cborebes.*  ** 

>  This  benevolent  doctrine— which  not  only  pnes  frr  H 
solve  the  great  problem  of  moral  and  pbyalcal  evil  bat  a-bieh 
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With  a  miod  astonished,  if  not  touched,  by  th 
diKsoiuses,  I  returned  to  jiy  c&Te,  and  found  the 
lamp,  aa  before,  ready  lighted  to  receive  in&  The 
Tolume  which  I  had  been  hitlierto  studying,  was  re- 
placbd  by  another,  which  lay  open  upon  the  table, 
with  a  branch  of  fresh  pahn  between  its  leaTet. 
Though  I  could  not  doubt  to  whose  gentle  and 
guardian  hand  I  was  indebted  for  tliis  inTisible 
watchfulness  over  my  studies,  there  was  yet  a 
something  in  it,  so  like  spiritual  interposition,  tliat  it 
struck  me  with  awe ; — and  never  more  than  at  this 
moment,  when,  on  approaching  the  volume,  I  saw, 
as  the  light  glistened  over  its  silver  letters,'  that  it 
was  tbe  very  Book  of  Life  of  which  the  Hermit  bad 
qwken  I 

The  midnight  hymn  of  the  Christians  had  sound- 
ed through  the  valley,  before  I  had  yet  raised  my 
eyes  from  that  sacred  volume ;  and  the  second  hour 
at  the  sun  (bund  me  again  over  its  pages. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Iff  this  mode  of  existence  I  ^*^  now  passed  some 
days ; — my  mornings  devoted  to  reading,  my  nights 
to  listening,  under  the  wide  canopy  of  heaven,  to 
tbe  holy  eloquence  of  Meianius.  The  perseverance 
with  which  I  hiquired,  and  the  quickness  with 
which  I  learned,  soon  succeeded  in  deceiving  my 
benevolent  instructor,  who  mistjok  curiosity  for 
leal,  and  knowledge  for  belief.  Alas !  coki,  and 
barren,  and  earthly  was  that  knowledge— -the  word 
without  the  spirit,  the  shape  without  Uie  life.  Even 
when,  as  a  relief  from  hypocrisy,  I  periuaded  my- 
self that  I  bf*'eved,  it  was  but  a  brief  delusion, 
a  faith,  whose  hope  crumbled  at  the  touch — 
like  the  (ruit  of^  the  desert-shrub,*  shming  and 
empty! 

But,  though  my  soul  was  still  dark,  the  good 

would.  If  received  more  generally,  tend  to  foften  tbe  spirit  of 
nacharliableaeM,  so  fatally  prevalent  among  ChritUan  sects 
— ^aa  maintained  by  that  great  light  of  the  early  Charch, 
Orlgen,  and  has  not  wanted  snpportera  among  more  modem 
Tbeologlnn*.  That  Tillntson  was  Inclined  to  the  oplnlnn 
appears  from  hU  sermon  preached  before  the  qaeen.  Paley 
Is  supposed  to  have  held  the  same  amiable  doctrine ;  and 
Mewinn  (the  anthor  of  the  work  on  tbe  Pmphecies)  la  also 
aaiong  the  supporters  of  IL  For  a  full  account  of  the  arga- 
■lents  in  lavorof  this  opinion,  derived  both  Oim  renaoo  and 
tiM  eiprrv  langaage  of  fteripture,  see  Dr.  Stmikwttod  Smith* a 
vsry  laieiestint  worit.  **  On  the  Divine  Government.**  See 
also  JKtSWSM  j9r<M«a«Mt  where  the  diir trine  of  the  advocates 
of  Universal  Restnmiion  Is  tbas  briefly,  and,  I  believe.  Mrty 
explained : — **  Beginning  with  the  existence  of  an  infinitely 


Hermit  saw  not  into  its  depths.  The  very  facility 
of  my  belief,  which  might  have  suggested  some 
doubt  of  its  sincerity,  was  but  regarded,  by  his 
innocent  xeal,  as  a  more  signal  triumph  of  the 
truth.  His  own  mgenuousness  led  him  to  a  ready 
trust  in  others ;  and  the  examples  of  such  conver* 
sions  as  that  of  the  philoeoplier,  Jutitin,  who,  during 
a  walk  by  tlie  sea-shore,  received  the  ligfht  into  his 
soul,  had  prepared  liim  for  illuminations  of  the 
apirit,  even  more  rapid  than  mine. 

During  all  this  time,  I  neither  saw  nor  heard 
of  Alethe ; — nor  could  my  patience  havo  endured 
through  so  long  a  privation,  had  not  those  mute 
vestiges  of  her  presence,  tliat  welcomed  me  every 
night  on  my  return,  made  me  feel  that  I  was  still 
living  nnder  her  gentle  intiueuce,  and  that  her 
sympathy  hnng  round  every  step  of  my  progressi 
Once,  too,  when  I  ventured  to  speak  her  name  to 
Meianius,  though  he  answered  not  my  inqul.^', 
there  was  a  smile,  I  th» .  ght  of  promise  upon  his 
countenance,  which  love,  far  K.vfe  alive  than  faith, 
was  ready  to  interpret  as  it  desired. 

At  length — it  was  on  the  sixth  or  seventh 
evening  of  my  solitude,  when  1  lay  resting  at  the 
door  of  my  cave,  alter  the  study  of  the  day— I 
was  startled  by  hearing  my  name  called  loudly 
from  the  opposite  rocks ;  and  looking  up,  saw, 
upon  the  cliff  near  the  deserted  grottoes,  Meianius 
and— oh !  I  could  not  doubt — my  Alethe  by  bis 
side! 

Though  I  had  never,  since  the  first  night  of  my 
return  from  the  desert,  ceased  to  flatter  myself  whh 
the  fancy  that  I  was  still  living  in  her  presence,  th^ 
actual  sight  of  her  once  more  made  me  feel  for 
what  a  long  age  we  had  been  separated.  Slio  was 
clothed  all  in  white,  and,  as  slie  stood  in  the  last 
remains  of  tlie  sunshine,  appeared  to  my  too  pro- 
phetic fancy  like  a  parting  spirit,  whose  last  foot- 
steps on  earth  that  pure  glory  encircled. 

With  a  delight  only  to  be  imagined,  I  saw  them 
descend  tlie  rocks,  and,  placing  themselves  in  the 
boat,  proceed  directly  towards  my  cave.  To  dis- 
guise from  Meianius  the  mutual  delight  with  which 

poweriVil.  wise,  and  good  Being,  as  the  first  and  fhndamental 
principle  of  ratinnal  religion,  they  pmnonnce  the  essence  of 
this  Being  to  be  love,  and  from  this  Infer,  as  a  deni<tnstrable 
conseqnence,  that  none  of  tbe  eraa  tores  formed  by  such  a 

Being  will  ever  be  mnde  eternally  miserable Since 

God  (they  say)  would  act  oi^jastly  In  InfltcUng  eternal  misery 
ffar  temporary  crimes,  the  snfibringsof  the  wicked  can  be  bat 
rentedial,  and  will  terminate  in  a  complete  pnriflcation  frum 
moral  disorder,  and  in  their  altimate  restoratkin  to  virtae 
and  happiness.** 

1  The  Ciidex  Cotton  ianos  of  the  New  Testament  is  wrlttaa 
la  silver  letters  on  a  purple  groand.  The  Codex  CottuQiaaas 
of  the  Septnagint  version  itC  the  Old  Testaaseat  Is  supposed 
to  be  the  Identical  Cf>py  that  belonged  to  Urtgea. 

t  Vide  Ummiltsm't  JEnP***^ 
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we  again  mot  was  impoflsible ; — nor  did  Alethe 
even  attempt  to  make  a  secret  of  her  joy.  Though 
blushing  at  lier  own  happiness,  as  little  could  her 
frank  nature  conceal  it,  as  the  clear  waters  of 
Ethiopia  can.  hide  their  gold.  Every  look,  every 
word,  bespoke  a  fulness  of  affection,  to  which, 
doubtful  as  I  was  of  our  tenure  of  happiness,  I 
knew  not  how  to  respond. 

I  was  not  long,  however,  left  ignorant  of  the 
bright  fate  that  awaited  me  ;  but,  as  we  wandered 
or  rested  among  the  rocks,  learned  every  thing  that 
had  been  arranged,  since  our  parting.  She  lad 
made  the  Hermit,  I  found,  acquainted  with  all  that 
had  passed  between  us  ;  had  told  him,  without  re- 
serve, every  incident  of  our  voyage — ^the  avowals, 
the  demonstrations  of  affection  on  one  side,  and  the 
deep  sentiment  that  gratitude  liad  awakened  on  the 
other.  Too  wise  to  regard  afTections  so  natural 
with  severity — knowing  that  they  were  of  heaven, 
and  but  made  evil  by  man — the  good*  Hermit  had 
heard  of  our  attachment  with  pleasure ;  and,  fully 
satisfied  as  to  the  honor  and  purity  of  my  views, 
by  the  fidelity  with  which  I  had  delivered  my  trust 
Into  his  hands,  saw,  in  my  affection  for  the  young 
orphan,  but  a  providential  resource  against  that 
friendless  solitude  in  which  his  death  must  soon 
leave  her. 

As,  listening  eagerly,  I  collected  these  particulara 
(Vom  their  discourse,  I  could  hardly  trust  my  ears. 
It  seemed  a  happiness  too  great  to  be  true,  to  be 
real ;  nor  can  words  convey  an  idea  of  the  joy, 
the  shame,  the  wonder  with  which  I  listened,  while 
the  holy  man  himself  declared  that  he  awaited  but 
th«  moment,  when  he  should  find  me  worthy  of  be- 
coming a  member  of  the  Christian  Church,  to  give 
me  also  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  that  sacred  union, 
which  alone  sanctifies  love,  and  makes  the  faith, 
which  niedges,  holy.  It  was  but  yesterday,  he 
added,  tha.  Sis  young  charge,  herself,  after  a  pre- 
paration of  prayer  and  repentance,  such  as  even 
her  pure  spirit  required,  had  been  admitted,  by  the 
sacred  ordinance  of  baptism,  into  the  bo«om  of  the 
faith  ;— and  the  white  garment  she  wore,  and  the 
ring  of  gold  on  her  finger,'  **  were  symbols,"  he 
added,  "  of  that  New  Life  into  which  she  had  been 
initiated." 

I  raised  my  eyes  to  hers  as  he  spoke,  but  with- 
drew them  again,  dazzled  and  confused.  Even  her 
beauty,  to  my  imagination,  seemed  to  have  under- 
gone some  brightening  change ;  and  the  contrast 


»  Sec.  for  the  custom  nmnng  the  enrly  Christians  of  wear- 
ing white  for  a  few  days  after  liaptisin,  ^mbro$.  de  Mftt. — 
With  reopen  ti*  the  rinft,  the  Bi«(hi>|i  orLincnln  says,  in  his 
witrk  onTertiiliian,"The  natiirnl  Inference  from  these  words 
(Trrt.  d»  Puduitid)  appears  to  ho,  that  a  rinfr  used  tn  lie  itlven 
In  bB:)llsm ;  but  1  have  found  no  other  trace  ot'snch  aeuttooi  * 


between  that  open  and  happy  coimtenanoe,  and  the 
unblest  brow  of  the  infidel  that  etood  before  beri 
abashed  me  into  a  sense  of  onworthioeap,  and  abnost 
checked  my  rapture. 

To  that  night,  however,  I  look  back,  as  an  epoch 
in  my  existence.  It  proved  that  sorrow  is  not  the 
only  awakener  of  devotion,  but  that  joy  may  some- 
times quicken  the  holy  spoHi  into  Ufe.  Returning 
to  my  cave,  with  a  heart  full,  even  to  oppresskw, 
of  its  happiness,  I  could  find  no  other  relief  to  my 
overcharged  feelings,  than  that  of  throwing  mysrif 
on  my  kneee,  and  uttering,  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  a  heartfelt  prayer,  that  'f,  indeed,  there  were 
a  Being  who  watched  over  ma^ind,  he  wouM  send 
down  one  ray  of  his  truth  into  my  darkened  sool, 
and  make  it  worthy  of  the  UessingB,  both  here  and 
hereafter,  proffered  to  it ! 

My  days  now  rolled  on  in  a  perfect  dream  of 
happiness.  Every  hour  of  the  morning  was  wel- 
comed as  bringing  nearer  and  nearer  the  blest  time 
of  sunset,  when  the  Hermit  and  Alethe  never  failed 
to  visit  my  now  charmed  cave,  where  her  smile 
left,  at  each  parting,  a  light  that  htsted  till  b«r 
return.  Then,  our  rambles,  together,  by  starlight, 
over  the  mountain  ;  our  pauses,  from  time  to  time, 
to  contemplate  the  wonders  of  the  bright  heaven 
above  us ;  our  repose  by  the  cistern  of  the  rock ; 
and  our  silent  listening,  through  hours  that  seemed 

minutes,  to  the  holy  eloquence  of  our  teacher; 

all,  all  was  happiness  of  the  most  heartfelt  kind, 
and  such  as  even  the  doubts,  the  cold  liugerisg 
doubts,  that  still  hung,  like  a  mist,  arotind  my  heait, 
could  neither  cloud  nor  chill. 

As  soon  as  the  moonlight  nights  returned,  we 
used  to  venture  into  tlie  desert ;  and  those  sands, 
which  had  lately  looked  so  desolate,  in  my  eyes, 
now  assumed  even  a  cheerful  and  smilinfr  aspect 
To  the  light,  innocent  heart  of  Alethe,  eicry  thiof 
was  a  source  of  enjoyment  For  her,  even  the 
desert  had  its  jewels  and  flowers ;  and,  sometimes 
her  delight  was  to  search  among  the  sands  for 
those  beautiful  pebbles  of  jasper'  that  aliound  in 
them  ; — sometimes  her  eyes  would  sparkle  with 
pleasure  on  finding,  perhaps,  a  stunted  marigold, 
or  one  of  those  bitter,  scarlet  flowers,'  that  lend 
their  dry  mockery  of  ornament  to  the  desert.  In 
all  these  pursuits  and  pleasures  the  good  Hermit 
took  a  share — mingling  occasionally  with  them 
the  reflections  of  a  benevolent  piety,  tl:at  lent  ixi^ 
own  cheerful  hue  to  all  the  works  of  creation,  and 


*  Vide  aarke, 

>  '*  Le%   Metanhrynnthemum  nodifiarum  et   Zpgr^kfUt 
eoeeineum.  plantes  grasses  des  deserts,  rcjetee^.  4 
leurftcreie,  piir  leschameaox.  le«ch^\Tes,etk«i 
M'  DdiU  «p«ii  a«  Plants  of  EffpL 


the  conaolio^  truth,  "God  is  Love,**  written 
legibly  everywhere. 

Such  was,  for  a  fevi  weeks,  my  blisBfuI  life. 
Oh,  mornings  of  hope!  oh,  nights  of  happiness! 
with  what  roeianeholy  pleasure  do  I  retrace  your 
flight,  and  how  reluctantly  pass  to  the  sad  events 
that  fallowed ! 

During  this  time,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes 
of  Melanius,  who  seemed  unwilling  that  I  should 
become  wholly  estranged  from  the  world,  I  used 
occasionally  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  neighboring  city, 
Antiuoe,*  which,  being  the  capital  of  the  Thebald, 
is  the  centre  of  all  the  luxury  of  Upper  Egypt 
But  here,  so  changed  was  my  every  feeling  by  the 
all-abeorbing  passion  which  now  pooscoscd  me,  thz>l 
I  sauntered  along,  wholly  uninterested  by  either 
the  scenes  or  the  people  that  surrounded  me,  and, 
sighing  for  that  rocky  solitude  where  my  Alethe 
breathed,  felt  this  to  be  the  wilderness,  and  that  the 
worid. 

Even  the  thoughts  of  my  own  native  Athens, 
that  at  every  step  were  called  up,  by  the  light 
Grecian  architecture  of  this  imperial  city,  did  not 
awaken  one  single  regret  in  my  heart— one  wish 
to  exchange  even  an  hour  of  my  desert  for  the  best 
luxuries  aud  honors  that  awaited  me  in  the  Garden. 
I  saw  the  arches  of  triumph  ; — I  walked  under  the 
superb  portico,  which  encircles  the  whole  city  with 
its  marble  shade ; — I  stood  in  the  Circus  of  the  Sun, 
by  whose  rose-colored  pillars  the  mysterious  move- 
ments of  the  Nile  are  measured ;— on  all  these 
proud  monuments  of  glory  aud  art,  as  well  as  on 
the  gay  multitude  that  enlivened  them,  I  looked 
with  an  unheedmg  eye.  If  they  awakened  in  me 
any  thought,  it  was  the  mournful  klea,  that,  one 
day,  like  Thebes  and  Heliopolis,  this  pageant  would 
pass  away,  leaving  nothing  behind  but  a  few  moul- 
dering ruins — like  sea-shells  found  where  the  ocean 
has  been — to  tell  that  the  great  tide  of  Life  was 
once  there ! 

But,  though  indifiereni  thus  to  all  that  had  for- 
meriy  attracted  me,  there  were  subjects,  once  alien 
to  my  heart,  on  which  it  was  now  most  tremblingly 
alive ;  and  some  rumors  which  had  reached  me, 
in  one  of  my  visits  to  the  city,  of  an  expected 
change  in  the  policy  of  the  Emperor  towards  the 
Chritftians,  filled  my  mind  with  apprehensions  as 
new  as  they  were  dreadful  to  me. 

The  toleration  and  even  favor  which  the  Chri* 
tians  enjoyed,  during  the  first  four  years  of  the 
reign  of  Valerian,  had  removed  from  them  all  fear 
of  a  renewal  of  those  horrors,  which  tliey  had  ex- 
perienced under  the  rule  of  his  predecessor,  Decius. 
Of  late,  however,  some  leas  friendly  dispositions  had 

>  Vkie  Sorsff  and  Quatrtmirt. 


manifested  themselves.  The  bigots  of  the  court, 
taking  alarm  at  the  rapid  spread  of  the  new  faith, 
had  succeeded  in  filling  the  mind  of  the  monarrli 
with  that  religious  jealousy,  which  is  the  ever-ready 
parent  of  cruelty  and  injustice.  Among  these  coun- 
sellors of  evil  was  Macrianus,  the  Pnetorian  Prefect, 
who  was,  by  birth,  an  Egyptian,  and  had  long 
made  himself  notoriou*— so  akin  is  superstition  to 
in*'>lerance— by  his  addiction  to  the  dark  practices 
of  demon-worship  and  magic. 

From  this  minister,  who  was  no.r  high  in  the 
favor  of  Valerian,  the  new  meosures  of  severity 
against  the  Christians  were  expected  to  emanate. 
All  tongues,  in  all  quarters,  were  busy  with  the 
news.  In  the  streets,  in  the  public  gardens,  on  the 
steps  of  the  temples,  I  saw,  everywhere,  groups  of 
mquirers  collected,  and  heard  the  name  of  Macria- 
nus upon  every  tongue.  It  was  dreadful,  too,  to 
observe,  in  the  countenances  of  those  who  spoke, 
the  variety  of  feeling  with  which  the  rumor  was 
discussed,  according  as  they  feared  or  desired  its 
truth — according  as  they  were  likely  to  be  among 
the  torturers  or  the  victims. 

Alarmed,  though  still  ignoru  |of  the  whole  extent 
of  the  danger,  I  hurried  back  to  the  ravine,  and, 
going  at  once  to  the  grotto  of  Melanius,  detailed  to 
him  every  particular  of  the  intelligence  I  had  col- 
lected. He  listened  to  me  with  a  composure,  which 
I  mistook,  alas !  for  confidence  in  his  own  security  ; 
and,  naming  the  hour  for  our  evening  walk,  retired 
into  his  grotta 

At  the  accustomed  time,  accompanied  by  Alethe, 
he  came  to  my  cave.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
not  communicated  to  her  the  intelligence  which  I 
had  brought,  for  never  hath  brow  worn  such  hap- 
piness as  that  which  now  played  around  hers:-^ 
it  was,  alas !  not  of  this  earth.  Melanius,  himself, 
though  composed,  was  thoughtful ;  and  the  solem- 
nity, almost  approaching  to  melancholy,  with  which 
he  placed  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  mine — in  the  per- 
formance, too,  of  a  ceremony  that  ought  to  have 
filled  my  heart  with  joy — saddened  and  alarmed 
me.  This  ceremony  was  our  betrothnient,  the  act 
of  plighting  our  faith  to  each  other,  which  we  now 
solenmized  on  the  rock  before  the  door  of  my  cave, 
in  the  face  of  that  calm,  sunset  heaven,  whose  one 
star  stood  as  our  witness.  After  a  blessing  from 
the  Hermit  upon  our  spousal  pledge,  I  placed  the 
ring — ^the  earnest  of  our  future  uuiou— on  her  fin- 
ger; and,  in  the  blush,  with  which  she  surrendered 
to  me  her  whole  heart  at  that  instant,  forgot  every 
thing  but  my  happiness,  and  felt  secure  even  against 
fate! 

We  took  our  accustomed  walk,  that  erening, 
over  the  rocks  and  on  the  desert  So  bright  was 
the  moon — more  like  the  daylight,  indeed,  of  (4her 
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dimes— that  we  could  plainly  see  the  tracks  of  the 
wild  antelopes  in  the  eand ;  aud  it  was  not  without 
a  slight  tremble  of  feeling  in  his  voice,  as  if  some 
melancholy  analogy  occurred  to  him  as  he  spoke, 
that  the  good  Hermit  said,  **  I  have  observed,  in  the 
course  of  my  walks,*  that  wherever  the  track  of 
that  gentle  animal  appears,  there  is,  almost  always, 
found  the  foot-print  of  a  beast  of  prey  near  it" 
He  regained,  however,  his  usual  cheorfuluest  before 
we  parted,  aud  fixed  the  following  evening  for  an 
excunion,  on  the  oUier  side  of  the  ravine,  to  a  point 
looking,  he  said,  "  towards  that  northern  region  of 
the  desert,  where  the  hosts  of  the  Lord  encamped 
in  their  departure  out  of  bondage.*' 

Though,  when  Alethe^was  present,  all  my  fears 
even  for  herself  weie  forgotten  in  that  perpetual 
element  of  happiuMs,  which  encircled  her  like  the 
air  that  she  breathed,  no  sooner  was  I  alone,  than 
vague  terrors  and  bodings  crowded  upon  me.  In 
vain  did  I  endeavor  to  reason  away  my  fears,  by 
dwelling  only  on  the  most  cheering  circumstances 
—on  the  reverence  with  which  Melunius  was  re- 
garded, even  by  the  Pagans,  and  the  inviolate  se* 
curity  with  which  he  had  lived  through  the  most 
perilous  periods,  not  ouly  safe  himself,  but  affording 
sanctuary  in  the  depths  of  his  grottoes  to  othera. 
Though  V>mewhat  calmed  by  these  considerations, 
yet,  when  at  length  I  suuk  off  to  sleep,  dark,  hor- 
rible dreams  took  possession  of  my  mind.  Scenes 
of  death  and  of  torment  passed  confusedly  before 
me;  and,  when  I  awoke,  it  was  with  the  fearful 
impression  that  all  these  horrors  were  real. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

At  length,  the  day  dawned — that  dreadful  day ! 
Impatient  to  be  relieved  from  my  suspense,  1  threw 
myself  into  my  boat — the  xame  in  which  we  had 
performed  our  happy  voyage — and,  as  fast  as  oars 
could  speed  me,  hurried  away  to  the  city.  I  found 
the  suburbs  silent  and  solitary,  but,  as  I  approached 
the  Forum,  loud  yells,  like  those  of  barbarians  in 
combat,  struck  on  my  ear,  and,  when  I  entered  it— • 
great  Grod,  what  a  spectacle  presented  itself !  The 
imperial  edict  against  the  Christians  had  arrived 


1  **  Je  rcninrqnai,  avnc  une  rfflexion  triste,  qu*an  animnl 
de  prole  accnnfipegoe  prcsque  toujuan  ict  pat  de  ee  Joli  et 
(Mle  Individu." 

*  **  These  Christians  who  sacrificed  to  Idols  to  save  them- 
selves  were  called  by  vurionn  naitios,  TThuri/feMit  Sa€rifUati, 


during  the  night,  and  already  the  wiki  fury  of  big 
otry  was  let  loose. 

Under  a  canopy,  in  the  middle  of  tb«  Forom, 
was  the  tribunal  of  the  Governor.  Two  slatoet— 
one  of  Apollo,  the  other  of  OHris — alood  at  the 
bottom  of  the  steps  that  led  np  to  his  jndgmeat- 
seat  Before  these  idols  were  shrines,  to  mhich  the 
devoted  Christians  were  dragged  from  all  qnarter* 
by  the  soldiers  and  mob,  and  there  compelled  to 
recant,  by  throwing  incense  into  the  flame,  or,  oa 
their  refusal,  hurried  away  to  tortare  and  deatlk 
It  was  an  appalling  scene ; — the  coBstematioii,  the 
cries  of  some  of  the  victims — the  paJe,  Blent  reso- 
lution of  others ; — the  fierce  shoots  of  laugbtar  that 
broke  from  the  mtiltitude,  when  the  lifoppnig  of  the 
frankincense  on  the  altar  proclaimed  some  denier 
of  Christ  f  and  the  fiend-like  triumph  with  which 
the  courageous  ConfesBors,  who  avowed  their  faith, 
were  led  away  to  the  flames ; — ^never  could  1  have  i 
conceived  such  an  assemblage  of  horrors ! 

Though  I  gazed  but  for  a  few  minutes,  to  those 
rauiutes  I  felt  and  fancied  enough  for  yewrs.  Al- 
ready did  the  form  of  Alethe  appear  to  flit  belbie 
me  through  that  tumult ; — I  heard  them  shoot  her 
name ;  her  shriek  fell  on  my  ear ;  and  the  very 
thought  so  palsied  me  with  terror,  that  I  stood  fixed 
and  statue-like  on  the  ^x>t 

Recollecting,  however,  the  fearful  preciontDesi 
of  every  moment,  and  that — perhaps,  at  this  very 
instant — some  emissaries  of  Uood  might  be  on  their 
way  ,to  the  Grottoes,  I  rushed  wildly  out  of  the 
Fonim,  and  made  my  way  to  the  quay. 

The  streets  were  now  crowded ;  but  I  ran  head- 
long through  the  multitude,  and  was  already  under 
the  portico  leading  down  to  the  river — already 
saw  the  boat  that  was  to  bear  me  to  Alethe — ^wlien 
a  Centurion  stood  sternly  in  my  path,  aiKl  I  was 
surrounded  and  arrested  by  soldiers !  It  was  in 
vain  that  I  implored,  that  I  struggled  with  them 
as  for  life,  assuring  them  that  I  was  a  stranger — 
that  I  was  an  Athenian— that  I  wq»— >iiei  a 
Christian.  The  precipitation  of  my  flight  was 
sufficient  evidence  against  me,  and  uurelentinglyi 
and  by  force,  they  bore  me  away  to  Uie  quaxten 
of  their  ChieC 

It  was  enough  to  drive  me  at  ouco  to  madness! 
Two  hours,  two  frightful  hours,  was  I  kept  waiting 
the  arrival  of  the  Tribune  of  their  Le^on* — my 
brain  burning  with  a  thousand  fears  and  imagin- 
ations, which  every  passing  minute  made  but  more 


Mitten fe»t  JCegntortM^*  fre.     Baronius  mentions  a  bUbopaf 
this  period,  (953,)  MHrcelllnus,  who.  yielding  Co  the  thro-ttt 
of  Ibe  Gentiles,  threw  incense  apun  the  albir.— Vide  Amak. 
contra  Gent.  lib.  vii. 
>  A  rank,  similar  to  that  of  Colonel. 
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Jkely  to  be  realized.  All  I  could  collect,  too,  from 
the  eooTersations  of  those  around  me,  but  added  to 
the  agonizing  appn^hensions  with  which  I  was  racked 
Troops,  it  was  said,  had  been  sent  in  all  directions 
through  the  neighborhood,  to  bring  in  the  rebellious 
Christians,  and  make  them  bow  before  the  Gods  of 
the  Empire.  With  horror,  too,  I  heard  of  Orcus — 
Orcos,  the  High  Priest  of  Memphis — as  one  of  the 
principal  instigators  of  this  sanguinary  edict,  and  as 
here  present  in  Antiuod,  animating  and  directing  its 
execution. 

In  this  state  of  torture  I  remained  till  the  arriyal 
of  the  Tribune.  Absorbed  in  my  own  thoughts,  I 
had  not  perceived  his  entrance; — till,  hearing  a 
▼oice,  in  a  tone  of  friendly  surprise,  exclaim,  "  Al- 
eiphron  !**  I  looked  up,  and  in  this  legionary  Chief 
seoogniaed  a  young  Roman  of  rank,  who  had  held 
a  military  command,  the  year  before,  at  Athens, 
and  was  one  of  tlie  most  distinguished  visiters  of  the 
Garden.  It  was  no  time,  however,  for  courtesies  >— 
be  was  proceeding  with  all  cordiality  to  greet  me, 
but,  having  heard  him  order  my  instant  release, 
I  oould  wait  for  no  more.  Acknowledging  his  kind- 
De«  but  by  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  I  flew  off,  like  one 
frantic,  through  tiie  streets,  and,  in  a  few  minutes, 
was  on  the  river. 

My  sole  hope  had  been  to  reach  the  Grottoee  be- 
fore any  of  the  detached  parties  should  arrive,  and, 
by  a  timely  flight  across  the  desert,  rescue,  at  least, 
Alethe  from  their  fury.  The  ill-fated  delay  that  had 
occurred  rendered  this  hope  almost  desperate  ;  but 
the  tranquillity  i  found  everywhere  as  I  proceeded 
down  the  river,  and  my  fond  confidence  in  the 
Mcreduess  of  the  Hermit's  retreat,  kept  my  heart 
from  sinking  altogether  under  its  terrors. 

Between  the  current  and  my  oars,  the  boat  flew, 
with  the  speed  of  wind,  along  the  waters,  and  I 
was  already  near  the  rocks  of  the  ravine,  when  I 
eaw,  turning  out  of  the  canal  into  the  river,  a  barge 
etowded  with  people,  and  glittering  with  arms! 
How  did  I  ever  survive  the  shock  of  that  sight  T 
The  oars  dropped,  as  if  struck  out  of  my  hands,  in- 
to the  water,  and  I  sat,  helplessly  gazing,  as  that 
terrific  viswn  approached.  In  a  fow  minutes,  the 
current  brought  us  together ; — and  I  saw,  on  the 
deck  of  the  barge,  Alethe  herself  and  the  Hermit 
rarrounded  by  soldiers ! 

We  were  already  passing  each  other,  when,  with 
I  a  desperate  efibrt,  1  sprang  from  my  boat  and  lighted 
npon  the  edge  of  their  ve«el.  I  knew  not  what  I 
did.  for  despair  was  my  only  prompter.  Snatching 
at  the  sword  of  one  of  the  soldien,  as  I  stood  lotter- 
'mt[  on  the  edge,  I  had  succeeded  in  wresting  it  out 
of  his  hands,  when,  at  the  same  moment,  I  received 
a  tlurust  of  a  lance  from  one  of  his  comrades,  and 
fell  backward  into  the  river.    I  can  just  remember 


rising  again  and  making  a  grasp  at  the  side  of  the 
vessel ; — but  the  shock,  and  the  faintness  from  my 
wound,  deprived  me  of  all  conscio'vness,  and  t 
shriek  from  AJethe,  as  I  sank,  is  all  1  can  recollect 
of  what  followed. 

Would   I  had  then  died.'—Yet,  no.  Almighty 
Being — I  should  have  died  in  darkness,  and  I  hare  • 
lived  to  know  Thee ! 

On  returning  to  my  senses,  I  found  myself  re- 
clined on  a  couch,  in  a  splendid  apartment,  the 
whole  appearance  of  which  being  -Grecian,  I,  for  a 
moment,  forgot  all  that  had  passed,  and  imagined 
mysolf  in  my  own  home  at  Athens.  But  too  soon 
the  whole  dreadful  certainty  flashed  upon  me ;  and, 
starting  wildly— dnabled  as  I  was^from  my  eouch, 
I  called  loudly,  and  with  the  shriek  of  a  maniac, 
upon  Alethe. 

I  was  in  the  house,  I  then  found,  of  my  friend 
and  disciple,  the  young  Tribune,  who  had  made  the 
Governor  acquainted  with  my  name  and  eoaditwn, 
and  had  received  me  under  hie  roof,  when  brought, 
bleeding  and  insensible,  to  Antinod.  From  him  I 
now  luamed  at  once — for  I  could  not  wait  for  de- 
tails— tlie  sum  of  all  thai  had  happened  in  that 
dreadful  mterval.  Melanius  was  ne  more— Aletlie 
still  alive,  but  in  prison ! 

''Take  me  to  her'*— I  had  but  time  to  say— 
"  take  me  to  her  instantly,  and  let  me  lie  by  her 
side**-— when,  nature  again  failing  under  such 
shocks,  I  relapsed  into  IntensibiUty.  In  this  jtate 
I  continued  for  near  an  hour,  and,  on  recovering, 
found  the  Tribune  by  my  side.  The  borrons,  he 
said,  of  the  Forum  were,  for  that  day,  over^— but 
what  the  morrow  might  bring,  he  shuddered  to  ecm- 
template.  His  nature,  it  was  plain,  revolted  from 
the  inhuman  dutios  in  which  he  was  engaged 
Touched  by  the  agouies  he  saw  me  suffer,  he«  in 
some  degree,  relieved  them,  by  promising  that  I 
shouMt  at  nightfall,  be  oenveyed  to  the  prison,  and, 
if  possible,  through  his  influence,  gain  access  to 
Alethe.  8he  might  yet,  he  added,  be  saved,  oould 
I  sneoeed  in  persuading  her  to  comply  with  the 
terms  of  the  edict,  and  make  sacrifice  to  the  Gods^- 
"  Otherwise,**  said  he,  *'  there  is  no  hope ;— the  vin- 
dictive Oreus,  who  has  resisted  even  this  short  re- 
spite of  mercy,  will,  to-morrow,  inexorably  demand 
his  prey.'* 

He  then  related  to  me,  at  my  own  reqnest^- 
though  every  word  was  torture— all  the  harrowing 
details  of  the  proceeding  before  the  Tribunal.  **  I 
have  seen  courage,"  said  he,  "  in  its  noblest  forms, 
in  the  field ;  but  the  calm  intrepidity  with  which 
that  aged  hermit  endured  tormeota— whk;h  it  was 
hardly  less  torment  to  witness — surpassed  all  that  I 
coukl  have  conceived  of  human  fortitude !" 

My  poor  Alethe,  too — in  describing  to  ma  bcr 
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conduct,  the  brave  man  wept  like  a  child.  Over- 
whelmed,  he  said,  at  first  by  her  apprehensions  for 
my  safety,  she  bad  given  way  to  a  fall  bunt  of 
womanly  weakness.  But  no  sooner  was  she  brought 
bi^fure  the  Tribunal,  and  the  declaration  of  her  faitli 
was  demanded  of  her,  than  a  spirit  almost  super- 
natural seemed  to  animate  her  whole  form.  "  She 
raised  her  eyes,"  said  he,  "  calmly,  bat  with  fervor, 
to  heaven,  while  a  blush  was  the  only  sign  of  mor- 
tal feeling  on  her  features: — and  the  clear,  sweet, 
«md  untronibling  voice,  with  which  she  pronounced 
her  own  doom,  in  the  words,  *  I  am  a  Christian  !'* 
sent  a  thrill  of  admiration  and  pity  throughout  the 
multitude.  Her  youth,  her  loveliness,  afiected  all 
hearts,  and  a  cry  of  *  Save  the  young  maiden  !*  was 
heard  in  all  directions." 

The  implacable  Orcus,  however,  would  not  hear 
of  mercy.  Resenting,  as  it  appeared,  with  all  his 
deadliest  rancor,  not  only  her  own  escape  from  his 
toils,  but  the  aid  with  which  she  had,  so  fatally  to 
his  views,  assisted  mine,  he  demanded  loudly  and 
in  the  name  of  the  insulted  sanctuary  of  Isis,  her 
instant  death.  It  was  but  by  the  firm  intervention 
of  the  Giovemor,  who  shared  the  general  sympathy 
in  her  fate,  that  the  delay  of  another  day  was 
granted  to  give  a  chance  to  the  young  maiden  of  yet 
recalling  her  confession,  and  thus  afibrding  some 
pretext  for  saving  her. 

Even  in  yielding,  with  evident  reluctance,  to  this 
respite,  the  inhuman  Priest  would  yet  accompany 
it  with  some  mark  of  his  vengeance.  Whether  for 
the  pleasure  (observed  the  Tribune)  of  mingling 
mockery  with  his  cruelty,  or  as  a  warning  to  her  of 
the  doom  she  must  ultimately  expect,  he  gave  or- 
ders that  there  should  be  tied  round  her  brow  one 
of  thoee  chaplets  of  coral,'  with  which  it  is  the  cus- 
tom of  young  Christian  maidens  to  array  themselves 
on  the  day  of  their  martyrdom ; — **  and,  thus  fear- 
fully adorned,"  said  he,  "  she  was  led  away,  amidst 
the  gaze  of  the  pitying  multitude,  to  prison." 

With  these  harrowing  details  tlie  short  interval 
till  nightfall — every  minute  of  which  seemed  an 
age — was  occupied.  As  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  I 
was  placed  upon  a  litter — my  wound,  though  not 
dangerous,  requiring  such  a  conveyance— 4md,  un- 
der the  guidance  of  my  friend,  I  was  conducted  to 
the  prison.  Through  his  interest  with  the  guard, 
wo  wore  without  difficulty  admitted,  and  I  was 
borne  into  the  chamber  where  the  maiden  lay  im- 
mured.    Even  the  veteran  guardian  of  the   place 


1  The  merit  of  the  confession  >' Christiannt  tuir..*'  or 
**  Christiana  Ram."  wns  considembly  enhanced  by  the  clear- 
ness and  distinctness  with  which  it  was  pronounced.  Ew 
i9tiH$  mentions  the  martyr  Veiius  as  making  it  XaftvpTarji 


seemed  touched  with  con  pnsMCMi  for  his 

and  supposing  her  to  be  asleep,  had  the  litter  placed 

gently  near  her 

She  was  half  reclming,  with  her  face  hid  beneath 
her  bands,  upon  a  conch — at  the  foot  of  which  stood 
an  idol,  over  whose  hideous  features  a  lamp  d 
naphtha,  that  hung  from  the  ceiling,  shed  a  wild 
and  ghastly  glare.  On  a  table  beforo  the  imsi^ 
was  a  censer,  with  a  small  vessel  of  incense  besidi 
it— one  grain  of  which,  thrown  volantarily  iljo 
the  flame,  would,  even  now,  save  that  predosi 
life.  So  strange,  so  fearful  was  the  whole  seenr, 
that  1  almost  doubted  its  reality.  Alethe !  my  ova, 
happy  Alethe !  can  it,  I  thought,  be  thon  that  I 
look  upon? 

She  now  riowl  j,  and  with  difficulty,  raisi>d  ber 
head  from  the  oouotv,  on  observing  which,  the  kisd 
Tribune  withdrew,  and  we  wore  left  alone.  Tbov 
was  a  paleness,  as  of  death,  over  her  features ;  aod 
those  eyes  which,  when  last  1  v^w  them,  were  but 
too  bright,  too  happy  for  this  worid,  looked  dim  asd 
simken.  In  raising  herself  up,  she  put  her  hand,  si 
if  from  pain,  to  her  forehead,  whose  mari>le  hoe  bat 
appeared  more  death-like  from  those  red  bands  that 
lay  so  awfully  across  it 

After  wandering  for  a  minute  vaguely,  her  tjm 
at  length  rested  upon  me — and,  with  a  shriek,  bsif 
tenor,  half  joy,  she  sprung  from  the  couch,  aad 
simk  upon  her  knees  by  my  side.  She  had  bdieved 
me  dead;  and,  even  now,  scarcely  tnucted  her 
sensca  "  My  husband !  my  love  !*'  she  exdaimcd; 
**  oh,  if  tliou  comost  to  call  me  frona  this  world,  be- 
hold I  am  ready  !"  In  saying  thus,  she  posated 
wildly  to  that  ominous  wreath,  and  then  dropped 
her  head  down  upon  my  knee,  as  if  an  arrow  had 
pierced  it 

"  Alethe  V*  I  cried — terrified  to  the  very  soul  hj 
that  inynterious  pang — and,  as  if  the  sound  of  nij 
voice  had  reanimated  her,  she  looked  up,  with  & 
faint  smile,  in  my  face.  Her  thoughts,  which  bad 
evidently  been  wandering,  became  collected ;  aod 
in  her  joy  at  my  safety,  her  sorrow  at  my  suflvxio;. 
sho  forgot  entirely  the  fate  that  impended  over  her- 
self. Love,  iujiocout  love,  olouo  occupied  all  hes 
tlioughts ;  and  tlie  warmth,  the  a  flection,  tlie  de- 
votednebs,  with  which  she  spoko— -oh  how,  at  aay 
other  moment,  I  would  have  blesKed,  have  Uugezed 
upon  every  word .' 

But  the  time  flew  fast — that  dreadful  morrow 
was  approaching.     Already  I  saw  her  writhing  is 


>  Unc  "  de  cos  couronncs  de  grain  de  corail,  dont  les  Tic^ 
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the  hands  of  the  torturer — the  flames,  the  racks,  the 
wheels,  were  before  my  eyes !  Half  frantic  with 
the  fear  that  her  resolution  was  fixed,  I  flung  my- 
self from  the  litter  in  an  agony  of  weeping,  and 
suiplicated  her,  by  the  love  she  bore  me,  by  the 
happiness  that  awuited  us,  by  her  own  merciful 
GH,  who  was  too  good  to  require  such  a  sacrifice — 
b}  ill  that  the  meet  pasnonato  anxiety  could  dic- 
tate, I  implored  that  she  would  avert  from  us  the 
doom  that  was  coming,  and — but  for  once— com- 
ply with  the  vain  ceremony  demanded  of  her. 

Shrinking  from  me,  as  I  spoke — but  with  a  look 
more  of  sorrow  than  reproach — "  What,  thou,  too  I" 
she  said  mournfully — '*  thou,  into  whose  inmost 
spirit  I  had  fondly  hoped  the  same  light  had 
entered  as  into  my  own !  No,  never  be  thou 
leagued  with  them  who  would  tempt  me  to  '  make 
shipwreck  of  my  faith  !'  Thou,  who  couldst  alone 
bind  me  to  life,  use  not,  I  entreat  thee,  thy  power ; 
Sit  let  me  die,  as  lie  I  serve  hath  commanded 
—die  for  the  Truth  Remember  the  holy  lessons 
we  heard  together  on  those  nights,  those  happy 
<ughts,  when  both  t!ie  present  and  future  smiled 
*ipon  us— when  even  the  giil  of  eternal  life  come 
more  welcome  to  my  soul,  from  the  glad  con- 
viction that  thou  wert  to  be  a  sharer  in  its  bless- 
mgs ; — shall  I  forfeit  now  that  divine  privilege  7 
shall  I  deny  the  true  God,  whom  we  then  learned 
to  love  7 

'*  No,  my  own  betrothed,"  she  continued^— point- 
mg  to  the  two  rings  on  her  finger — "  behold  these 
pledges — ^they  are  both  sacred.  I  should  have  been 
as  true  to  thee  as  I  am  now  to  heaven, — nor  in  that 
Itfn  to  which  I  am  hastening  shall  our  love  be  for- 
gotten. Sliould  tlie  baptism  of  fire,  through  which 
I  shall  pass  to-morrow,  make  me  worthy  to  be 
heard  before  the  throne  of  Grace,  I  will  intercede 
for  thy  soul — I  will  pray  th*t  it  may  yet  share  with 
m:ne  that  '  inheritance,  inhnortol  and  undefiled,' 
which  Merc>  oflera,  and  that  tliou — and  ray  dear 
mother — and  1    — — ** 

She  here  dropi»ed  her  voice ;  the  momentary 
animation,  with  which  devotion  and  affisctwu  had 
inspired  her,  vanished ; — and  there  came  a  dark- 
ness over  aU  her  features,  a  livid  darkness— like 
the  approach  of  death — that  made  me  shudder 
through  every  limb.  Seizing  my  hand  convul- 
sively, and  looking  at  me  with  a  fearful  eagerness, 
as  if  anxious  to  hear  some  consoling  assurance 
from  my  own  lips — "  Believe  me,**  she  continued. 


>  We  And  pni<oiMnu  crowns  mentioned  l»y  Plinp.  under  the 
de«ifnntkiD  »r**  ciifOM:  fomlsM.**  PmtduUiua,  loo,  gives  the 
fi>ll<ming  accnont  of  tbeae  **  deadly  gartanda.**  as  be  ealls 
Iheni  — **  Hed  mimm  est  tarn  salntare  Inventam  bamnnam 
esqnllian  lepcriaae,  qoomodo  ad  nefarlua  nsus  tradneent. 


**  not  all  the  torments  they  are  preparing  for  me— 
not  even  this  deep,  burning  pain  in  my  brow,  to 
which  they  will  hardly  find  an  equal — could  be  half 
so  dreadful  to  me  as  the  thought  that  I  leave  thee, 
without " 

Here  her  voice  again  failed ;  her  head  sunk 
upon  my  arm,  and — merciful  God,  let  me  forget 
what  I  then  felt — I  saw  thot  si.e  was  dying ! 
Whether  I  uttered  any  cry,  I  know  not ; — but  the 
Tribune  came  rushing  into  the  chamber,  and,  look- 
ing on  the  maiden,  said,  with  a  face  full  of  horror, 
"  It  is  but  too  true  !" 

He  then  told  mo  in  a  low  voice,  what  he  had 
just  learned  from  the  guardian  of  the  prison,  that 
the  band  round  *he  young  Christian's  brow*  was— 
oh  horrible ! — a  con4|i.Jund  of  the  most  deadly  poison 
— the  hellish  invention  of  Orcus,  to  satiate  his  ven- 
geance, and  make  the  fate  of  his  poor  victim  secure. 
My  first  movement  was  to  untie  that  fatal  wreuth 
—but  it  would  not  come  away — it  would  not  come 
away ! 

Roused  by  the  pain,  she  again  looked  in  my 
face ;  but,  unable  to  speak,  took  hastily  from  her 
bosom  the  small  silver  cross  which  she  had  brousrlit 
with  her  from  my  cave.  Having  pressed  it  to 
her  own  lips,  she  held  it  anxiously  to  mine,  and, 
seeing  me  kiss  the  holy  s}'mbol  with  fervor,  looked 
happy,  and  smiled.  The  agony  of  death  seemed 
to  have  passed  away  ; — there  came  suddenly  over 
her  features  a  heavenly  light,  some  share  of  which 
I  felt  descending  into  my  own  soul,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes  more,  she  expired  in  my  arms. 


Here  end$  the  Manuscript ;  but,  on  the  ovirr  cover  is 
founds  in  the  handuniting  qf  a  much  later  period, 
thefoUowing  Notice,  extracted,  as  it  appears,/rom 
some  Egyptian  martyrology  .*— 

"  Alciphron— an  Epicurean  philosopher,  con- 
verted to  Christianity,  a.  d.  257,  by  a  young  Egyp- 
tian maiden,  who  suflTered  martyrdom  in  that  year. 
Immediately  upon  her  death  he  betook  himself  to 
the  desert,  and  lived  a  life,  it  is  said,  of  much 
holiness  and  penitence.  Diu'ing  the  persecutioo 
under  Dioclesian,  his  sufferings  for  the  faith  were 


Nempe,  rspsrtv  sant  nefiinda  cneona  hanun.  quai  dlxi,  tarn 
■aluliHniu  per  nonien  quldem  etspeciem  imltairlcos  nt  reet 
atSdcin  ferales,  aiqae  adeo  capitis,  coi  ImpimuDtur,  interfce- 
trices.**— />«  Cvrvni*. 
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most  exemplary ;  and  being  at  length,  at  an  ad- 
vanced age,  condemned  to  kard  labor,  for  refusing 
to  comply  with  an  Imperial  edict,  he  died  at  the 
Bran  Mines  of  Palestine,  a.  d.  297^ — 

**  A»  Alciphron  held  the  opinions  maintained 
fince  oy  Arius,  his  memory  has  not  been  spared 
by  Athanasian  writers,  who,  among  other  charges. 


accuse  him  of  having  been  addicted  to  the 
stitions  of  Egypt  For  this  calumny,  however, 
there  appears  to  be  no  better  foundation  than  a 
circumstance,  recorded  by  one  of  lib  brother  mcnkt 
that  there  was  found,  after  his  death,  a  small  bmuI 
mirror,  like  tliose  used  in  tlia  ceremoiuea  of  la^ 
suspended  around  his  neck.** 


ALCI PHRONt 


A  FRAGMENT. 


LETTER  L 

FROM  ALCIPHRON  AT  ALEXANDRIA  TO  CLEOM  AT 

ATHENS. 

Well  may  you  wonder  at  my  flight 

From  those  fair  Gardens,  in  whoee  bowers 
Liugeni  whute'er  of  wise  and  bright, 
Of  Beauty's  smile  or  Wisdom's  liglit. 

Is  lef\  to  grace  this  world  of  ours. 
Well  may  my  comrades,  as  they  roam. 

On  such  sweet  eves  as  this,  inquire 
Why  I  have  left  that  happy  homo 

Where  all  is  found  that  all  desire, 

And  Time  hath  wings  that  never  tire  ; 
Where  blias,  in  all  the  countless  shapes, 

That  Fancy's  self  to  bliss  hath  given, 
Comes  clustering  round,  like  road-side  grapes 

That  woo  the  traveller's  lip,  at  even ; 
Where  Wisdom  flings  not  joy  away — 
As  Pullas  in  the  stream,  they  say, 
Once  flung  her  flute— but  smiling  owus 
That  woman's  lip  can  send  iurtn  tones 
Worth  all  the  music  of  those  spheres 
So  many  dream  of,  but  none  hears ; 
Where  Virtue's  self  puts  on  so  well 

Her  sister  Pleitsure's  smile,  that,  loath 
From  either  nymph  apart  to  dwell, 

We  finish  by  embracing  both. 

Yes,  such  the  place  of  bliss,  I  own, 
From  all  whose  charms  I  just  have  flown ; 
And  even  while  thus  to  thee  I  write. 
And  by  the  Nile's  dark  flood  recline. 


Fondly,  in  thought,  I  wing  my  flight 
Back  to  those  groves  and  gardc^us  bf'^[lity 
And  often  think,  by  this  sweet  lights 

How  loveiily  tliey  all  most  sliine  ; 
Can  see  that  graeeful  temple  throw 

Down  the  green  sk>pe  its  leugtheo'd 
While,  on  the  marble  steps  below, 

There  sits  some  fair  Athenian  maid» 
Over  some  favorite  volume  bending  ; 

And,  by  her  side,  a  youthful  sage 
Holds  back  the  ringlets  that,  dcaceu<fing. 

Would  else  o'ersliadow  all  the  page. 
But  hence  such  thoughts ! — nor  let  mo  grief 
O'er  scenes  of  joy  that  1  but  leave. 
As  tlie  bird  quits  awhile  its  nest 
To  come  again  with  livelier  zest. 

And  now  to  tell  thee — what  I  fear 
Thou'lt  gravely  smile  at — why  Vm  bei«. 
Though  through  my  life's  sliort,  suuiiy  rtrrim. 

I've  floated  without  pain  or  care. 
Like  a  light  leaf,  down  pleanore'p  stream, 

Caughi  in  eacn  spanclmg  eady  there  ; 
Though  never  Mirth  awaked  a  stram 
That  my  heart  echoed  not  again  ; 
Yet  have  I  felt,  when  even  most  gay. 

Sad  thoughts — 1  knew  not  wheuoe  or  whj-^ 

Suddenly  o'er  my  spirit  fly. 
Like  clouds,  that,  ere  we've  time  to  say 

"  How  bright  the  sky  is  I"  shade  the  sky. 
Sometimes  so  vague,  so  undefined. 
Were  these  strange  dark'nings  of  my  mind- 
While  naught  but  joy  arouud  me  beain*d-* 

So  causelessly  tliey've  come  and  flown* 
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That  not  of  life  or  earth  they  wem'd, 
But  shadows  from  some  world  anknown 

Mure  oft,  however,  'twas  the  thought 
How  soon  that  scene,  with  all  its  play 
Of  life  and  giadufss,  most  decay— 

Tlioee  lips  1  pressed,  the  hands  I  caught— 

Mywif — the  crowd  that  mirth  had  brought 
Around  me— swept  like  wt^da  away ! 

This  thought  it  was  that  came  to  shed 

0*er  rapture*8  hour  its  worst  alloys ; 
And,  close  as  shade  with  sunshine,  wed 

lis  sadness  with  my  happieut  joys. 
Oh,  but  for  this  dtsheart*niug  voice, 

Stealing  amid  our  mirth  to  say 
That  all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice, 

Ere  night  may  be  the  earth-worm's  prey  ; 
Bui  for  this  bKter— only  this^- 
Full  as  the  world  is  brimm'd  with  bliss, 
And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 
Of  draining  to  its  dregs  the  whole, 
I  should  turn  earth  to  heav'n,  and  be, 
If  blias  made  Gods,  a  Deity ! 

Tliou  know'st  that  night — ^the  very  last 
That  'mong  my  Garden  friends  I  pass*d— 
When  the  School  held  its  feast  of  mirth 
To  celebrate  our  founder*8  birth. 
And  all  that  He  in  dreams  but  saw 

When  he  set  Pleasure  on  the  throne 
Of  this  bright  world,  and  wrote  her  law 

In  human  hearts,  was  felt  and  known— 
Not  in  unreal  dreams,  but  true 
Substantial  joy  as  pulse  e'er  knew— 
By  hearts  and  bosoms,  that  each  felt 
lUelf  the  realm  where  Pleasure  dwelt 

That  night,  when  all  our  mirth  was  o'er. 

The  minstrels  silent,  and  the  feet 
Of  the  J^'^uug  maidens  heard  no  more— 

So  stilly  was  the  time,  so  sweet. 
And  such  a  calm  came  o*er  that  scene. 
Where  life  and  revel  late  bad  beeu — 
Lone  as  tiie  quiet  of  some  bay. 
From  which  the  sea  hath  ebb'd  away— 
That  still  I  linger'd,  lost  in  thought. 

Gazing  upon  the  stars  of  night. 
Sad  and  intent,  as  if  I  sought 

Some  moiuuful  secret  in  their  light ; 
And  ask'd  them,  'mid  that  silence,  why 
Man,  glorious  man,  alone  must  die, 
While  they,  less  wonderful  than  he. 
Shine  on  tlirough  all  eternity. 

That  night — thou  haply  may'st  forget 
Its  ioveliuess^but  'twas  a  night 


To  make  earth's  meanest  slave  regret 

Leaving  a  world  so  soft  and  bright 
On  one  nde,  in  the  dark  blue  any. 
Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eyo 
Of  Jove  him8elf,'While,  on  the  other, 

'Mong  stars  that  came  out  one  by  one. 
The  young  moon — like  the  Roman  mother 

Among  her  living  jewels— shono. 
"  Oh  that  from  yonder  orbs,"  I  thought, 

'*  Pure  and  eternal  as  they  are, 
"  There  could  to  earth  ajcie  power  be  brouglit, 
"  Some  charm,  irith  their  own  essence  fraught 

**  To  make  man  ieathless  as  a  star ; 
'*  And  open  to  bis  vast  desires 

**  A  course,  as  boundless  and  sublime 
"  As  that  whk;h  waits  those  comet-fires, 

"  That  bum  and  roam  throughout  all  time !" 

While  thoughts  like  these  absorb'd  my  *:.'iid. 

That  weariness  which  earthly  bliss. 
However  sweet,  still  leaves  behind. 

As  if  to  show  how  earthly  'tis^ 
Came  lulling  o'er  me,  and  I  laid 

My  limbs  at  that  fair  statue'*  oase— 
That  miracle,  which  Art  hath  made 

Of  all  the  choice  of  Nature's  grace-* 
To  which  80  oft  Tve  knelt  and  sworn. 

That,  could  a  living  maid  like  her 
Unto  this  wondering  worid  be  bom, 

I  would,  myself,  turn  worshipper. 

Sleep  came  then  o'er  me— and  I  seem'd 

To  be  transported  far  away 
To  a  bleak  desert  plain,  where  gleam'd 

One  single,  melancholy  ray, 
Throughout  that  darkness  dimly  shed 

From  a  small  taper  in  the  hand 
Of  one,  who,  pale  as  are  the  dead. 

Before  me  took  his  spectral  stand, 
And  said,  wliile,  awfully,  a  smile 

Came  o'er  the  wanness  of  his  cheek — 
**  Go,  and  beside  tlie  sacred  Nile 

You'll  find  th'  Eternal  Life  you  seek  " 


<( 


Soon  as  he  spoke  these  words,  the  hue 
Of  death  o'er  all  his  features  grew. 
Like  the  pale  morning,  when  o'er  night 
She  gains  the  victory,  full  of  light ; 
While  the  small  torch  he  held  became 
A  glory  in  his  hand,  whose  flamo 
Brighten'd  the  desert  suddeni) , 

Even  to  the  far  horizon's  line- 
Along  whose  level  I  could  see 

Gardens  and  groves,  that  seem*d  to  shine, 
As  if  then  o'er  them  freshly  play'd 
A  vernal  rainbow's  rich  cascade  ; 
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And  music  floated  everywhere, 
Circling,  as  *twere  itself  the  air, 
And  spirits,  on  whose  wings  the  hue 
or  heuven  still  lingered,  round  me  flew, 
Till  from  all  sides  such  splendois  broke. 
Thai,  with  the  excess  of  light,  I  woke ! 


Such  was  my  dream  ; — and,  I  confess, 

Though  none  of  all  our  creedless  School 
E'er  coun*d,  believed,  or  reverenced  less 

The  fables  of  the  priest-led  fool. 
Who  tells  us  of  a  soul,  a  mind. 
Separate  and  pure,  within  us  shrined. 
Which  is  to  live— ah,  hope  too  bright ! — 
Forever  in  yon  fields  of  light ; 
Who  fondly  thinks  the  guardian  eye6 

Of  Gods  are  on  him — as  if,  blest 
And  blooming  in  their  own  blue  skies, 
Th'  eternal  Gods  were  not  too  wise 

To  let  weak  man  disturi)  their  rest ! — 
Though  thinking  of  such  creeds  as  thou 

And  all  our  Garden  sages  think. 
Yet  is  there  something,  I  allow, 

In  dreams  like  this — a  sort  of  link 
With  worids  unseen,  which,  from  the  hour 

I  first  could  lisp  my  thoughts  till  now, 
Hath  mastered  me  with  spell-like  power 

And  who  can  tell,  as  we*re  combhied 
Of  various  atoms— some  refined, 
Like  those  that  scintillate  and  play 
In  the  fix'd  stars — some,  gross  as  they 
That  frown  in  clouds  or  sleep  in  clay — 
Who  can  bo  sure,  but  Vis  the  best 

And  brigiitcst  atoms  of  our  frame, 

Thode  most  akin  to  stellar  flame, 
That  shine  out  thus,  when  we're  at  rest ; — 
Ev  n  as  the  stars  themselves,  wliose  light 
Comes  out  but  iu  the  silent  night. 
Or  is  it  that  there  lurks,  indeed, 
Some  truth  in  Man's  prevailing  creed. 
And  that  our  Guardians,  from  on  high. 

Come,  in  that  pause  from  toil  and  sin, 
To  put  the  senses'  curtain  by. 

And  on  the  wakeful  soul  look  in  ! 

Vain  thought  I — ^but  yet,  howo'er  it  lie, 

Dreams,  more  than  once,  have  proved  to  me 

Oraches,  truer  far  than  Ouk, 

Or  Dove,  or  Tripod,  ever  spoke. 

And  'twas  tiie  words — Ihou'lt  hear  and  smile— 

The  words  that  phantom  seem'd  to  sjieak — • 
"  Go,  and  besde  th«)  sacred  Nile 

"  You'll  find  the  Etenial  Life  you  seek—" 
7*hat,  haunting  nie  by  night,  by  day, 

At  IffUgth,  as  with  the  unseen  hand 


Of  Fate  itself,  urged  me  away 
From  Athens  to  this  Holy  Land  ; 

Where,  'mong  the  secrets,  still  untaught. 
The  myst'ries  that,  as  yet,  nor  ran 

Nor  eye  hath  reached— oh,  blessed  thooglit! 
May  sleep  this  everiastmg  oneu 

Farewell-*-when  to  our  Garden  friends 
Thou  talk'st  of  the  wild  dream  that  sends 
The  gayest  of  their  school  thus  far. 
Wandering  beneath  Canopus'  star. 
Tell  them  that,  wander  where  he  will. 

Or,  howsoe'er  they  now  coodemn 
His  vague  and  vain  punmit,  be  still 

Is  worthy  of  the  School  and  them  ; — 
Still,  all  their  own — nor  e'er  forgets, 

Ev'n  while  his  heart  and  soul  pursue 
Th'  Eternal  Light  which  never  sots. 

The  many  meteor  joys  that  <2o. 
But  seeks  them,  hails  them  with  delight. 
Where'er  they  meet  h»  longing  sight 
And,  if  his  life  must  wane  away. 
Like  other  lives,  at  least  the  day. 
The  hour  it  lasts  sliall,  like  a  fire 
With  incense  fed,  in  sweets  expire. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM  TiUE  SAME  TO  TUB  BAME. 

Mewpku. 
*Tis  true,  alas— the  myst'ries  and  the  lore 
I  came  to  study  on  this  wondrous  shore. 
Are  all  forgotten  in  the  new  delights, 
The  strange,  wild  joys  that  fill  my  days  and  nights. 
Instead  of  dark,  duU  oracles  that  speak 
From  subterranean  temples,  tlioee  /  seek 
Come  from  the   breathing  shrines   where    Bcantj 

lives, 
And  Love,  her  priest,  the  sod  responses  gives. 
IiiHtead  of  honoring  Isis  in  those  rites 
At  Coptos  held,  I  hail  her,  when  she  lights 
Her  first  young  crescent  on  the  holy  stream — 
When  wandering  youtlis  and  maidens  watch  her 

beam. 
And  number  o'er  the  nights  slie  hath  to  run. 
Ere  she  again  embrace  her  bridegroom  sun. 
While  o'er  some  mystic  leaf,  that  dimly  lends 
A  clue  into  past  times,  the  student  bends. 
And  by  its  glimmering  guidance  learns  to  tread 
Buck  through  the  shadowy  knowledge  of  the  dean-- 
The  only  skill,  alas,  /  yet  can  claim 
Lies  in  deciphering  some  new  loved-one*8  namoo^ 
Some  gentle  missive,  hinting  time  and  place. 
In  language,  soft  as  Mempliian  reed  can  trace. 
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And  where — oh  where's  the  heart  that  coald  with- 
stand 
Th*  unuuraber*d  witcheries  of  tliis  sun-born  land, 
Where  first  young  Pleasure's  banner  was  unfurled, 
And  Love  hath  temples  ancient  as  the  world  ! 
Where  mystery,  hke  the  veil  by  Beauty  worn, 
Hides  but  to  win,  and  shades  but  to  adorn ; 
Where  that  luxurious  melancholy,  bom 
or  passion  and  of  genius,  sheds  a  gloom 
Making  joy  holy  ; — where  the  bower  and  tomb 
Stand  side  by  mde,  and  Pleasure  learus  from  Death 

The  instant  value  of  each  moment's  breath. 

* 

Couldst  tliou  but  see  how  like  a  poet*s  dream 
This  lovely  laud  now  looks ! — the  glorious  stream. 
That  late,  between  its  banks,  was  seen  to  glide 
'Mong  shrines  and  marble  cities,  on  each  side 
Glittering  like  jewels  strung  along  a  chain. 
Hath  now  sent  forth  its  waters,  and  o'er  plain 
And  valley,  like  a  giant  from  his  bed 
Rising  with  outstretchM  limbs,  hath  grandly  spread ; 
While  far  as  sight  can  reach,  beneath  as  clear 
And  blue  a  heaven  as  ever  bless'd  our  ^here. 
Gardens,  and  pillared  streets,  and  porphyry  domes, 
Aud  high-built  temples,  fit  to  be  the  homes 
Of  mighty  Gods,  and  pyramids,  whose  hour 
Outlasts  all  time,  above  the  waters  tower ! 

Then,  too,  the  scenes  of  pomp  and  joy,  that  make 
One  theatre  of  this  vast,  peopled  lake. 
Where  all  that  Love,  Religion,  Commerce  gives 
Of  life  and  motion,  ever  moves  and  lives. 
Here,  op  the  steps  of  temples  from  the  wave 
Ascending,  in  procession  slow  and  grave. 
Priests  in  white  garments  go,  with  sacred  wands 
And  silver  cymbals  gleaming  in  tbeir  bands ; 
While  there,  rich  barks — fresh  from  those  sunny 

tracts 
Far  off,  beyond  the  sounding  cataracts — 
Glide,  with  Uieu'  precious  lading  to  the  sea. 
Plumes  of  bright  birds,  rhinoceros  ivor}'. 
Gems  from  the  Isle  of  Meroe,  and  those  grains 
or  gold,  washed  down  by  Abyssinian  rains. 
Hete,  where  the  waters  wind  into  a  bay 
Shadowy  and  cool,  some  pilgrims,  on  their  way 
To  Sab  or  Bubastus,  among  beds 
Of  lotus  flowers,  that  close  above  their  heads. 
Push  their  light  barks,  and  tliere,  as  in  a  bo  we:, 
Sing,  talk,  or  sleep  away  the  sultry  hour ; 
Oft  dipping  in  the  Nile,  when  faint  with  heat. 
That  leaf,  from  which  its  waters  drink  most  sweet — 
While  haply,  not  far  off,  beneath  a  bank 
Of  blossoming  acacias,  many  a  prank 
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Is  ptay*d  in  the  cool  current  by  a  train 
Of  laughing  nymphs,  lovely  as  she,*  whose  chaia 
Around  two  conquerors  of  the  worid  was  castf 
But,  for  a  third  too  feeble,  broke  at  last 

For  oh,  believe  not  them,  who  dare  to  brand. 
As  poor  m  charms,  the  women  of  this  land. 
Though  darkened  by  that  sun,  whose  spirit  ft'vs 
Th<  'Ugh  every  vein,  and  tinges  as  it  goes, 
*Tis  bat  th'  embrowning  of  the  fruit  that  tells 
How  rich  within  tlie  soul  of  ripeness  dwells — 
The  hue  their  own  dark  sanctuaries  wear. 
Announcing  heaven  in  half-caught  glimpses  there. 
And  never  yet  did  tell-tale  looks  set  free 
The  secret  of  young  hearts  more  tenderiy. 
Such  eyes ! — long,  shadowy,  with  that  languid  fall 
Of  the  fringed  lids,  which  may  be  seen  in  all 
Who  live  beneath  the  sun's  too  ardent  rays — 
Lending  such  kx>ks  as,  on  their  marriage  days, 
Young  maids  cast  down  before  a  bridegroom*.i  gaze ' 
Then  for  their  grace--^mark  but  the  nyra|»hlike 

shapes 
Of  the  young  village  girls,  when  carrying  grapes 
From  green  Anthylla,  or  light  urns  of  flowen — 
Not  our  own  Sculpture,  in  her  happiest  hours. 
E'er  imaged  forth,  even  at  the  touch  of  him' 
Whose  touch  was  life,  more  luxury  of  limb ; 
Then,  canst  thou  wonder  if,  'mid  scenes  Uke  these, 
I  should  forget  all  graver  mysteries, 
All  lore  but  Love's,  all  secrets  but  that  best 
In  heaven  or  earth,  the  art  of  being  blest ! 
Yet  are  there  times — though  brief,  I  own,  their 

stay, 
Dke  Summer  clouds  that  shine  themselves  away— 
Moments  of  gloom,  when  even  these  pleasures  pall 
Upon  my  sadd'ning  heart,  and  I  recall 
That  Garden  dream — ^tliat  promise  of  a  power— 
Oh,  were  there  such  ! — to  lengthen  out  life's  hour, 
On,  on,  as  through  a  vista,  far  away 
Opening  before  us  into  endless  day ! 
Aud  chiefly  o'er  my  spirit  did  this  thought 
Come  on  that  evening — bright  as  ever  brought 
Light's  golden  farewell  to  the  worid — when  first 
Th'  eternal  pyramios  of  Memphis  burst 
Awfully  on  my  sight — standing  sublime 
'Twixt  earth  mid  heaven,  the  watch-towers  of  Time, 
From  whose  lone  summit,  when  his  reign  hath  pass'd 
From  eanu  iorever,  he  will  look  his  last ! 

There  hung  a  calm  and  solemn  etmshine  rouna 
Those  mighty  monuments,  a  liushiug  sound 
In  the  still  air  that  circled  them,  which  stole 
like  music  of  past  tunes  mto  my  soul. 
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I  thought  wlmt  myriadfi  of  the  wbo,  and  bravoy 

And  beautiful,  had  sunk  into  the  grave, 

Since  earth  first  saw  these  wondera — and  1  said, 

"  Are  things  eternal  only  for  the  Dead  ? 

**  Hath  man  no  loftier  hope  than  this,  wliich  dooms 

"  Ilis  only  lasting  trophies  to  be  tombs  ? 

'*  But  'X/>  not  80 — earth,  heaven,  ail  nature  shows 

**  He  may  become  immortal — may  unclose 

'*  The  wings  within  him  wrapt,  and  proudly  rise, 

"  Redeem*d  from  earth,  a  creature  of  the  skits ! 

**  And  who  can  say,  among  the  written  spells 

**  From  Hermes*  hand,  that,  in  these  slirines  and 

cells 
"  Have,  from  the  Flood,  lay  hid,  there  may  not  be 
**  Some  secret  clue  to  immortality, — 
"  Some  amulet,  whose  spell  can  keep  life's  fire 
**  Awake  within  us,  never  to  expire  ! 
<*  *Tis  known  that,  on  the  Emerald  Table,^  hid 
'*  For  ages  in  yon  lofliest  pyramid, 
**  The  Thrice-Great'  did  himself  engrave,  of  old, 
'*  The  chymic  mystery  that  gives  endless  gold. 
"  And  why  may  not  this  mightier  secret  dwell 
'*  Within  the  same  dark  chambers  ?  who  can  tell 
"  But  that  those  kings,  who,  by  the  written  skill 
"  Of  th'  Emerald  Table,  call'd  forth  gold  at  wUl, 
"  And  quarries  upon  quarries  heap'd  and  hurPd, 
"  To  build  them  domes  that  might  outstaud  the 

world — 
**  Who  knows  but  that  the  heavenlier  art,  which 

shares 
"  The  life  of  Gods  with  man,  was  also  theirs — 
"  That  they  themselves,  triuuiphaut  o'er  the  power 
"  Of  fate  and  death,  are  living  at  this  hour ; 
'*  And  these,  the  giant  homes  they  still  possess, 
"  Nol  tombs,  but  everlasting  palaces, 
**  Within  whose  depths,  hid  from  the  world  above, 
"  Even  now  they  wander,  with  the  few  they  love, 
"  Through  subterranean  gardens,  by  a  light 
"  Unknown  on  earth,  which  hath  nor  dawn  nor 

night ! 
"  Else,  why  those   deatliless  structures  ?   why  the 

grand 
"  And  hidden  halls,  that  undermine  thb  land  7 
**  Why  else  hath  none  of  earth  e'er  dared  to  go 
Through  the  dark  windings  of  that  realm  below, 
Nor  aught  from  heav'n  itself,  except  the  God 
"  Of    Silence,    through    thc»e    endless    labyrinths 

trod  r 
Thus  did  I  dream — w^ild,  wandering  dreams,  I  own, 
But  such  as  hauut  me  ever,  if  alone. 
Or  in  that  pause,  Hwixt  joy  and  joy  I  be. 
Like  a  ship  iiush*d  between  two  waves  at  sea. 
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Then  do  these  spirit  whisperingi,  like  the  aomid 
Of  the  Dark  Future,  come  appalling  nranci ; 
Nor  can  I  break  the  trance  that  holds  me  then, 
Till  high  o'er  Pleasure's  suige  I  mount  again ! 

Even  now  for  new  adventure,  new  delight, 
My  heart  b  on  the  wing ; — this  very  night. 
The  Temple  on  that  Island,  half-way  o'er 
From  Memphis'  gardens  to  the  eastern  shore. 
Sends  up  its  annual  rite*  to  her,  whose  beams 
Bring  the  sweet  time  of  night-flowers  and  dreams , 
The  nymph,  who  dips  her  urn  in  silent  lakee, 
And  turns  to  silvery  dew  each  drop  it  takes  ; — 
Oh,  not  our  Dian  of  the  North,  wlio  chains 
In  vestal  ice  the  current  of  young  veins. 
But  she  who  haunts  Us^  gay  Bubastiau*  grove. 
And  owns  she  sees,  from  her  bright  heaven  above, 
Nothing  on  earth  to  match  that  heaven  but  Love. 
Think,  then,  what  bliss  will  be  abroad  to-night ! — 
Besides  those  sparkling  nymphs,  who  meet  the  sight 
Day  alter  day,  famihar  as  the  sun. 
Coy  buds  of  beauty,  yet  unbreathed  upon. 
And  all  the  hidden  loveliness,  that  lies. 
Shut  up,  as  are  the  beams  of  sleeping  eyes. 
Within  these  twilight  shrines— to-night  sliall  be 
Let  loose,  like  birds,  for  this  fei^vity  ! 

And  mark,  'tis  nigh  ;  already  the  sun  bids 

His  evening  farewell  to  the  Pyramids, 

As  he  hath  done,  age  after  age,  till  they 

Alone  on  earth  seem  ancient  as  his  ray  ; 

While  their  great  sliadows,  stretching  from  the  light, 

Look  Hko  the  first  colossal  steps  of  Night, 

Stretching  across  the  valley,  to  invade 

The  distant  Hills  of  porphyry  with  their  shade. 

Around,  as  siguals  of  the  setting  beam. 

Gay,  gilded  Bags  on  every  house-top  gleam  : 

While,  hark  I — from  all  the  temples  a  rich  swell 

Of  music  to  the  Moon — farewell — ^farewelL 


LETTER  in. 


FROM  THE  SAME  TO  TIIE  SAME 


Mtm^ku, 


There  is  some  star— or  it  may  bo 

That  moon  we  saw  so  near  last  nigfat>«> 

Which  comes  athwart  my  destiny 
Forever,  with  misleading  light. 

»  The  great  Festival  of  the  Moon. 

*  BubastU,  or  Isis,  was  the  Diana  of  the  EgypUaa  Bf 
thology. 
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If  for  a  momont,  pure  and  wine 

And  calm  I  feel,  there  quick  doth  fall 
A  spark  from  no  me  disturbing  eyes, 
That  through  my  heart,  soul,  being  flies. 

And  makes  a  wildfire  of  it  all 
I've  seen— oh,  Cleon,  that  this  earth 
Should  e*er  have  giv'u  such  beauty  birth !— • 
That  man — but,  hold — hear  all  that  pasB*d 
Since  yesternight,  from  first  to  last 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  calm,  slow, 

And  beautiful,  as  if  she  came 
Fresh  from  tlie  Elysian  bowers  below. 

Was,  with  a  loud  and  sweet  acclaim. 
Welcomed  from  every  breezy  height. 
Where  crowds  stood  waiting  for  her  light. 
And  well  might  they  who  view'd  the  scene 

Then  lit  up  all  around  them,  say, 
That  never  yet  had  Nature  been 

Caught  sleeping  in  a  lovelier  ray, 
Or  rivaird  her  own  noontide  face. 
With  purer  show  of  moonlight  grace. 

Memphis— still  grand,  though  not  the  same 

Unrivaird  Memphis,  that  could  seize 
From  ancient  Thcbee  the  crown  of  Fame, 

And  wear  it  bright  through  centurie»— 
Now,  in  the  moonshine,  that  came  down 
Like  a  last  smile  upon  that  crown,^ 
Memphis,  still  grand,  among  her  lakes, 

Her  pyramicb  and  shrines  of  fire, 
Rose,  like  a  vision,  that  half  breaks 
On  one  who,  dreaming  still,  awukes, 

To  music  from  some  midnight  choir : 
While  to  the  west— where  gradual  sinks 

In  the  red  sands,  from  Libya  rolfd, 
Some  mighty  column,  or  fair  sphynx. 

That  stood  in  kingly  courts,  of  old^ 
It  seem*d,  as,  'mid  the  pomps  that  shone 
Thus  gayly  round  him,  Time  look'd  on, 
Waiting  till  all,  now  bright  and  bless'd, 
Should  sink  beneath  him  like  the  rest 

No  sooner  had  the  setting  sun 
Proclaim'd  the  festal  rite  begun. 
And,  'mid  their  idol's  fullest  beams. 

The  Egyptian  world  was  all  afloat. 
Than  I,  who  live  upon  these  streams. 

Like  a  young  Nile-bird,  tum'd  my  boat 
To  the  fair  island,  on  whose  shores, 
Through  leafy  pulms  and  sycamores. 
Already  shone  the  moving  lights 
Of  pilgrims  hostennig  to  the  rites. 
While,  far  around,  like  ruby  sparks 
Upon  the  water,  lighted  barks. 


Of  every  form  and  kind— from  those 

Tliat  down  Syene's  cataract  shoots. 
To  the  grand,  gilded  barge,  that  mws 

To  tambour's  beat  and  breath  of  flutes, 
And  weam  at  night,  in  words  of  flame. 
On  the  rich  prow,  its  master's  name  ;— 
All  were  alive,  and  made  this  sea 

Of  cities  busy  as  a  hill 
Of  summer  ants,  caught  suddenly 

In  the  overflowing  of  a  rill. 

Landed  upon  the  isle,  I  soon 

Through  marble  alleys  and  small  groves 

Of  that  mysterious  palm  slie  loves, 
Reach'd  the  fair  Temple  of  the  Moon ; 
And  there— as  slowly  througi    lie  last 
Dim-lighted  vestibule  I  p&ss'd— 
Between  the  porphyry  pillars,  twined 

With  palm  and  ivy,  I  could  see 
A  band  of  youthful  maidens  wind, 

In  measured  walk,  half  dancingly, 
Round  a  small  shrine,  on  which  was  placed 

That  bird,'  whose  plumes  of  black  and  white 
Wear  in  their  hue,  by  Nature  traced, 

A  type  of  the  moon's  shadow'd  light 

In  drapery,  like  woven  snow. 

These  nymphs  were  clad ;  and  each,  below 

The  rounded  bosom,  kiosely  wore 

A  dark  blue  lone,  or  bandelet, 
With  little  silver  stars  all  o'er. 

As  are  the  skies  at  midnight,  set. 
While  in  their  tresses,  braided  through, 

Sparkled  that  flower  of  Egypt's  lakes. 
The  silvery  lotus,  in  whose  hue 

As  much  delight  the  young  Moon  takes, 
As  doth  the  Day-God  to  beiiold 
The  lofty  beau-flower's  buds  of  gold. 
And,  as  they  gracefully  went  round 

The  worshipp'd  bird,  some  to  the  beat 
Of  castanets,  some  to  the  sound 

Of  tlie  shrill  sistrum  timed  tlieir  feet ; 
While  others,  at  each  step  they  took, 
A  tinkling  chan  of  silver  shook. 

They  seem'd  all  fair — but  there  was  one 
On  whom  the  light  had  not  yet  shone. 
Or  shone  but  partly— «o  downcast 
She  held  her  brow  as  slow  she  pass'd. 
And  yet  to  me,  there  seem'd  to  dwell 

A  charm  about  that  unseen  face-« 
A  sometliing  in  the  shade  that  fell 

Over  that  brow's  unagiued  grace, 
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Wliich  won  me  more  than  all  the  belt 

Outsliining  beauties  of  the  rest. 

And  her  alone  my  eyes  could  see, 

Enchain*d  by  this  sweet  mystery  ; 

And  her  alone  1  .vatch*d,  as  round 

She  glided  oVr  that  marble  ground. 

Stirring  not  more  tli'  unconscious  ail 

Than  if  a  Spirit  were  moving  there. 

Till  suddenly,  wide  open  flew 

The  Temple's  folding  gates,  and  threw 

A  splendor  from  within,  a  flood 

Of  glory,  where  theM  maidens  stood. 

While,  with  that  light — as  if  Uie  same 

Rich  source  gave  birth  to  both — ^there  camd 

A  swell  of  hannony,  as  grand 

As  e*er  was  born  of  voice  and  hand, 

Filling  the  gorgeous  aisles  around 

With  luxury  of  light  and  sound. 


Then  was  it,  by  the  flash  that  blazed 

Full  o'er  her  features— oh  *twas  then, 
As  startingly  her  eyes  she  raised. 

But  quick  let  fall  their  lids  again, 
I  saw — not  Psyche's  self,  when  flrst 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies 
She  paused,  while  heaven's  glory  burst 

Newly  upon  her  downcast  eyee, 
Could  look  more  beautiful,  or  bliwh 

With  holier  shame,  than  did  this  maid, 
\V1iom  now  I  saw,  in  all  tiiat  gush 

Of  splendor  from  the  aisles,  displayed. 
Never— though  well  thou  know'st  how  much 

I've  felt  the  sway  of  Beauty's  star — 
Never  did  her  bright  influence  touch 

My  soul  into  its  depths  so  far  ; 
And  had  that  vision  linger  d  there 

One  minute  more,  I  should  have  flown. 
Forgetful  tcAo  I  was  and  where. 

And,  at  her  feet  in  worship  thrown, 

Prutfer'd  my  soul  througii  life  her  own. 

But,  scaicely  had  that  btirat  of  light 
And  tnusic  broke  on  ear  and  sight, 
Tiian  up  the  aisle  the  bird  took  wing. 

As  if  on  heavenly  mission  sent. 
While  afler  him,  with  graceful  spring, 

Like  some  unearthly  creatures,  meant 

To  live  in  that  mix*d  element 

Of  ligiit  and  song,  the  young  maids  went ; 
And  she,  who  in  my  heart  had  thrown 
A  spark  to  burn  for  life,  was  flown. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  follow ; — bands 
Of  reverend  chanters  fllPd  the  aisle : 


Where'er  I  songlit  to  puss,  their  wands 
Motion'd  me  back,  while  many  a  file 
Of  sacred  nymphs^bat  ah,  not  they 
Whom  my  eyes  look'd  for— throng'd  the  way 
Perplex'd,  impatient,  'mid  this  crowd 
Of  faces,  lights — the  o'erwhelming  cloud 
Of  incense  round  me,  and  my  blood 
Full  of  its  new-bom  fire — I  stood. 
Nor  moved,  nor  breathed,  but  when  I  caught 

A  glimpse  of  sf»me  blue,  spangled  zone. 
Or  wreath  of  lotus,  vhich,  I  iliought. 
Like  those  she  wore  at  distance  sliooe. 

But  no,  'twas  vain — hoar  after  hour, 
Till  my  heart's  throbbing  t  trn*d  to  pain, 

And  ray  strain'd  eyesight  lost  its  power, 
I  sought  her  thus,  but  all  in  vain. 

At  length,  hot — wildt^r'd-^n  de^Nur, 

I  nish'd  into  the  cool  night-air, 

And,  hurrying,  (though  with  many  a  lotk. 

Back  to  the  busy  Temple,)  took 

My  way  along  the  moonlight  shore. 

And  sprung  into  my  boat  once  more. 

There  is  a  Lake,  that  to  the  north 
Of  Mempliis  stretches  grandly  forth. 
Upon  whose  silent  shore  the  Dead 

Have  a  proud  City  of  their  own,' 
With  shrines  and  pyramids  o'erspread— 
Where  many  an  ancient  kingly  head 

Slumbers,  immortalized  in  stone  ; 
And  where,  through  marble  grots  beneath. 

The  lifeless,  ranged  like  sacred  thingSy 
Nor  wanting  aught  of  life  but  breath, 

Lie  in  their  painted  coverings. 
And  on  each  new  succeflsivc  race. 

That  visit  their  dim  huunts  below, 
I^ok  with  the  same  unwitJiering  face. 

They  wore  three  thousand  years  ago. 
There,  Silence,  thoughtful  God,  who  loves 
The  neighborhood  of  death,  in  groves 
Of  Asphodel  lies  hid,  and  weaves 
His  hushing  spell  among  the  leaves — 
Nor  ever  noise  disturbs  the  air. 

Save  the  low,  humming,  mournful  sound 
Of  priests,  within  their  shrines,  at  prayer 

For  the  fresh  Dead  eutonib'd  around. 

'Twas  toward  this  place  of  death — in  mood 
Made  up  of  tlioughts,  half  bright,  half  dark— 

I  now  acroifs  the  siiining  tluod 

Unconscious  turned  my  light-wuig'd  bark. 


*  NecropnUs,  or  the  City  of  the  Dend.  to  the  soQih  of 
Memphis. 
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The  forns  of  that  young  maid,  in  all 

Its  beauty,  was  before  me  still ; 
And  olt  I  thought,  if  thus  to  call 

Her  image  to  my  mind  at  will, 
If  but  the  memory  of  that  one 
Briglit  look  of  hers,  forever  gone, 
Was  to  my  heart  worth  all  the  rest 
Of  woman-kind,  beheld,  possess'd — 
What  would  it  be,  if  wholly  mine. 
Within  these  arms,  as  in  a  sliriue, 
Hallow'd  by  Love,  I  saw  her  shino — 
An  idol,  worshipp'd  by  the  light 
Of  her  own  beauties,  day  and  night— 
If  *twas  a  blessing  but  to  see 
And  lose  again,  what  would  thU  be  7 

In  thoughts  like  these— but  often  cross'd 
By  darker  threads — my  mind  was  lost, 
Till,  near  that  City  of  the  Dead, 
Waked  from  my  trance,  I  saw  o*erhead— 
As  if  by  some  enchanter  bid 

Suddenly  from  the  wave  to  rise — 
Pyramid  over  pyramid 

Tower  in  succession  to  the  skies  ; 
While  one,  aspiring,  as  if  soon 

*T would  touch  the  heavens,  rose  o*er  all ; 
And,  on  its  summit,  the  white  moon 

Rested,  as  on  a  pedestal ! 

The  silence  of  the  lonely  tombs 

And  temples  round,  where  naught  was  heard 
Dut  the  high  pat m -tree's  tufted  plumes, 

Shaken,  at  times,  by  breeze  or  bird, 
Form'd  a  deep  contrast  to  the  scene 
Of  revel,  where  I  late  had  been  ; 
To  those  guy  sounds,  that  still  came  o*er, 
Faintly,  from  many  a  distant  shore, 
And  th'  unnumber*d  iigliis,  that  slione 
Fur  o*er  the  flood,  from  Memphis  on 
To  tlie  Moon*8  Isle  and  Babylon. 

My  oars  were  lifl^,  and  my  boat 

Lay  rock'd  upon  the  rippling  stream  ; 
While  my  vague  thoughts,  alike  afloat, 
Drilled  through  many  an  idle  dream, 
With  all  of  which,  wild  and  unfix*d 
As  was  their  aim,  that  vision  niixM, 
That  bright  nymph  of  the  Temple — now, 
With  the  same  innocence  of  brow 
She  wore  within  the  lighted  fane-~- 
Nuw  kindling,  through  each  pulse  and  vein, 
With  passion  of  such  deep-felt  fire 
As  Gods  might  glory  to  inspire  ;-* 
An«l  now— oh  Darkness  of  the  tomb, 
That  must  eclipse  even  light  like  hers ! 


Cold,  dead,  and  black*ning,  'mid  the  gloom 
Of  those  eternal  sepulchrea. 

Scarce  had  I  tum'd  my  eyee  away 

From  that  dark  death -place,  at  the  thought. 
When  by  the  sound  of  dashing  spray 

From  a  light  oar  my  ear  was  caught* 
While  past  me,  through  the  moonlight,  sail'd 

A  little  gilded  bark  that  bore 
Two  female  figures,  closely  veifd 

And  mantled,  towards  that  funeral  shore. 
They  landed — and  the  boat  again 
Put  oflT  across  the  watery  plain. 

Shall  I  confess — ^to  thee  I  may — 

That  never  yet  hath  come  the  chance 
Of  a  new  music,  a  new  ray 

From  woman's  voice,  from  woman*!  glance, 
Which — let  it  find  me  how  it  might, 

In  joy  or  grief— I  dkl  not  bless. 
And  wander  after,  as  a  light 

Leading  to  undreamt  happiness. 
And  chiefly  now,  when  hopes  so  vain 
Were  stirring  in  my  heart  and  brain. 
When  Fancy  had  allured  my  soul 

Into  a  chase,  as  vague  and  far 
As  would  be  his,  who  fix'd  his  goal 

In  the  horixon,  or  some  star — 
Any  bewilderment,  that  brouglit 
More  near  to  earth  my  high-flown  thought*- 
The  faintest  glimpse  of  joy,  less  pure, 
Less  higli  and  heavenly,  but  more  sure. 
Came  welcome— and  was  then  to  me 
What  the  first  flowery  isle  must  be 
To  vagrant  birds  blown  out  to  sea. 

Quick  to  the  shore  I  urged  my  bark. 

And,  by  the  bursts  of  moonlight,  shed 
Between  tlie  lolly  tombs,  could  mark 

Those  figures,  as  with  hasty  tread 
Tliey  glided  on — till  in  the  shade 

Of  a  small  pyramid,  which  through 
Some  bouglis  of  palm  its  peak  displayed. 

They  vanished  instant  (rom  my  view. 

I  hurried  to  the  spot — no  trace 
Of  life  was  in  that  lonely  place ; 
And,  had  the  creed  I  hold  by  taught 
Of  other  worlds,  I  miglit  have  thought 
Some  mocking  spirits  had  from  thence 
Come  in  this  guise  to  cheat  my  sense. 

At  length,  exploring  darkly  round 
The  Pyramid's  smooth  sides,  I  found 
An  iron  portal— ripening  high 
'Twixt  peak  and  base — and,  with  a  piayer 
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To  the  blisB-Ioving  Moon,  whose  eye 
Aloue  beheld  me,  sprung  in  there. 
Downward  the  narrow  stairway  led 
Through  many  a  duct  obscure  and  dread, 

A  labyrinth  for  mystery  made, 
With  wanderings  onward,  backward,  round. 
And  gathering  still,  where'er  it  wound, 
But  deeper  density  of  shade 

Scarce  had  I  ask'd  myself,  "  Can  aught 

"  That  man  delights  in  sojourn  here  7"— • 
When,  suddenly,  far  ofT.  I  caught 

A  glimpse  of  light,  remote,  but  clear-— 
Whose  welcome  glimmer  seem*d  to  pour 

From  some  alcove  or  cell,  that  ended 
Tlie  long,  steep,  marble  corridor. 

Through  wliich  I  now,  all  hope,  descendecL 
Never  did  Spartan  to  his  bride 
With  warier  foot  ut  midnight  glide. 
It  8eem*d  as  echo's  self  were  dead 
In  this  dark  place,  so  mute  ray  tread. 
Reaching,  at  length,  that  light,  1  saw- 

Oh  listen  to  the  scene,  now  raised 
Before  my  eyes — tJien  guess  the  awe, 

The  still,  rapt  awe  with  which  I  gazed. 
'Twas  a  small  chapel,  lined  around 
With  the  fair,  spangling  marble,  found 
In  many  a  ruin'd  shrine  that  stands 
Half  seen  above  the  Libyan  sands. 
The  walls  were  richly  sculptured  o*er, 
And  character*d  with  that  dark  lore, 
Of  times  before  the;  Flood,  whose  key 
Was  lost  in  th*  "  Universal  Sea."— . 
While  on  the  roof  was  pictured  bright 

The  Theban  beetle,  as  he  shines. 

When  the  Nile'«  michty  flow  declines. 
And  forth  the  creature  springs  to  light. 
With  life  regenerate  in  his  wings  :^ 
Emblem  of  vain  imaginings  ! 
Of  a  new  worid,  when  this  is  gone. 
In  which  the  spirit  still  lives  on  ! 

Direct  beneath  this  type,  reclined 

On  a  black  granite  altar,  lay 
A  female  form,  in  cryt-tal  shrined, 

And  looking  fresh  as  if  the  ray 

Of  soul  had  lied  but  yesterday. 
While  in  relief,  of  silv'ry  hue. 

Graved  on  the  altar's  front  were  seen 
A  branch  of  lotus,  broken  in  two, 

As  that  fair  creature's  life  had  been, 
And  a  small  bird  that  from  its  spray 
Was  winging,  like  her  soul,  away. 

But  brief  the  glimpse  I  now  could  spare, 
To  the  wi]')  mystic  wondera  round  ; 


For  there  was  yet  one  wonder  there. 

That  held  me  as  by  witch*ry  bound. 
The  lamp,  that  tlirough  the  chamber  abed 
Its  invid  beam,  was  at  the  head 
Of  her  who  on  tliat  ahar  slept ; 

And  near  it  stood,  when  first  I  came^- 
Bending  her  brow,  as  if  she  kept 

Sad  watch  upon  its  silent  flame— 
A  female  form,  as  yet  so  placed 

Between  the  lamp's  strong  glow  and  me. 
That  I  but  saw,  in  outline  traced. 

The  shadow  of  her  symmetry. 
Yet  did  my  heart — I  scarce  knew  why- 
Even  at  that  shadow'd  shape  beat  high. 
Nor  was  it  long,  ere  full  in  sight 
The  figure  tum'd  ;  and  by  the  light, 
Tliat  touch*d  her  features,  as  she  bent 
Over  the  crystal  monument, 
I  saw  'twas  she— the  same — the  same— 

That  lately  stood  before  me,  bright'ning 
The  holy  spot,  where  she  but  came 

And  went  again,  like  summer  lightning ! 

Upon  the  crystal,  o'er  the  breast 
Of  her  who  took  that  silent  rest. 
There  was  a  cross  of  silver  lying— 

Another  type  of  that  blest  home. 
Which  hope,  and  pride,  and  fear  of  dying 

Build  for  us  in  a  world  to  come  :— • 
This  silver  cross  the  maiden  raised 
To  her  pure  lips : — then,  having  gazed 
Some  minutes  on  that  tranquil  face. 
Sleeping  in  all  death's  mournful  grace. 
Upward  she  turn'd  her  brow  serene. 

As  if,  intent  on  heaven,  those  eyes 
Saw  then  nor  roof  nor  cloud  l)etween 

Their  own  pure  orbits  and  the  akiea  ; 
And,  though  her  lips  no  motion  made. 

And  that  fix'd  look  was  all  her  speech, 
I  saw  that  the  rapt  spirit  pray'd 

Deeper  within  than  words  could  reach. 

Strange  power  of  Innocence,  to  turn 

To  its  own  hue  whate'er  comes  near, 
And  muke  even  vagrant  Passion  bum 

With  purer  wamith  within  its  sphere  ! 
She  who,  but  onp  short  hour  oeforc. 
Had  come,  like  sudden  wildfire,  o'er 
My  heart  and  brain — whom  gladly,  even 

From  that  bright  Temple,  in  the  face 
Of  those  proud  ministers  of  heaven, 

I  would  have  borne,  in  wild  embrace. 
And  riak'd  all  punishment,  divine 
And  human,  but  to  make  her  mii  e  ; — 
She,  she  was  now  before  me,  thrown 

By  fate  itself  into  my  arms — 
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There  standing,  boautiful,  alone, 

With  naught  to  guard  her,  but  her  channs. 
Yet  did  I,  then— did  even  a  breath 

From  my  pareh'd  lips,  too  paroh*d  to  move, 
Ditfturb  a  scene  where  thus,  beneath 
Earth's  silent  covering,  Youth  and  Death 

Held  couverse  through  undying  love  ? 
No— smite  and  taunt  me  as  thou  wilt^ 

Though  but  to  gaze  thus  was  delight, 
Yet  seenrd  it  like  a  wrong,  a  guilt, 

To  win  by  stealth  so  pure  a  sight : 
And  rather  than  a  look  profane 

Sliould  then  have  met  those  thoughtful  eyes. 
Or  voice  or  whisper  broke  the  chain 

That  linkM  her  spirit  with  tlie  skies, 
I  would  have  gladly,  in  that  place, 
From  which  I  watch*d  her  heavenward  face, 
Let  my  heart  break,  without  one  beat 
That  could  disturb  a  prayer  so  sweet 
Gently,  as  if  on  every  tread. 

My  life,  my  more  than  life,  depended, 
Back  through  the  corridor  that  led 

To  this  ble8s*d  scene  I  now  ascended. 
And  with  slow  seeking,  and  some  pain, 
And  many  a  winding  tried  in  vain. 
Emerged  to  upper  air  again. 

The  sun  had  freshly  risen,  and  down 

The  marble  hills  of  Araby, 
Scattered,  as  from  a  conqueror's  crown, 

His  beams  into  that  living  sea. 
There  seem*d  a  glory  in  his  light. 

Newly  put  on — as  if  for  prid? 
Of  the  high  homage  paid  this  night 

To  his  own  Isis,  his  young  bride. 
Now  fading  feminine  away 
In  her  proud  Lord*s  superior  ray. 

My  mind*8  (unst  impulse  was  to  fly 

At  once  trom  this  entangling  net — 
New  scenes  to  range,  new  loves  to  try, 
Or,  in  mirth,  wine,  and  luxury 

Of  every  sense,  that  niglit  forget 
But  vain  the  efllbrt— spell -bound  still, 
I  linger*d,  without  power  or  will 

To  turn  my  eyes  from  that  dark  door, 
Which  now  enclosed  her  *moiig  the  dead 

Oft  fancying,  through  the  boughs,  that  o'er 
The  sunny  pile  Uieir  flickering  shed, 
'Twos  her  ligrht  form  again  I  saw 

Starting  to  earth— still  pure  and  bright, 
But  wakening,  as  I  hoped,  less  awe. 

Thus  seen  by  morning's  natural  light. 

Than  in  thai  strange,  dim  cell  at  night 

But  no,  alas — she  ne'er  retum'd : 

Ntr  yet — ^though  still  I  watch — nor  yet, 


Though  the  red  sun  for  hours  hath  bum'd. 

And  now,  in  his  mid  course,  hath  met 
Tlie  peak  of  that  eternal  pile 

He  pauses  still  at  noon  to  bless. 
Standing  beneath  his  downward  smile, 

Like  a  great  Spirit,  shadowless ! — 
Nor  yet  she  comes — while  here,  alone, 

Saunt'ring  through  this  death-peopled  place. 
Where  no  heart  beats  except  my  own. 
Or  'neath  a  palm-tree's  shelter  thrown. 

By  turns  I  watch,  and  rest,  and  trace 
These  lines,  that  are  to  waft  to  thee 
My  last  niglit's  wondrous  history. 

Dost  thou  remember,  in  thai .  sle 

Of  our  own  Sea,  where  thou  and  I 
Linger'd  so  long,  so  happy  a  while. 

Till  all  the  summer  flowers  went  by- 
How  gay  it  was,  when  sunset  brought 

To  the  cool  Well  our  favorite  maid»— 
Some  we  had  won,  and  some  we  sought— 

To  dance  within  the  fragrant  shades. 
And,  till  the  stars  went  down  attune 
Their  Fountain  Hymns*  to  the  young  moon? 

That  time,  too— oh,  'tis  like  a  oream— 

When  from  Scamander's  holy  tide 
I  ^rung  as  Genius  of  the  Stream, 

And  bore  away  that  blooming  bride. 
Who  thither  came,  to  yield  her  charms 

(As  Phrygian  maids  are  wont,  ere  wed) 
Into  the  cold  Scamunder's  arms. 

But  met,  and  welcomed  mine,  instead- 
Wondering,  as  on  my  neck  she  fell. 
How  river-gods  could  love  so  well ! 
Who  would  have  thought  that  he,  who  rove^ 

Like  the  first  bees  of  summer  then, 
Rifling  each  sweet,  nw  ever  loved 

But  Uie  free  hearts,  that  loved  again, 
Readily  as  the  reed  replies 
To  the  least  breath  that  round  it  sighs- 
Is  the  same  dreamer  who,  last  nigiit, 
Stood  awed  and  breathless  at  Uie  sight 
Of  one  Cg}'ptiun  gii,*,  aii«!  now 
Wanders  among  these  tombs,  with  brow 
Pale,  watchful,  sad,  as  though  he  just. 
Himself,  had  risen  from  out  tlieir  dust ! 

Yet  so  it  is— and  the  same  tliirst 
For  something  high  and  pure,  above 

This  withering  worid,  which,  from  the  first. 
Made  me  drink  deep  of  woman's  lovs^ 


1  These  imnf*  of  the  Well,  ab  ihry  were  caltttd  ty  1t4 
ancienu,  are  still  cuuiuiun  In  ihe  Gnwk  isles. 
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As  the  one  joy,  to  heaven  most  near 
Of  all  our  hearts  can  meet  with  lier»— 
Still  bums  me  up,  still  keeps  awake 
A  fover  naught  but  death  can  slake. 

Farewell ;  whatever  may  befall — 
Or  bright,  or  dark — ^thouUt  know  it  alL 


LETTER  IV 

nOM  ORCUB,  HIGH  PRIEST  OF  ME^bfPHIS,  TO  DECITB, 
THE  PlLilCTORIAN  PRBFECT. 

Rejoice,  my  friend,  rejoice  >«-the  youthful  Chief 
Oi  that  light  Sect  which  mocks  at  all  belief. 
And,  gay  and  godl^B,  makes  the  present  hour 
lln  only  heaven,  is  now  within  our  po^er. 
Smooth,  impious  school ! — not  all  the  weapons  aim*d 
At  priestly  creeds,  since  finit  a  creed  was  framed, 
E*er  struck  so  deep  as  that  sly  dart  they  wield, 
The  Buccliant*8  pointed  sjiear  in  laughing  flowers 

conceal'd. 
And  oh,  *twcre  victory  to  this  heart,  as  sweet 
As  any  thou  canst  boast~-even  when  the  feet 
Of  thy  proud  war-steed  wade  through   Christian 

blood. 
To  wrap  this  scoffor  in  Faith's  blinding  hood. 
And  bring  him,  tamed  and  prostrate,  to  implore 
The  vileiit  gods  even  Egypt^s  saints  adore. 
What !— do  these  sages  think,  to  them  alone 
The  key  of  this  world's  happiness  is  known? 
That  none  but  they,  who  make  such  proud  parade 
Of  Pleasure's  smiling  favors,  win  the  maid. 
Or  tliat  Religion  keeps  no  secret  place. 
No  niche,  in  hor  dark  fanes,  for  Love  to  grace  7 
Fools  !-^id  they  know  how  keen  the  zest  that's 

given 
To  earthly  joy,  wlier  «»ea«K)n'd  well  with  heaven  ; 
How  Piety's  grave  masK  improves  the  hue 
Of  Pleasure's  laughing  features,  half  seen  through, 
And  how  the  Priest,  set  uptJy  witJiin  reach 
Of  two  rich  worlds,  trolTics  for  bliss  with  each, 
Would  they  not,  Decius — thou,  whom  th'  ancient 

tie 
Twixt  Sword  and  Altar  makes  our  best  ally — 
Would  tliey  not  change  their  creed,  their  craft,  for 

ours? 
Leave  the  gross  daylight  joys  that,  in  their  bowers, 
Languish    with    too    much    sun,    like     o'erblown 

flowers, 
For  the  veil'd  loves,  the  blisses  undisplay'd 
Tliat  slyly  lurk  within  the  Temple's  shade  ? 


And,  *stead  of  haunting  the  trim  Garden's 
Where  cold  Philosophy  usurps  a  rule. 
Like  the  pale  moon's,  o'er  Passion's  hfu^ving  tide. 
Till  Pleasure's  self  is  chill'd  by  Wisdom**  prida- 
Be  taught  by  tt«,  quit  shadows  for  thn  true. 
Substantial  joys  we  sager  Priests  pursue. 
Who,  far  too  wise  to  theorize  on  Miss, 
Or  Pleasure's  substance  for  its  shade  to  ixiisK, 
Preach  other  worlds,  but  live  for  only  thit:-^ 
Thanks  to  the  well-paid  Mystery  round  us  flung. 
Which,  like  its  type,  tfie  golden  cloud  that  hong 
O'er  Jupiter's  lovo>couwi*  its  shade  benign. 
Round  human  frailty  wraps  a  veil  divioe. 

Still  lea  should   they  presume,   weaf   wita*  tiiat 

they 
Alone  despise  the  croft  of  us  who  pra}' ; — 
Still  less  thehr  creedless  vanity  deceive 
With  the  fond  thought,  that  we  who  pray  believe^ 
Believe  !— Apis  forbid — forbid  it,  all 
Ye  monster  Gods,  before  whose  shrinos  we  fall — 
Deities,  framed  in  jest,  as  if  to  try 
How  far  gross  Man  can  vulgarize  the  sky ; 
How  far  the  same  low  fancy  that  combines 
Into  a  drove  of  brutes  yon  zodiac's  signs. 
And  tunis  that  Heaven  itself  into  a  place 
Of  sainted  sin  and  deifled  disgrace, 
Can  bring  Olympus  even  to  sliame  more  deep, 
Stock  it  with  things  that  earth  itself  holds  che^>. 
Fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  the  kitchen's  sacreo  brood. 
Which  Eg}'pt  keeps  for  worship,  not  for  food- 
All,  worthy  idols  of  a  Faith  that  sees 
In  dogs,  cats,  owls,  and  apes,  divinities ! 

Believe  !— oh,  Decius,  tliou,  who  feel'st  no  care 

For  things  divine,  beyond  the  soldier's  sliare. 

Who  takes  on  trust  the  faith  for  which  he  bleeds, 

A  good,  fierce  God  to  swear  by,  all  he  necvls — 

Little  canst  thou,  whose  creed  around  thee  hangs 

Loose  as  thy  summer  war-cloak,  guess  the  pangs 

Of  loathing  and  self-scorn  with  which  a  heart. 

Stubborn  as  mine  is,  acts  the  zealot's  part — 

The  deep  and  dire  disgust  with  which  1  wade 

Tiirough  the  foul  juggling  of  tliis  holy  trade— 

This  mud  profound  of  mystery,  where  the  feet. 

At  ever}'  step,  sink  deeper  in  dcceiL 

Oh !  many  a  time,  when,  'mid  the  Temple's  blaze. 

O'er  prostrate  fools  the  sacred  cist  I  raise. 

Did  I  not  keep  still  |>roudly  in  my  mind 

The  power  this  prieslcrafl  gives  me  o  er  maiikiad— 

A  lever,  of  more  might,  in  skilful  hand, 

To  move  this  world,  than  Archiniede  e*cr  p]ann*d  — 

I  should,  in  vengeance  of  the  shame  I  feel 

At  my  own  mockery,  crush  the  slaves  tiiat  kneel 

Besotted  round ;  and— like  that  kindred  breed 

Of  reverend,  wcll-dpess'd  crocodiles  they  feed. 
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At  famed  Aninod  — make  my  keepen  Uenv 
Willi  their  last  throb,  my  sharp-fang^d  Holim 


I 


Say,  M  it  to  be  borne,  that  KofTeTs,  vain 

Of  their  own  freedom  from  the  altar's  chain. 

Should  mock  thus  all  tliat  thou  thy  blood  hast  sold, 

And  I  my  truth,  pride,  freedom,  to  uphold  7 

It  mu5t  not  be : — think*st  thou  that  Christian  sect. 

Whose  followere,  quick  as  broken  waves,  erect 

Their  crests  anew  and  swell  into  a  tide. 

That  threats  to  sweep  away  our  shrines  of  pride-^ 

Think'st  thou,  with  all  their  wondruus  spells,  even, 

they 
Would  triumph  thus,  had  not  the  constant  play 
Of  VVit*s  resistless  archery  cleared  their  way  ? — 
That  mocking;  spirit,  worst  of  all  the  foes. 
Our  solemn  fraud,  our  mystic  muhimery  knows. 
Whose  wounding  flush  thus  ever  *mong  the  signs 
Of  a  fast-fulling  creed,  prelusive  shines. 
Threatening  such  change  as  do  the  awful  freaks 
Of  summer  lightning,  ere  the  tem])e8t  breaks. 

But,  to  my  point — a  youth  of  this  vuin  school. 
But  one,  whom  Doubt  itself  hath  fail'd  to  cool 
Down  to  that  freezing  point  where  Prints  despair 
Of  any  spark  from  th*  altar  catching  there- 
Hath,  some  nights  since — it  was,  methiuks,  the  night 
That  follow'd  the  full  Moon*s  great  annual  rite — 
Through  the  dark,  winding  ducts,  that  downward 

stray 
To  these  earth-hidden  temples,  track'd  his  way, 
JuHt  at  that  hour  when,  round  the  Siirine,  and  me, 
The  choir  of  blooming  nympiis  thou  long'st  to  see. 
Sing  their  last  night-hymn  in  the  Sanctuary. 
The  claiigor  of  the  mirvolluus  Gute,  that  stands 
At  the  Well's  lowest  depth — whicii  none  but  hands 
Of  new,  untaught  adventurers,  from  above. 
Who  know  not  tlie  safe  patli,  e'er  dare  to  move- 
Gave  signal  tliat  a  foot  profane  was  nigh  : — 
*Twas  the  Greek  youth,  who,  by  that  morning's  sky. 
Had  been  observed,  curiously  wand'ring  round 
The  mighty  fanes  of  oiur  sepulchral  ground. 

Instant,  th'  Initiate's  Trials  were  prepared, — 
The  Fire,  Air,  Water  ;  all  that  Orpheus  dared, 
That  Plato,  that  ihe  bright-hair*d  Samiau'  pass'd. 
With  trenibliug  hope,  to  come  Xo—what,  at  last? 
Go,  ask  the  dupes  of  Priestcraft !  question  him 
Who,  'mid  terrific  sounds  and  spectres  dim, 
Walks  at  Eleusis  ;  ask  of  those,  who  bravo 
The  dazzling  miracles  of  Mithra's  Cave, 
With  its  seven  starry  gates  ;  ask  all  who  keep 
Tliosc  terrible  night-mysteries,  where  they  weep 

'  For  ilie  trinkets  with  tvhtch  the  siicrrtl  Crocodiles  witre 
oaaunbntedt  see  the  Epicurean,  ebap.  z. 


And  howl  sad  dirges  to  the  answering  breeze, 
O'er  their  dead  Gods,  their  mortal  Deities— 
Amphibious,  hybrid  things,  that  died  as  men, 
Drown'd,  hang'd,  empaled,  to  rise,  as  gods,  again  ^'^ 
Ask  them,  what  mighty  secret  lurks  below 
This  seven-fold  mystery— can  they  tell  thee  7  No  ; 
Gravely  they  keep  that  only  secret,  well 
And  fairly  kept — that  they  have  none  to  tell ; 
And,  duped  themselves,  console  their  humbled  pride 
By  diipiug  thenceforth  all  piankmd  beside. 

And   such   th'  advance   in   fraud   since   Orpheus* 

time- 
That  earli««st  master  of  our  craft  sublime— 
So  many  minor  Mysteries,  imps  of  fraud. 
From  the  great  Orphic  Egg  have  wing'd  abroad. 
That,  still  t*  uphold  our  Temple's  ancient  boast, 
And  seem  most  holy,  we  must  cheat  the  most ; 
Work  the  best  miracles,  wrap  nonsense  round 
In  pomp  and  darkness,  till  it  si<ems  profound  ; 
Play  on  the  hopes,  the  terrors  of  mankind. 
With  changeful  skill ;  and  make  the  human  mind 
Like  our  own  Sanctuary,  where  no  ray. 
But  by  th9  Priest's  permission,  wins  its  way— 
Where  through  the  gloom  as  wave  our  wizard-rodSf 
Monsters,  at  will,  are  conjured  into  Gods ; 
While  Reason,  like  a  grave-faced  mummy,  stands. 
With  her  anns  swathed  in  hieroglyphic  bunds. 
But  chiefly  in  that  skill  with  which  we  use 
Man's  wildest  passions  for  Religion's  views. 
Yoking  them  to  her  car  like  fiery  steeds, 
Lies  the  main  art  in  which  our  craft  succeeds. 
And  oh  !  be  blest,  ye  men  of  yore,  whose  toil 
Hath,  for  her  use,  scoop'd  out  from  Egypt's  soil 
This  hidden  Paradise,  this  mine  of  fanes. 
Gardens,  and  palaces,  where  Pleasure  reigns 
In  a  rich,  sunless  em(Mre  of  her  own, 
With  all  earth's  luxuries  lighting  up  her  throne  ;— 
A  realm  for  mystery  made,  which  underuiiues 
The  Nile  itself,  and,  'neuth  the  Twelve  Great  Shrines 
That  keep  Initiation's  holy  rite. 
Spreads  its  long  labyrinths  of  wiearthly  light, 
A  light  that  knows  no  change — its  brooks  tliat  ruu 
Too  deep  for  day,  its  gardens  without  sun. 
Where  soul  and  sense,  by  turns,  are  chorm'd,  ■or* 

prised. 
And  all  that  bard  or  prophet  o'er  devised 
For  man's  Elysium,  priests  have  real.zetL 

Here,  at  this  moment — all  his  trials  past. 
And  heart  and  nerve  unsluinking  to  the  cit-** 
Our  new  Initiate  roves — as  yet  left  free 
To  wander  through  this  realm  of  mystery; 
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Feeding  on  such  iUusions  as  prepare 
The  soul,  like  mist  o*er  waterfalls,  to  wear 
AM  shapes  and  hues,  at  Fuocy's  vaiytDg  will, 
Through  every  shifting  aspect,  vapor  still  ;— 
Vague  glimpses  of  the  Future,  vistas  shown, 
By  scenic  skill,  into  that  world  unknown, 
Which  saints  and  sinnera  claim  alike  their  own  ; 
And  all  those  other  witching,  wildering  arts. 
Illusions,  terrors,  that  make  human  hearts, 
Ay,  even  the  wisest  and  the  hardiest,  quail 
To  any  goblin  throned  behind  a  veil. 

Yes-— such  the  spells  shall  haunt  his  eye,  his  ear, 
Mix  with  his  night-dreams,  form  his  atmospbera 


Till,  if  our  Sage  be  not  tamed  down,  at  length. 

His  wit,  his  wbidom,  shorn  of  all  their  strength. 

Like  Phrygian  priests,  in  honor  of  the  ahrine— 

If  he  become  not  absolutely  mine. 

Body  and  soul,  and,  like  the  tame  decoy 

Whksh  wary  hunters  of  wild  doves  employ. 

Draw  converts  also,  lure  his  brother  wits 

To  the  dark  cage  where  his  own  spirit  flits. 

And  give  us,  if  not  saints,  good  hypocrites— 

If  I  effect  not  this,  then  be  it  said 

The  ancient  spirit  of  our  craft  hath  fled. 

Gone  with  that  serpent-god  the  Cross  huth  ehMc4 

To  hiss  its  soul  out  in  the  Tbebon  waste 
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Ab»ali4.  Ring  of  tho  Lesser  Bacha 
rU,  373.  Ilc    See  Lalla  Roukh. 

Abda.lah.310.    HlsGaaeUSll. 

Abdal  Paxil,  4.'i3.  n. 

A  beam  of  traaqaillity  smiled  In  the 
wesu  1G3. 

A  l»rolien  cake,  writh  honey  sweet,  (Ode 
uxx.  Anacreon.)  100. 

iEgean  Sea,  the,  312.  315. 

Airnew,  Sir  Andrew,  589,  500.  646,  §t 
passim. 

Ah !  where  are  they  who  heard  in  for- 
mer hours,  324. 

Albemarle,  Lord,  anecdote  of,  533. 

Album,  the,  131.  517. 

Alciphron,  Athenian  Philosopher,  an 
Initiate  In  Emptian  Mysteries,  708. 
His  recngnliiuo  by  the  Roman  tribune, 
731.  His  daring,  733.  He  witnesses 
the  death  of  the  Christian  martyr 
Alethe.  733.  Account  of  this  Epicu- 
rean  philosopher,  733.  734. 

Alciphron,  a  Fragment  of  'The  Epicu- 
rean,* as  originally  commenced  In 
verse,  734—736.  Epistle  i.  From  Al- 
ciphron at  Alexandria  to  Cleon  at 
Athens,  734.  II.  From  Alciphron  to 
Cleon,  730.  HI.  Fn>m  Alciphron  to 
Cleon,  73».  IV.  From  Orcus,  high 
priest  of  Memphis,  to  Decius,  the 
Prveuirian  prefect,  734. 

Alethe,  Story  of  the  Blartyc  G08— 703, 
ei  se^. 

Alexander.  Riehl  Hon.  H.,  313. 

Aliris,  King.  373. 441. 454.  His  nuptials 
wiih  Lai  la  Rookh,  454. 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,  380. 

Alia,  name  of  U< Mi  in  Mahometan  coun- 
tries. 378.  (yids  Lai  la  RiMikh,  533. 
533.)    The  thnme  of  Alia,  535  538. 

Alone  In  crowds  to  wander  on,  808. 

Alps.  Song  of  the,  373. 

America,  I*oen»  relating  to.  Treflice, 
1(J0.  161.  DeilicaUon  to  Francis,  Earl 
of  iMolra.  Preface,  lOa  The  Poems, 
161—187. 

Ammianus  speaking  of  Alexandria  In 
Eg>pt,  667,  a. 

Amra  tree,  3.50.  n. 

Ainrita,  the  Immortal  tree,  3ri5. 

Ainystis,  the,  a  single  draught  of  wine, 
61,  a 

Anacreon,  Odes  of,  57. 

*«*   Tke  Odes  ere  given  in  this  h- 
dit  in  tlu  ordsr  0/  Iks  inittat  IstUr  •/ 
Ols. 


Anacreon.  Biographical  and  Critical 
Remarks,  50.  Additional  Lyrics,  at- 
tributed to  Anacreon,  101, 103.  Pan- 
eg>-rics  In  the  Antbologla  on  Ana- 
creon, I0»— 104. 

Anacreontics,  modem,  110.  118.  190, 
131.  819.  331. 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make 
amends,  36X 

And  bast  thou  mark'd  the  pensive 
shade,  146. 

And  now  with  all  thy  peneirs  truth, 
(Ode  xvn.  Anacreim,)  73. 

Angels  and  archangels  of  the  celestial 
hierarchy  of  the  primeval  Syrians, 
531.  536. 

Angels,  the  Fallen,  451. 537.  537. 

Angerianus,  Latin  verses  of,transbted. 
67,  Mm  75,  ft. 

Anglesea,  Blarquls  of,  lord-lieutenant, 
574. 

Animal  Magnetbm,  614. 

Annual  Pill,  the,  580. 

Antelope  of  Erae,  450.    8ss  aiss  790. 

Anthology,  the  Greek :  Translations  of 
some  Epigrams  oC  103.  104.  Songs 
from  the  Greek,  366—309. 

Antlpnter,  epigram  of,  104. 

Antique,  a  Study  from  the,  173. 

Antiquity,  a  Dream  oC  170. 

Apollo,  the  god  of  poetry,  293. 

Apollo,  the  high-priest  off  to  a  virgin 
of  Delphi,  136. 

Apricots,  the  *  Seed  of  the  Sun,*  45a 

Arab,  the  tyrant,  Ai  Hassan,  (vids 
Lalla  Rookh,  the  Story  of  tho  F.re- 
worshipiiers.)  410,  et  seq, 

Arab  Maid  th«  417.  44i».  45L 

Arabia,  416.  4.' 

Arabian  shepherd,  his  camel,  338,  a. 

Ararat,  Mount,  417. 

Archangels,  533.  537.  536. 

Ariadne,  dance  so  named,  339. 

Ariel,  170.  543.  558. 

Aristippus,  to  a  Lamp  given  by  Lais. 
123. 

Arm'd  with  hyaclnthlne  rod,  (Ode 
XXXI.  Anacreon.)  81. 

Around  the  tomb,  O  bard  divine !  ( An- 
thologia,)  103. 

Arranuiore !  loved  Amnmore !  SCO. 

Array  thee,  love,  310. 

Art,  :fcn. 

As  by  his  Lemnlan  forge*s  flame,  (Ode 
XXVIII.  Anacreon,)  79. 

As  by  the  sh<ire,  at  break  of  day,  333. 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats,  3U1. 

Ask  not  if  sUil  1  love,  360. 


.\8  late  I  sought  the  ipnagtod  bowtn, 
(Ode  VI.  Anacreon,)  66. 

Af  o*er  the  lake,  In  •vsaln^^s  glow, 
664. 

As  o*er  her  loom  the  Lest  ca  maid,  320. 

As  once  a  Grecian  maiden  wove  327. 

Aspasia,  144. 

Aspen-tree,  the,  443. 

As  slow  our  sh  )   X3. 

As  vanqulsh*d  Erin  wept,  5!6i 

Atalantls,  Island  of,  669. 

Athens,  and  the  Sectaries  of  the  Gar- 
den, 603,  663.  Alciphron,  703.  734— 
736.  Pyrrho,  190,  st  ssq.  The  moth- 
er of  art,  337. 

Athol,  Duke  of,  549,  n. 

Atkinson.  Joseph,  Epistle  to,  140.  Epis- 
tle from  Bermuda  to,  174.  Tribute  to 
his  memory,  647. 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  S44. 

At  length  thy  golden  hours  have  wUif'd 
their  flight,  (Anthologla,)  104. 

At  night,  when  all  is  still  around.  658. 

Attar  Gul,  or  (vulgarly)  Otto  of  Roses, 
453. 

Augustine  to  his  Sister,  303. 

Aurora  Borealis,  453. 

Aurungxebe,  Mogul  Emperor  of  Delhi, 
373.441. 

Austrians,  their  entry  Into  Naples,  519. 

Autumn  and  Spring,  390. 

Avenging  and  bright  fall  the  swUt 
sword  of  Erin,  243. 

Awake,  arise,  thy  light  Is  come,  304. 

Awake  to  life,  my  sleeping  shell,  (Ode 
Lx.  Anacreon,}  96. 

Away,  away,  ye  men  of  rules,  (Ode 
LU.  Anacreon.)  91. 

Aivful  event,  501. 

Awhile  1  blfMrni'd  a  happy  flower,  (Ode 
Lxxiii.  Anacreon,)  IIM). 

Axim,  vi.  80.    See  Lalla  Rookh. 

Axnr.  idols  of,  453. 

Axraei,  the  angel  of  death,  531. 

Axure  of  the  Chinese  painting  of  por- 
celain, 453.  a. 


B 


Babylon.  307. 

Ball  and  G:ila  described,  314.    Allusion 

to  AIninck's,  544.     5ee  Waltx,  Ibc  si 

fsssim.    The  Romnika,  331. 
Ballads,  legendary,  345—306. 
Ballads,  miscellaneous,  345 — HTiG.  j 

Ballads,  occasional,  psssim.  ' 

Bank,  coquetry  of  the,  with  Govero      > 

nient,  548.    Notes,  549. 
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Bard,  the  Wandering,  267. 

Bards,  of,  &i.  23G.  2U2.  353.  3S2.  a  pat- 

sim. 
Battle,  after  the,  S3S. 
Battle,  before  the,  239. 
Battle  eve,  song  of  the,  287. 
Battle,  the  parting  before  the,  344. 
Beaigoltds,  Count  de,  45. 
Beauty  and  Song,  363. 
Beauty,  of,  IHO.  250.  265. 2G7.  SSI.  203. 

312.  334.  373,  &c. 
Beckfi>rd,  to  Miss  Sosan,  (now  Duchess 

of  Hamilton.)  15J. 
Bee,  the.  243. 291. 
Behold  the  sun,  how  bright,  303. 
Behold  the   young,  the   rosy   Spring, 

(Ode  xLvi.  Anacreon.)  83. 
Believe  oie,  if  all  those  endearing  young 

charms,  235. 
Bell,  the  silver,  292. 
Benab  Hasche,  or  daughters  of  God, 

523. 
Benshee,  or  Banshe,  raperstition  of  the, 

233. 
Bermuda,  farewell  to,  271.    Some  ac- 
count of  that  island,  174,  n. 
Big  Ben,  Epistle  (h>m  Tom  Crib  to,  457. 
BIgotr)',  triumph  of,  600. 
Bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies,  the,  208. 
Birthday,  my,  515. 
Birthday,  the,  140. 
Bishops,  the  dance  of,  a  dream,  596. 
Blackmore.  Sir  Richard,  500. 
Blue  Love  Song,  a,  590. 
Blue  Stocking,  the,  650—658. 
Boat  Glee.  657. 
Buhlen,  Professor  Von,  his  translation 

into  German  of  the  "Little  Man  and 

Little  Siml,"  28. 
Duwl.   the.  4.  230.  234.  245.  2j2.  203. 

2<;7.  270.  290.  291.  2U3.  33j.  343. 
Hrido  of  ihe  Vule.  the,  iHW. 
Urion  the  Brave.  229. 
Button  Fricute.  to  the :  On  leaving  Hal* 

Ifnz  for  England,  187. 
Iloy  of  the  Alps.  the.  356. 
Il((y  sitting  on  the  l«»tus  flower,  iitV^.C^ J. 
Doy  Btiite.sninn.  the.  OIG. 
Uoy  with  11  watch,  to  a,  107. 
Boyle  Farm,  the  seat  of  Lord  Henry 

Fitzgerald.  Summer  Fete  at,  3d.  308. 
Boyne,  river.  204. 
Box.  the  Song  of  the,  G14. 
Bright  be  thy  dreams,  286. 
Bright  moon,  tliat  high  in  heaven  art 

.shining,  372. 
Brighton,  the  Pavilion  at,  455. 
Bring  hither,  bring  thy  lute.  315. 
Bring  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flow- 
ers, 649. 
Bring  the  brijrht  garlands  hither,  2U3. 
Brougham,  Lord.  550. 
Brace,  James.  E<q.,  the  traveller,  501, 
Bruinmcl,  Beuu.  218. 
Brunswick  Club.  the.  593. 
Brunswickers."   Incantation   from  the 

Tragedy  of  "The,  S.^.'S. 
Bncharia.   Abdilla.  king  of.    (in  LalK 

Rookh.)  373.  441.  45-2.  4.->3.  &c. 
Buds  of  rccs,    virgin    fluuers,    (Ode 

XLIV.  Anacreon.)  87. 


Bull,  John,  515.    A  PastOMkl  Ballad  ty, 

569. 
Bunting,  Mr.  28.  30.  39,  n.  168,  «. 
Burns,  Robert,  37. 272 
But  who  shall  see  the  g.orious  day, 

30L  (Stevenson.) 
Butterflies  denominated  jfyin^  /eace«in 

China,  449. 
Byron,  Lord,  his  love  of  music,  36.    Is 

Visited  by  Mr.  Moore  at  Venice,  46. 

Dedication  to  him  of  Mr.  Moore*s 

Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance.  483.  On 

his  autobiography,  501.  His  "  Heaven 

and  Earth,*'  51. 
By  that  lake  whose  gloomy  shore,  341. 


Chge,  the  Love,  289. 

Call  the  Loves  around,  317. 

Cambridge  Election,  Ballad  for  the,  553. 

Canadian  Boat-song,  183. 

Candahar,  449. 

Canonization  of  the  Saint,  560. 

Canova,  his  Venere  Vinci  trice,  47. 

Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes,  331. 

Calm  be  thy  sleep  as  infants*  slumbers, 
359. 

Cara,  to,  132. 

Care,  252. 

Case,  a  sad,  592. 

Cashmere,  nuptials  of  I^lla  Rookh  at, 
373.  *'Cashmere,  the  Vale  of,'*  sung 
by  Feramorz,  442.  The  lake  of.  and 
islets,  443,  fi.  Mountain  portal  to  the 
lake.  443.  m.  Roses  of.  444.  The  Un- 
equalled Valley,  453.  Superstitions 
of.  453,  ».  A  holy  land.  453.  n.  The 
fountain  Timagh.  453,  n.  "Though 
sunny  the  lake  of  cool  Cashmere  " 
400. 

Casual ia.  the  fountain.  337,  n. 

Castiereagh,  Lord,  satirized,  455.  458,  et 
Meg.  (See  The  Fudge  Family.  458.  tt 
passim.)  His  departure  for  the  Con- 
tinent, 611,  Gi2.  See  Satirical  Poems, 
&c. 

Catholic  Question,  the,  578.  580,  &c. 

Catholics,  the  Roman,  563.  652. 

Catullus.  138.  516. 

Caulmi,  or  Calioul.  gardens  of,  450. 

Cecilia,  Saint,  594. 

Ccph:Uus  and  Procrls,  338. 

Ceres.  Ode  to  the  goddess,  by  Sir 
Thomas  L.,  550. 

Chabok.  the,  4;>4. 

Chaldicans.  astronomical  notions  of  the 
ancient,  527,  n. 

Ch.inirey.  Sir  Francis.  His  admiration 
of  Canova,  47. 

Character,  a,  619. 

Charity.  Angel  of,  302.    (Handel.) 

Charles  X..  king  of  France,  45. 

Chatsworlh,  the  Derbyshire  duw.l  man- 
sion of,  34. 

Cherries,  a  con-^erve  in  tlie  East,  450. 

Cherries,  the,  577. 

Cherubim.  .5;tf. 

Child's  song:  I  have  a  garden  of  my 
own.  301. 

China,  butterfly  of,  4 19. 


Chlndara's  warbling  fount  418. 
Chinese,  peculiar  pofcelaia  palnCi^sf 

the,  453. 
Chinese  Bird  of  Royalty,  the,  or '  Vnm,* 

455. 
Christ,  the  Saviour.  301.  309.  304. 3Q8. 
Christianity,  and  the  Fatlters,  6% 
Church  and  Bute,  4f*9. 
Church  extension,  G31.    Songs  a(  the 

623. 
Circassian  slaves,  the,  311. 
Clare.  Earl  of.  32. 
Cleopatra  of  Alexandria,  GM. 
Clergy,  the  numbcilngof  the,  a  Pfem/, 

591. 
Clo6  and  Saaaa,  2B9L 
CloS,  to.  iniiuted  frum  Martial,  14L 
Cloris  and  Fanny.  113. 
Clouds,  summer.  531. 
Cocker  on  Church  Relhnn.  GOS. 
College  Exercises,  Fragmento  oC  197. 
Come,  chase  that  starting  tear  away, 

285. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  by  night  and 

by  day.  450. 
Come  not,  O  Lord,  In  the  dread  robe  of 

splendor.  301. 
Come  o'er  the  sea,  maiden,  with  ne, 

248. 

Come,  play  me  that  simple  air  aaia, 

661. 
Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph  bfc 

537. 
Come,  rest  in   this   bosom,   my  owi 

stricken  deer,  S51. 
Come,  send  round  the  wine,  23i 
Come,  take  my  advice.  571. 
Come,  take  the  harp ;  *Us  vain  to  "«— 

153. 

Con;e.  ye  di>-consolate,   where'er  ywi 

languish,  304. 
Comet.  iMieiically  described,  SH.    The 

mad  Tory  and  the.  5il8. 
Common  Sense  and  Genlas.  2^ 
Cond<»lence.  Epistle  of:     Prtuu  a  ^vr 

Lord  to  a  Cotton- Lord.  586. 
Connor.  Phelim.  his  putriotic  IVxIJcsi 

Letters,  404.  470.  4dOL 
Consultation,  the.  604. 
Cookery,  art  of  domestic .  to  the  Reve- 
rend   ,  583. 

Coolbuiga,  or   Koolbarga,  city  of  lbs 

Deccan,  454. 
Com  Question,  the,  52.  550.  563. 
Corre.vpimdence   between  a  Lady  tai 

Gentleman  respecting  A««,  S4. 
Corruption,  an  Epbtle,  by  an  liuhBSB, 

188-194. 
Corry,  Mr.,  his  merit  as  an  amatevr 

comedian,  48.  512.     To  James  Ci*ry, 

Esq.,  on  the  present  of  a  wine  siraia- 

er,  542. 
Cotton  and  Com,  a  dlalngne,  550. 
Cunnt  me.  on  tlie  suiumer  trees,  (CMb 

XIV.  Anacreon.)  70. 
Country  Dance  and  QuadrlUe.  541. 
Court  Journal,  the,  G50. 
Cousins.  Country,  news  for.  557. 
Crabbe.  the  Poet,  Verses  on  the  Ink* 

stand  of.  517. 
Crib,  Tom,  Epistle  from,  to  Big  Bea,4S«. 
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Cr.tias  of  Athens,  his  verses  on  Ana- 

Desmond*!  Song,  and  tradition  relating 

Emmett,  Robert ;  bis  eloquence,  89.  Hli 

ereon,  104,  n. 

to  that  chlefUln,  2&t. 

enthusiasm.  30.    His  offence,  3G2. 

(Mticism,  tlie  genius  of,  546. 

Destiny,  the  Island  of,  268. 

Emmett,  Thomas  Addis,  30. 

LYoM.  the,  an  einlilem  uf  Tuture  life  In 

Devil  anmng  the  Scholars,  the,  157. 

Enchanted  Tree,  the.  706. 

ER'piUn  hieroglyphics,  675.  702.  7JQ. 

Dewan  Khafs,  built  by  Shah  Allum,  its 

Enigma,  57L 

73^. 

inscription,  440,  n. 

Epicure's  dream,  456. 

Cfowe,  Eev.  VVilllam,  his  poetic  vein, 

Dialogue,  a  recent,  618. 

Epicurean,  the,  662. 

36.59. 

Dick ,  a  character,  596. 

Epicureans,  busts  of  the  most  celebrated 

Ciowtt   of  virgin    martyrs,   poisoned, 

Diciionar}',  revolution  in  the,  headed 

philosophers  of  their  sect  at  Athens, 

723,*. 

by  Mr.  Gait,  583. 

6f»4. 

Crystal  Ilnnters.  the,  287. 

Did  not,  110. 

Epicurus,  1.VI.  17a  664,  fee. 

Cupid  armed  2tU. 

Disso:  ition  of  the  Holy  Alliance:   A 

Epigrams,  by  Mr.  Moore,  133.  220,  221. 

Cupid  once  apon  a  bed,   (Ode  xxxv. 

Dretm,  484. 

227.542. 

AnHcrcon.)  H3. 

Doctors,  the  Three,  555. 

Epigrams  of  the  Anthologia  in  praise  of 

Capid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  my, 

Dodsworth,  Mr.  Roger,  (anno  1826.)  553. 

Anncreon,  102—104. 

(Anacreontic.)  101. 

Donegal  1,   Marchioness  of,    Letter  to, 

Epilogue,  Occasional,  spoken   by  Mr. 

Capid.   ptieticul  allusions  to,  lOI.  150. 

273.    Poetical  Epistle  from  Bermuda 

Corry  in  the  character  of  Vapid,  after 

157.  380.  353.  368.  370.     F'tde  Love. 

to  her  Ladyship,  165.    Dedication  to, 

the  play  of  the  Dramatist,  at  the  Kil- 

Cupid, sale  of,  by  Meleager,  366. 

228. 

kenny  theatre,  512.    To  the  tragedy 

Cupid's  Lottery,  657. 

Donkey  and  Panniers,  5G3. 

of  Ina,  658. 

Curioas  Pact,  a,  .584. 

Dost  thou  remember,  282. 

Era»mus  on  earth,  to   Cicero  In  the 

Curran,  John  Philpot,  his  pleasantry, 

Dove,  the,  303. 

shades :  An  Epistle,  610. 

45. 

Dove  of  Mahomet  the.  S35,  560. 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  235. 

Curran,  Miss,  30. 

Drama,  Sketch  of  the  First  Act  of  a  new 

Erin !  the  lu  and  the  smile  In  tL.'ie 

Romantic  613. 

eyes,  229. 

D 

Dream  of  Hindosbin,  a,  502. 

Brin,  pcietical  allusions  to,  2.'>0.  251.264 

Dream  of  Home,  the,  358. 

267.  271. 

Dacre,  Lady,  Epilogue  to  her  Tragedy 

Dream  of  the  Two  SUters,  from  Dante, 

Erin,  some  political  allusions  to,  569 

oflnn.  f58. 

661. 

See  Ireland,  et  passim. 

Dniiia^cuH,  the  Green  Mc»sque  at,  443.  n. 

Dream  of  those  days,  the,  271. 

Essex,  the  late  Earl  of,  38. 

Dan,  some  account  of  the  late  dinner 

Dream  of  Turtle,  fry  Sir  fV.  Curtis,  56L 

Eternal  life,  ancient  belief  of  an,  675. 

to,  627. 

Dream,  Sir  Andrew'*,  589. 

679.683. 

Dandies.  30R.  311. 

Dream,  the  Limbo,  Alo.,  575. 

Eve,  the  second  Angel  describes  her, 

Danes,  the,  234.  267.  270.    The  Scandi- 

Dreaming fiirevcr,  vainly  dreaming,  372. 

527.    Alluded  to  by  the  third  Angel, 

navian  poetry.  4*J6. 

Dreams,  poetical  mention  of,  114   286. 

540. 

Dante,  his   Inferno,   tiiiitatinn  of,  576. 

291.  293.  596. 

Eveleen's  bower,  233. 

The  Dream  of  the  Two  Sisters,  66 J. 

Drinking  S«ings,  &c.,  230.  233,  234.  245. 

Evenings  in  Greece.  First  Evening,  318. 

His  contrition  of  mind,  53. 

'JX'H.  267.  270.  &c. 

Second  Evening,  326. 

David,  the  harp  of,  304. 

Drink  of  this  cup,  25a 

Ei-t-r,  Henry  of.  to  John  of  Tuam,  6SQ 

Davidson,  Lucretla,  34. 

Drink  of  this  cup,  Osiris  sips,  68L 

Exeter  Hall,  the  Reverends  of,  GSU,  6S5 

Dury  Sir  Huuiphrey,  his  Inmix  513. 

Drink  to  her  who  long,  236. 

Exquisites.  308.  313. 

Imw  n  Is  breaking  o'er  us,  3U5. 

Druids,  and  Druidical  superstitions,  268, 

Exile,  the,  359. 

Day.  2!JH.  310. 

269. 

Extingubhers,  the,  492L 

Diiy  dream,  the,  ft.'iO. 

Duigenan,  Doctor,  33. 

Dettdinan's  Uie*  Romance,  ^36. 

Luke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass,  the, 

F 

Dear  Fanny.  348. 

610. 

Dear  harp  of  my  country  *  in  darkness  I 

Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance,  484. 

found  thee,  252. 

E 

Fadladeen,  grcait  Nazir  of  the  Harare, 

Dear  1  Yes.  tho*  mine  no  more.  360. 

(in  Lalla  R<K>kh,)  his  vanity.  375,  m 

Death,  emblem  of,  675.    0|iening  of  the 

seq.  441,  442.     His  criticisms,  403. 412. 

gates  of  Oblivion,  676.    The  upright 

E^ist,  poetical  romances  of  the,  (Lalla 

452.     His  recantation,  4S4. 

bodies  In  caucombs,  677. 

Riiokh,)  375.  441—454. 

Fairest !  put  on  awhile,  262. 

Death  and  the  dead,  allosioi  s  to,  290. 

Eblls.  the  evil  spirit.  378.  525. 

Fairy  boat,  the,  .332. 

3ia536.6&4 

Echo,  260.  2M2.  315.  379.  54L 

Faith,  303.  305. 

Debt,  national.  000. 

Echoes,  new-fashioned,  584. 

Full'u  is  thy  throne,  0  Israel  I  298. 

Decius,  Praetorian  prefect,  Orcus,  high- 

Eden,  some  allusions  to,  269,  270.  412. 

Family-way,  all  in  the ;  a  pastoral,  5^ 

priest  of  Memphis,  to.  731. 

5SS.527. 

Fancy,  515. 

Delatorlan  Cohnri,  the.  458. 

Egprton.  Lord  Francis,  3t)8. 

Fancy,  prismatic  dyes  of,  499. 

Delhi,  visit  of  Abdalla  to  Aurungzobe, 

Egypt's  dark  sea,  300.    The  desolaticm 

Fancy,  various  allusions  to,  151.  164. 

at.  3i  J.    Splendors  of  the  court  and 

of.  301. 

312. 

city,  374.    Mogul  emperors  of,  440, 

Eg>ptians.  the  ancient;  of  the  counte 

Fancy  Fair,  the,  359. 

notes. 

nance  of  the  women,  668,  h.    Their 

Fanny,  deare<«t !  515. 

Delphi,  transport  of  laurel  to.  118.  The 

hieniglyphics,  581. 

Farce,  the  triumphs  of,  632. 

shrine.  36J.    To  a  virfcin  of,  136. 

Eldon.   Lord  Chancellor,  conservative 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one,  281. 

Deluf'e.  tuli'.cts  saved  by  Scth  from  the. 

tears  of,  554.  572.     Mghtcjtp  of.  557. 

Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  oiuid,  (Ode 

Xb^. 

A  wizard.  558.    His  hat  and  wig.  5GH. 

Lxxii.  Anncreon,)  100. 

Delnee,  the.  VVhiston  s  notion  of  lu 

Ills  Lordship  on  the  Umbrella  Ques- 

Farewell!  but  whenever  you  :^'clcome 

belnK  canxed  by  a  comet,  713. 

tion.  569.     His  conscientious  conser- 

the  hour.  247. 

Dv-ns.  D^^tc.  IVW  h:5. 

vitisir,  yeftr-  Horace.  Ode  xza.  lib.  1.; 

rarcwe!l,  Theresa.  290. 

Xkfrbyjihire,  Mr.  Moure*s  residence  in, 

222.     Hi*  wig,  221. 

Fear  not.  tnat  white  around  thr«,  905. 

5U. 

Eloquence  '.57. 

Feramorz  and  the  Princess,  375.   105. 

! 
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413.415.441.   Hlswng,  443.  D^nom- 

ment  of  the  fiction  of  his  dbguiae, 

4M. 
Ferdinand  VII..  Ode  to  King.  STiS. 
F6te,  tlie,  at  Boyle   Fftrm,   308.    Set 

Summer  Fete. 
Fill  me.  boy.  as  deep  a  draught,  (Ode 

Lxu.  Anacreon.)  07. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair,  253. 
Fin  M  Jouihal  the  Finiant,  and  Fingal 

270. 
Ftonnuula.  the  Song  of,  234. 
Flre-fly.  Ui  the,  175. 
Flre-flles.  165.  270.  457. 536. 
Fire-wonxhip  uf  Perola  and  the  Enst, 

415.    The  persecuted  Ghebers,  415. 

Siory.  ••  The  Fire-worshippers,"  415— 

441.     ^tde  Lalla  Ronkh. 
Fltrgerald,  the  late  Lord  Henry.  308. 
Flc«;ily  o'er  the  moonlight  snows,  373. 
Flow  on,  thou  shining  river.  280. 
Flowers,  the  langunge  of,  365. 
Fly  and  the  buliuck.  the,  488. 
Fly  from  the  world,  O  Bessy !  to  me, 

Fly  not  ihu<i,  my  brow  of  snow,  (Ode 
LI.  Anacreon.)  90. 

Fly  not  yet,  W%  Just  the  hour,  230. 

Fly  swUu  my  light  gazelle.  365. 

Fly  U)  the  deHert,  fly  with  me,  451. 

Flying  fish,  to  the,  163. 

Follies,  the  b<Hik  of:  an  album,  124. 

Fonienelie,  M..  consistency  of,  b\ft. 

Fnol's  ParaiiiHe :  Dream  the  First,  606. 

For  thee  aloiio  I  brave  the  boundless 
deep.  351). 

Forbes,  Ltidy  Adelaide,  portrait  of,  148. 
45. 

Forbes,  to  liord,  from  the  city  of  Wash- 
ington, 175. 

Forjrei  not  the  field  where  they  per- 
ished. 2.V.. 

ForiiiO!<H,  Ulnnd  of,  500. 

Foriune-mlU-r,  the.  '250. 

Fox,  Rigtit  Hon.  Charles  Jame3,  2i^. 

Frnfimeni.  a.  137.  147. 

Fmanient  of  «  Chnracter,  543. 

Freedom,  312.  340.  .150. 

Friend,  on  ihedi'Hih  of  n,  542,  546. 

Friends  on  leaving  inoine,  151. 

Friendship,  a  temple  to,  '270. 

Friendsliip  and  Uive,  20C. 

From  dread  Leucadia's  frowning  steep, 
(Anacreontic.)  Hftl. 

From  the  land  lieyond  the  ^ea.  184. 

From  thi*  hour  the  pU'dge  is  (liven,  271. 

Fruil.  varieties  <»l  eastern,  440. 

Fudee  Family  in  Paris,  the.  458. 

Fu't;!C!<,  the  in  England,  being  a  Sequel 
to  the  *•  Fiulge  Family  in  Paris."  0:17. 

Fudge.  Phil..  V.<t\..  his  fmlitical  conduct 
and  pfHchant,  4.V* — 4)<J.  His  poetical 
letter  U\  (.«»rd  C— st— r— ph,  4(50.  To 
Tim.  Fudye.  Emj.,  407.  To  Viscount 
C — !*i — r — gh.  474.  His  Journal,  ad- 
drc.xHeil  to  Lord  C  ,  475. 

Fudgtf.  .Mr.  Koh.  hi*  letters  to  Richard 

.    K  q.,  4!>2-~172.     To  the  Rev. 

Mortimer  OWIullignn,  6.3{). 

Pudge  Mins  Kiddy,  her  ptK'licnl  letters 
ftfim  Puris  to  Miss  Dorothy  ,  of 


ClonkUty  In  Ireland,  458.  465.    Bee 

also  478.  481.  637.  638. 
Fudge.  Miss  Fanny*s,  Eplstlea,  641  640 

Her  ancle*s  bequest*  656. 

*«*    See   Coniur,   O'Brtmifan^  emd 
(TMuUigan,  in  Out  Index 
Fum  and  Hum,  the  two  Bird*  of  Boy- 

alty,  455. 


Gnyly  aonnda  the  castaoet,  385. 

Gait,  Mr.,  and  the  Dictionary,  58& 

Galaxy,  or  Milky  Way.  156. 

Ganges,  blue  current  of  the,  450. 

Garden,  the  dream  of  the,  663.  665.  678. 
Festival  of  the,  664. 

Gazel  and  Maaml,  545. 

Gazel,  by  Abdallah,  211. 

Gaxelle.  the.  392. 

Genius,  poetical  allnslont  to,  384 

Genius  and  Crltlelsm,  547.. 

George  111.,  King,  317.  ct  passim. 

George  IV..  (Prince  Regent  and  Kln^ ' 
Ste  Intercepted  Letters, 905. 216.  Par- 
ody uf  a  celebrated  Letter,  3 J  7.  The 
Prince's  Plume,  219.  Ich  Dlen,  219. 
The  Old  Yellow  Chariot,  219.  The 
Privy  Purse, 220.  King  Crack  and  his 
Idols.  220.  Prince  of  Wales's  Feath- 
ers, 217.  457.  The  Prince's  Day,  340. 
Bird  of  Royalty,  53.  455. 

Georgian  Maid,  the,  451. 

Geramb,  Baron,  and  musuichios,  219. 

Gheber.  the.  420,  et  seq. 

Ghost  Story,  a,  620. 

Give  me  the  harp  of  epic  song,  (Ode  ii 
Anacreon.)  65. 

Glees,  set  of.  343—345. 

Gnomes,  doctrine  of,  532. 

Vio  forth  Ui  the  mount,  307. 

Go,  let  nie  weep,  there's  Wlss  in  tears, 
300. 

Go  now,  and  dream.  290. 

(io,  then  I  'tis  vain  to  hover,  2?<7. 

Go  where  glor^'  waits  thee,  228. 

(iondoias  and  gondoliers,  282.  287.  289. 
31-2. 

Goose  of  the  river  Nile,  C03. 

(Jovernment.  financial,  bAi*^ 

(irammont.  Count  de,  156. 

(;nittan,  on  the  death  of,  2G0. 

(irecian  girl's  dream  of  the  Blessed 
Islands ;  to  her  lover,  144. 

GrecLtn  .Maiden,  the :  Song,  327. 

Grecian  V«»uih,  the,  'SW.  et  seq. 

Greece,  bles  of.  312.  310.  Zean  maids. 
4>0,  et  seq.  Allusions  to  (Greece  in 
LhIIh  Rotikh,  377,  et  seq.  Evenings 
In  Greece:  First  Evening,  Zea,  310. 
Second  Evening,  326. 

Gre<'k  Ode,  prefixed  to  the  Translation 
of  Anacreon,  5ri.  Corrections  of  this 
Ode  by  an  eminent  scholar,  59. 

Greeks,  the  gnmp  that  lute  In  garb  of, 
31.V     See  312. 

Grenada,  the  ytmng  muleteers  of,  .147. 

(iuess.  guess  ;  the  lady  of  my  love,  370. 

Guidi.  sonnet  by.  with  a  translation.  75. 
n..  76.  Ode  by  Guidi  on  the  Arca- 
dians, 47. 


Gaitar  of  India,  the  Byrtoda,  4S0. 
Gall  language,  translatkm  from 

600. 
Gulliver,  Captain  Lemuel  517. 
Gun,  the  Evening,  34S. 
Gynsocrecy,  proposals  for  e,  599. 

H 


Hafiz,  the  poet,  453.  «. 

Halcyon  hangs  o'er  oceea^  the  XL 

liaram,  Jehanghlr*s,  4M3     Tne  Ll^t 

of  the  Harem.  444. 
Hark !  the  vesper  hymn  Is  stealing,  iB2. 
Vark!  'tis  the  breexec^  twilight  calL.j, 

06. 
Harmony,  the  genlos  oC  133. 
Haroun-al-Raschid  the  Ckllph,  443L 
Harp,  certain  of  the  poetical  allnsloni 

to  that  Instrument,  135.  S53.  990. 967. 

369.383.301. 
Harp  of  my  country!    In  «<»rkn<>w  I 

found  thee,  152. 
Harp,  the  origin  of  the,  238. 
Harp,  farewell  lo  the,  34. 
Harp  that  once  through  Tarn's  balls, 

the,  330. 
Harut  and  Marnt,  the  Angels^  SM. 
Hafc  florr«iw  thy  yonng  days  shaded.  318. 
Hassan,  Al.  the  Prophet  Chief  of  Af»- 

bla,  417.  426.  428.    See  Story  of  the 

Fire  worshippers,  415.  «(  saq. 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  whoee  sveU-aim'd 

spear.  (Ode  lxiv.  Anacreon.)  Sft. 
Hastings.  Marquis  of.  (Earl  Muim.)  and 

visit  to  his  mansion  at  OnnlBgttia.41 

IM.    His  library,  45.     Dedicaiica  ts 

Francis.  Earl  of  Muira,  100 
Hat,  Ode  to  a.  556. 
Hat  versus  Wig.  566 
Have  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear,  109. 
He  who  Instructs  the  yuuihiol  crew, 

(Ode  Lvi.  Anacreon,)  113. 
Headfort,  Marchioness  of,   Dedic&tkw 

to.  278, 

Hear  me  but  once,  while  o'er  the  graw, 

2ti6. 
Heard,  Sir  Isaac,  and  the  Peerage.  556. 
Heart  and  lute,  my.  354. 
Heart  to  rest.  No,  leave  my,  292. 
Henthcote.  to  Lady :  On  a  ring  fuaadsl 

Tunbridge  Wells,  156. 
Hebe,  the  Fall  of:  a  dithyTamhic  ode, 

14a 
Henley,  Lord,  and  St.  Cecilia,  594. 
Henry  to  Lady  EUnma,  5&I9. 
Her  last  words  at  parUng,  how  caa  I 

forget  t  356. 
Hercules  to  his  danshter,  song  o^  357. 
Here,  take  my  heart,  346. 
Here  recline  you,  gentle  maid,   (Ode 

XIX.  Anacreon,)  75. 
Here  sleeps   AnacrfK>n.   In    this    Ivled 

shade.  (Anthologia,^  103. 
Here  sleeps  the  bard.  3tf2. 
Here,  while  the  moonlight  dim,  325. 
Here's  the  bower  she  loved  so  mocki, 

349. 
Hero  and  Leander.  337. 
High-born  Ladvo,  the,  339. 
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Himla,  the  ArablAo  maid.  Set  the  Story 
of  th«  Flre-wonhippers,  415,  «c  «ef . 

Hither,  gentle  mtiM  of  mine,  (Ode 
Lxxvi.  AnacreonJ  101. 

Iloltaiid.  Lord,  regret  for  the  death  of; 
53.    Translations  by.  53. 

lloUand.  to  1>  dy,on  a  iqpiey  by  Napo- 
leon. 6.Vt. 

lioly  Alliance.  Fables  for  the.  483. 

Hnoker,  Bishop,  on  »  and  ov,  53d 

Hope  coines  agnln,  to  this  heart  long  a 
su  Anger.  *2l4. 

Hope,  poetical  allatlons  to,  383.  291. 
3U7.656. 

Horace,  free  CranJilations  of  some  Odes 
(if:  Coiue,  Yamionth,  my  boy,  never 
trouble  yoar  brains,  (Ode  zi.  lib.  %) 
i2I.  The  man  who  keeps  a  con* 
science  pure,  (Ode  »il.  lib.  I,)  12:2. 
I  hate  thee,  oh  Mob,  as  my  lady  hates 
delf,  (Ode  I.  lib.  3,)  137.  B<iy,  tell 
the  cook  that  1  hate  all  nick-nacke- 
ries.  (Ode  xzxvlil.  lib.  1,)  i37.  Paro- 
oy  of  'Donee  gratus  eram  tibl,*  or 
Horace's  return  to  Lydia,  314. 

Horn,  the,  3»3. 

How  am  I  to  punish  thee,  (Ode  x.  Ana- 
creon.*  86. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour,  232. 

How  happy  once,  tho*  wing*d  with 
sighs,  353. 

How  1  love  the  festive  boy,  (Ode  zxxix. 
Anacreon,)  87. 

How  lightly  mounts  the  muse*s  wing, 
300. 

How  shall  I  wool  296. 

How  sweetly  does  the  moonbeam 
smile.  418. 

Httdaon,  Edward,  recollections  of  hlro 
and  of  his  musical  taste,  31.  34. 

Hume,  David,  History  of  England  by. 
903. 

Hume,  Joseph,  Esq.,  5j0,  551,  a.,  et  paB- 
»im. 

Hume,  to  Thomas,  Esq.,  M.D.;  written 
at  Washington,  I7B. 

Huinorons  and  Satirical  Poems,  547— 
G3G. 

Hunt,  Henry,  Esq.,  his  spurioiu  coflee, 
530. 

Hunter  boy,  the.  285. 293. 

Hush,  hush !— a  Glee,  343. 

Hush,  sweet  lute,  371. 

HuHVQM  Abdai  valley  of,  441.  Royal 
gardens  near,    42. 

Hymen,  poetical  allusions  to,  286. 

Hymn  of  a  Vimlnof  Delplil,  at  the  ton*b 
of  her  mother,  118. 

Hyperborean,  song  of  a,  363. 


I  en  re  not  for  the  idle  state,  (Ode  vui. 
Anacreon.)  67 

I  dreamt  that  la  the  Paphlan  groves, 
j       115. 

I  had.  last  night,  la  dream  of  thee,  534. 

I  isar  that  love  dlstarbs  my  rest,  (Ana- 
creontic,) 101. 

I  liMBd  her  not— the  chamber  seem'd, 
US 


I  Imow  that  heaven  hath  sent  me  here, 
(Ode  XL.  Anacreon.)  80 

I  know  thou  lov'st  a  brimming  meas- 
ure, (AnaciBontie.)  101. 

I  often  %vlsh  this  languid  lyre,  (Ode 
xxiii.  Anacreon,)  77. 

I  pray  thee,  by  the  gods  above !  (Ode 
iz.  Anacreim.)  67. 

I  pray  yon,  let  us  roam  no  more,  IGO. 

I  saiv.  firom  yonder  silent  cave.  323. 

I  saw  from  the  bench,  when  the  morn- 
ing was  shining,  251. 

I  saw  the  moon  rise  clear,  219. 

I  saw  the  smiling  bard  of  pleasure,  (Ode 
1.  Anncreon,^  64. 

I  saw  thy  form  in  yonthfiil  prime.  241. 

1  stole  along  the  flowery  bank.  172. 

I  thought  this  heart  enkindled  lay,  118. 

I've  a  secret  to  tell  thee.  268. 

1  will,  I  win.  the  conflict's  post,  (Ode 
XIII.  Anacreon.)  60. 

1  wish  i  was  by  that  dim  lake,  2S5. 

lanthe,  3U6.    Before  her  glass.  300. 

rd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me,  248. 

Idols  in  the  house  of  Azor,  452.  Of 
King  Crack.  220.    Of  JnghernauL  37& 

If  hoarded  gold  possess'd  the  power, 
(Ode  xxzvi.  Anacreon,)  84. 

[f  I  swear  by  that  eye,  you'll  allow, 
107. 

If  1  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear.  171. 

If  in  loving,  singing,  night  and  day,  20'!. 

if  thouMt  be  mine.  255. 

If  thou  wottldst  have  me  sing  and  play, 
360 

If  to  see  thee  be  to  love  thee,  317. 

Ill  Omens :  Young  Kilty.  Jcc,  237. 

Imnginatlon,  312. 

Iinitntion,  from  the  French,  517.  See 
ais9  Antlioliigla,  Horace.  Ice. 

Ini  mortality,  stars  the  bencons  of,  606. 

Impromptu.  117.  151.  186.  £i7. 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  voiive  sword, 
368. 

In  the  morning  of  life,  253. 

Id  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies,  117. 

Ina,  by  l.ady  Daere,  658. 

Incantation,  an,  561.  • 

tnconsbincy,  116. 

India,  poetical  allusions  to,  373.  441. 
449.  450,  et  «ef . 

Indian  boat,  the.  SIO. 

Indian  maid,  the  young,  358. 

Indian  tree,  the,  519. 

Inkstand,  the  poet*s,  517. 

Innisfail,  song  of,  268. 

Innlsfallen,  Isle  of.  262. 

Insurrection  of  the  Papers;  a  dream, 
21& 

Intercepted  Despatch,  Dlubolo's,  554. 

Intercepted  Letters,  the.  of  the  Two* 
penny  Post-bag.  205.  k-c 

Intolerance,  a  Sntire:  Account  of  'Cor- 
ruption* and  'Intolerance.*  See  25. 
Preface  to  Intolerance  and  Corrup- 
tion. 188,  189.    The  Satire,  196. 

Invisible  Girl,  (L^    27. 

Invitation  todman:  addressed  to  Lord 
Lansdowne,  517. 

Iran.  Land  of,  450.  Sse  I^lla  Rookh, 
passiwu 


Ireland,  and  her  national  music,  29.  34. 

Ireland,  certain  traditions  and  romances 
respecting.  220.  234.  211.  243.  214. 246 
250.  t&i,  265. 267.  268.  2iW,  270. 

Ireland,  politics  and  political  sensibility 
of  the  kingdom  of,  (««e  the  Fudge 
Family,)  458-483.  639  The  penal 
code.  5.54.  The  outbrunk  of  1798.  21, 
et  «ef .  Romanism  in,  629.  Thoughts 
on  the  present  government  oC  (li^) 
574. 

Irish  antiquities,  583. 

Irbh  bed  of  ro^es,  an,  SS7,  n. 

Irishman,  Satires,  ttc.,  addressed  to  an 
Englishman  by  an.  IHO— 108. 

Irish  Melodies,  ^8.  Dedication  to  the 
Marchioness  Dowager  of  Donegall, 
238.  Preface,  228.  The  Melodies, 
228.  278.  Advertisements  to  the  first 
and  second  Nos.,  272;  to  the  third. 
272.  Letter  on  Irish  niu^lc  273.  Ad* 
verrisenients  to  the  fourth,  flfth,  sixth, 
and  seventh  Nos.,  276— 27H.  Dedica 
tion  to  the  Marchioness  of  Headfort, 
278.    See  National  Aln.  279.  et  sef. 

Irish  Peasant  to  his  Mistress,  238. 

Irish  Slnve.  the,  565. 

Irving,  Washington,  57.  2ri4. 

is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
(Hnydn.)  307. 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mlndl  110. 

Ismfil.  the  angel  of  music.  451.  521. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 
239. 


Jeflrey.  Francis,  Lord,  tlie  author's  visit 
to  Craig  Crook.  37. 

Jehan  Gheer,  or  Jehangiiire.  Emperor 
of  Delhi  and  llind<»9tnn.  443.  His 
palnce,  449.  a.  Hi«  early  nniiie  of  So* 
lim.  446.    His  bride.  440.  ATtL 

Jerome's  love.  (St..)  298.  ^u  Jerome's 
flrst  visit  on  earth,  602.  His  second 
vlsiu  603. 

Jerusalem,  the  holy  city  of.  2ua 

Jessica,  young.  353. 

Johnson.  Dr.  Snninel  on  Mallet,  6.'ii  » 

Joy  alone  be  remeniber'd  now,  354. 

Joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting!  2ti5. 

Juan.  Don,  222. 

JubnPs  shell,  alluded  to,  310. 

Judgment  Dny,  and  a  svppnsed  wind 
fnmi  S)Tla  Damascena  to  announce 
it.  453,  a. 

Judgment,  the  day  of,  JQ3. 

Julia,  to.  In  allusion  to  some  illiberal 
criticisms,  ill.  Mock  me  no  more 
with  love's  beguiling  dream.  111. 
Though  fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  us 
part,  112.  On  her  blrihdny.  MX  To 
Julia,  weeping,  114.  Inntn.ttanry.  116. 
Eleglnc  Stanzns,  snppiMed  to  be  writ* 
t<  D  by  Julia,  on  the  death  of  her 
tirLtliCr,  117.  I  saw  the  peasant's 
hand  unkind,  118     Sympathy.  119. 

Juvenile  Poems,  laV-LMi.  Preface  by 
"th.  ate  Thomas  Little."  102.  Dtd* 
Iration  to  Joseph  Atkinson,  Esq., 
1U6. 


742 


INDEX. 


K 


Kathleen,  942. 

Kedcr  KbRn  of  TarkUtan,  374. 

Kenmara.  Earl  of.  9ff2. 

Kevin,  Saintf  trndilion,  343. 

Khorauan,  the  Veiled  Prophet  of,  376— 

403. 
Killienny  ama^,'  &ctors,  talent  of  tlie, 

48.  4(19.     Extract  from  a  Prologue, 

fee  412. 
KiUarney,  lakes  and  traditions  of,  330. 

2G3. 
King.  [A>rd.  an  Expnstolation  to,  S19. 
Kbhma,  wine  of.  550. 
Kiss,  the,  137.  li>7. 
Kttblai  Khan.  4jO. 


I^abyrlnth,  in  E^'pt,  600,  m. 
Lahore,  description  of  the  city  of,  and 
the  midland  districts  of  India,  414, 

Lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp,  164. 

Lake  of  the  Temples,  664. 

Lalia  Rookh,  an  Eastern  Romance: 
hl9tor>*  of  this  poem,  39,  et  »eq.  Rep- 
resenUtiion  of  it  as  a  dramatic  pageant 
at  the  Chateao  Royal,  Berlin,  in  1823, 
when  the  emperor  and  empress  of 
Russia  personated  Aliris  and  Lalla 
Roolch.  43.  'The  Veiled  Prophet  of 
Khontuin,*  370 — 103.  The  criiiclsnis 
of  Fiidladcen  upon  this  story,  4U3. 
rnradiiie  and  the  Peri,  4C6.  Fudla- 
decn  renews  his  criticism.  412.  The 
Fire-worshippers,  415-441.  The  Light 
of  the  Harim.  442.  Design  of  this 
poetic  undertaking  related,  21.  50. 

Lnnia,  the  Little  (irand.  490. 

Lansdowne.  Lord.  Invitation  to  dinner 
addre.'«Hed  to.  517. 

Lawrence,  Dr.,  friend  of  Edmund 
Burlte;  hi:*  letter  to  Dr.  Hnmo  re- 
specting the  version  of  Anucreon  by 
Mr.  MrM)re,  20. 

Lay  his  swurd  by  his  side,  S70. 

Leaf  nnd  the  Fountain,  a  ballad,  337. 

learning,  144. 

Lebanon.  Mount,  305. 

Lcgncy.  the,  233. 

Leila's  lute.  657. 

IjCh  honuiies  automates,  609. 

I^sblH.  lo,  516. 

Ijcobl.-i  hath  a  beaming  eye.  341. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old,  334 

IxU  me  resign  this  wretched  breath. 
(Anucreon  tic)  101. 

I^t's  take  this  world  as  some  wide 
scene.  357. 

Let  us  drain  the  nectar'd  bowl,  (Ode 
xxxvui.  Anacreon,)  Rj. 

Leucadia,  letsends  of.  320. 

Ix;V(  c  and  coucht-e,  the,  317. 

Lil>cl.  a  caiie  of.  503- 

LilKjriy,  235.  25L  370,  271.  391.  3  .323. 
&«. 

IJbtrrty.  the  torch  of,  487. 

Life  is  waning.  Do  not  say  that,  293. 


Life  Is  all  checkei'd  with  pleasiUMaDd 

woes,  343. 
Life  fur  me  hath  Joy,  icCn  355L 
Life  without  freedom.  349. 
Light  sounds  the  harp  when  the  com- 
bat Is  over,  135. 
Like  morning,  when  her  early  breete, 

304. 
Like  one  who  doom'd  o*er  distant  seat, 

31^ 
Like  some  wanton  Ally  sporting,  (Ode 

Lxv.  Anacreon.)  06. 
Like  the  bright  lamp  that  shone  hi  Kil* 

dare's  holy  (ane,  335. 
LUis.-535. 

Lily  of  the  Nile,  the  white,  673. 
Limbo  of  lost  reputations,  574. 
Lion,  dead,  and  the  living  dog,  573. 
Lionardo  da  Vinci's  Nona  Lisa,  315. 
Listen  to  the  muse's  lyre,  (Ode  m.  An- 
acreon.) 65. 
LIteniry  advertisement,  to  aiUkora^  564. 
Literati,  sick,  63t). 
Literature,  speed  of,  GQ6. 
Little  Grand  Lama,  the,  4U0. 
Little  Man  and  Little  Soul,  a  ballad, 

particulars   respecting   It,   37.    The 

poem.  336. 
Lizard,  (SUUm.)  account  of  the,  443.  «. 
Long  years  have   pass'd,  old    frleod, 

since  we,  373. 
l/xiklng-glasses,  the,  486. 
Lord,  who  shall  bear  that  day,  303. 
Lotus  wreath,  454. 
Ix}tus  branch,  and  the  bird  taking  flight, 

mythos  of  the.  676. 
Lotus  flower,  150.  Statue  of  the  winged 

boy  seated  on  a,  G81.    The  spell,  681. 

An  emblem  of  beauty,  417,  n. 
Louis   Philippe,  King,  an  account  of, 

when  at  Dunlngton  Park.  45. 
I^ui»  the  Fourteenth's  Wig,  493. 
Love,  a  tutor.  697. 
Love  alone.  297. 
I^)ve,  all-defying  Ix)ve,  417. 
Love  and  Hope,  283.    (Swiss  Air.) 
lx)ve  and  Marriage,  120. 
Love  came  by.  338. 
Love  resting  ills  wintry  450. 
Love  and  the  vine,  335. 
Love  a  sentinel:   Glee — Xlnsh,  htuh, 

343. 
Love,  one  summer  eve,  was  straying, 

33L 
Love  and  the  Novice,  243. 
Love  and  Hymen,  519. 
Love  is  a  hunter  l>oy.  3R5. 
Love-knots,  who'll  buy  my,  283. 
Love,  a  few.aiiusions  to,  98.  100.  171. 

175.  238.  244.  245.  3r>5.  366.  381.  3K3. 

886.  388.  391,  292.  395.  306.  307.  311. 

317.  321.  327.  346.  333.  367.  369.  524. 

528.  532.  539.  542. 
Love,  mythological  hymn  to,  147. 
Love  and  learning,  144. 
Love  and  Reason,  143. 
lx}ve  and  Time,  349. 
I^ve  and  the  Sun-dial,  340. 
Love  wandering  thro*  the  golden  maze, 

350. 
Ix>ve,  unbind  thee,  3(19. 


Love,  who  ruled  as  admiral  o*er,  JSfL 

Love  thee  1 — so  well,  xi  icadcfly,  SI 

Love  thee,  dearest  1  354. 

Love  but  thee.  L  353. 

Love's  day.  353. 

Love's  light  summer  clood,  IjOl 

Love's  victory.  357. 

Love's  young  drenm.  940 

Lover,  the,  396.  310.  3^  337,  a. ;  SI 
53L 

I.over,  the  Persian,  811. 

Lover,  the  Russian,  373. 

Loves  of  the  Angels,  51.  Prefiu*  (» the 
poems,  530  The  poem,  Sdl.  Fint 
Angel's  Story,  533.  Peomd  At^^S 
Story.  527.    Third  ABfePa  8lory,5a& 

Loves,  ttie  tale  oC  115. 

Lowe,  Sir  Hudson,  lu,  547. 

Lnsltanian  War-sonf,  353. 

Lute.  the.  449.  657. 

Lying.  131. 

Lyre,  the  poet's,  395. 

Lyre,  the  toU-tale,  141. 


M 


Machiavelian  policy  coodemaed.  580 
Macrianos,  {inetorliiD  pcefecL  719l 
Mngan.  Pauick.  Esq.,  his  Epistles  to  a 

Curate  in  Ireland,  637.  643.  G55. 
Magic  Mirror,  the.  339. 
Magnet,  woman  a,  533. 
Mahomet,  religioo  of,  (••#  LalU  Bookh.^ 

378,  etseq. 
Mahomet.  Uie  Seal  of  precediof  propbe* 

cy,  533.    The  familiar  dore  of,  S31 

561. 
Mahometans,  belief  of  the.  531.521596. 

534.  538.    The  chief  angeb,  &»J,  SL 

iX,  527.  534. 
Mnhunmied  ?ba\v,  feast  and  throne  ci, 

454,  a. 
Maiden,  the  Sleeping,  290. 
Maidens  of  Zea.  325.  et  pmstfm. 
Malthus,  allusions  to.  545.  M8.  57^ 
March  !  nor  heed  those  arms  that  boU 

thee,  334. 
Martyrs,  the.  306.  720,  731.  «t  «cf . ;  the 

crown  of  mart)'rdora,  7122,  723. 
Mary.  241. 

.Mary,  star  of  the  sea,  326. 
Mary.  I  believed  thee  tme,  140. 
Mathews.  Mr.  Cliarlea.  616. 
Matriculation,  scene  Hrom  a  play  acted 

at  Oxford,  called.  6U5. 
Mauri -ga-Sima,  or  the  sunken  ialaad, 

450. 
May  moon,  the  young,  345. 
Melunius  the  hermit.  711 — 714.  71'*  72. 
Bleleager : — Here  at  thy  tomb  ihest  ic^jv 

I  shed,  366.   Various  imitations  D  sa, 

125.306.368. 
Melodies,   Irish,  S38— 378.    Sncceedtd 

by  the  National  Airs,  379,  et  #<f. 
Memorubilia  of  last  week,  (March  13, 

1826.)  552. 
Blemory.  poetical  allusions  to.  SP3.  ffk 

538. 
Btemphis.  on  the  Nile,  671 ;  sacred  tai 

lege  of,  684. 
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MenaffB,  Anacreontic  In  Greek  by,  with 
a  translHtinn,  8U.  n. 

Heron,  city  of  Khorassan,  370. 399. 

Methinks  the  pictured    bull  we   see, 
(Ode  LEV.  Anacreon.)  US. 

Mliniel.  D(m.  Ode  tn.  573. 

Mile«iu!(  and  the  MUrslRns,  Sna 

MUlennUim,  the,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Ir- 
ving. 555. 

Mlltiades,  the  Ghost  of,  587. 

Minaret,  chants  from  an  illnnilnated, 
443.11. 

Minerva,  or  Pallas,  and  Love,  331. 

>linerva*s  thimble.  353. 

Ministers,  the  new  c<Mtnme  of  the,  223. 
The  Sale  of  the  Toots.  225. 

Ministers,  wreaths  fur  the,  221 

Minstrel  Boy,  tbe,dlfi. 

MiriaDi*s  Song.  3(10. 

Mlitcellaneous  Ptieros.  513. 542.  658. 

Mischief,  thoughts  on,  by  Lord  St— n- 
I— y.  his  first  attempt.  634. 

MlNslng.  Lord  de  •  •  *.  501. 

Mix  me.  child,  a  cnp  divine,  (Anacre- 
ontic) 102. 

MtBris.  Island  of  the  lake,  691. 

Mohawk  River,  lines  written  at  the 
Cohoes,  or  Falls  of  the,  180. 

Uokunna,  the  pmphet-chlef  of  Khoras- 
san. 376,  377,  et  »ef. 

Monarch  Love.  reslstl€«s  boy,  (Ode 
Lxxtv.  Anacreon,)  100 

Monopoly,  present  spirit  of,  551. 

Mont  Blanc,  sublime  prospect  of,  498. 

Montnlgne  quoted.  496. 

Mont|ien^r,  Duke  of,  to  the,  148 

Moon,  pcetlcal  mention  of  the,  324, 323. 
333.  et  ptiiwi. 

Moon,  that  high  In  heav'n  art  shining. 
372. 

Moore.  Mrs.  31.    To  my  Mother,  519. 

Moore,  bi  JUiss,  from  Norfolk  in  Virgi- 
nia, 163. 

Moral  positions,  a  dream,  508 

Morality,  an  ep<stle.  *40. 

Morgan.  George.  EUq.,  (of  Norfolk.  Vir- 
ginia.) epltile  to,  from  Bermuda,  160. 

Morning.  251.  304. 

Morning  Herald,  the.  555. 

Mornlnf  Post,  the,  650. 

Morris.  Oipt.,  his  song,  **  My  muse,  (uu, 
when  her  wings  are  dry."  38. 

Moitchus.  his  flrst  idyl,  quoted,  76,  n. 

Moms.  304. 

Mountain  Sprite,  the,  264. 

"  Mum"  tn  the  editor  of  the  Morning 
Chnmlcle.  455. 

Murray.  Mr.;  his  contemplated  Mail- 
coach  edition  of  Rokeby,  209. 

Bfuse,  the.  317. 

MuAic,  Angel  of,  371,  n. 

Music  and  Melodies,  an  account  of  some 
of  our  modern  poets  who  hnd  a  taste 
for,  and  a  knowledge  of,  36.  e<  »*q. 

Music,  tho  Prefatory  Letter  on  Irish, 
273. 

M::slc  om  —Song.  239.  365. 

Musis,  poetical  allusions  to,  286.  271. 
2(«2,2{ri.541. 

Music,  a  Melotogoe  upon  National,  341 
-.SO 


Music  of  the  spheres.  528. 

Musical  box,  the.*— Rose  and  the  Poet, 

365. 
My  gentle  harp,  253. 
My  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme, 

283. 
Mythology,  Egyptian  and  Greek,  663, 
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Kama,  538.  540. 

Nauionna,  the  enchantress,  446.  Calls 
down  sleep  on  Nourmahal,  447. 

Naples,  lines  on  the  entry  of  the  Ans* 
trlans  Into,  In  1821,  519. 

Napcleon,  the  Emperor,  ctmsigned  to 
the  rock  of  8i.  Helena,  457.  Allu- 
sions to  his  fallen  fortunes,  218. 221, 
543.658. 

Natal  Genius,  the,  a  Dream :  to  ——^ 
the  morning  of  her  birthday,  116. 

National  Airs,  279,  4cc. 

National  Bluslc,  a  Melologne  upon, 
341— W3. 

Nature's  Labels,  a  fragment,  112. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear, .  43. 

Nny.  look  nut  there,  my  love.  533. 

Nay,  tempt  me  not  U)  love  again,  168. 

Nea,  Odes  to:— Written  at  Bermuda, 
168—174. 

Necropolis,  and  lake  near  Memphis, 
673,  ft  »e^. 

Nets  and  Cages,  289. 

Ne'er  ask  the  hour,  what  Is  it  to  3S  ? 
257. 

Ne'er  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools, 
2D1. 

Never  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 
116. 

Night  Danro,  the,  269. 

Nighi-thought,  a,  137. 

Nlghiingales,  song  of,  352.  359.  363. 
443. 

Nights,  such  as  Eden's  calm  recall, 
315. 

Nile,  river.  637 ;  the  Isle  of  Gardens,  or 
Antlrrhodus,  near  .Mexandria,  682. 

Nile,  navigation  of  the,  671.  692.  095. 
097. 

Nile.  n)*mphs  of  the,  697. 

Nile,  the  Garden  of  ilie,  449.  Sources 
of  the  river,  501. 

No  life  Is  like  the  mountaineer's.  329. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  num- 
bers, 249. 

N(»ble  and  Illustrious  authors,  581.  585. 

Nonsense.  139. 

Nora  Crelna.  ^1. 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come, 
370. 

Nourjehan,  "  the  Light  of  the  Worid,** 
442.  m. 

Nourmahal,  the  Light  of  the  Ilaram, 
442.  4^14.  445.  Her  spells.  446.  Her 
sleep,  447.  She  Is  regretted  by  Seiim, 
449.  Iler  disguise,  4.VI,  451.  The 
Ge<irgi«n  mald*«  s^ng.  450  »ucc^^- 
ed  by  thnt  of  Nourmahal  herself,  451. 
Her  reconciliation  with  Selim,  452. 


Now  Neptune's  month  <mr  sky  defbnm, 

(Ode  Lxviii.  Anacreon.)  99. 
Now  tlie  star  of  day  is  high  (Ode  zvm. 

Anac»%  «,;  ^4, 
Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line,  400. 
Nymphs  of  the  SV^  007. 
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O'Branlgnn,  Larry,  to  his  wifb  .'vdy 

644.  652.    To  Mnrta(b   0*Mailigam, 

617. 
O'Connell.  his  election  for  Clare,  579. 
O'Connor,  Arthur,  Esq..  30. 
O'Donohue's  Mistress,  259. 
O'Kcefe's   song   for   the  character  of 

Spado,  38. 
O'Mulllfan,  Mortimer,  his  eplKtie,  {wiU 

**  i    ige  Family  In  England.**)  65L 
0'Ru&  k.  Prince  of  Breflhi,  the  song  «>f, 

Oblivion,  the  fabled  gates  of,  676. 
Observe  when    mother  earth  is  diy, 

(Ode  XXI.  Anacreon,)  76. 
Ofi  In  the  stilly  night,  282. 
0(U  when  the  watching   stars   grow 

pale.  2U0. 
Oh  !  Abyssinian  tree,  706. 
Oh !  breathe  not  his  name.  929. 
Oh !  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bow- 
ers. 260. 
Oh !  blame  not  the  bard  if  he  fly  to  tbo 

bowers,  236. 
Oh !  but  to  see  that  head  recline,  53S 
Oh !  call  It  by  some  better  name.  346. 
Oh!  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets, 

282. 
Oh!  could  we  do  with  this  world  of 

ours!  270. 
Oh !  days  of  youth  and  joy  887. 
Oh.  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest,  364 
Oh !  doubt  me  not— the  season,  24'^ 
Oh  fair !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dove, 

302. 
Oh  for  the  swords  of  former  time !  8S7. 
Oh.  guard  our  affection.  2U3. 
Oh !  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of 

our  own,  246. 
Oh!  hint  to  the  bard,  *tls  retirement 

alone.  57. 
Oh !  Idol  of  my  dreams.  531. 
Oh !  Love.  Religion.  Music,  all,  539. 
Oh,  Memory,  how  coldly,  324. 
Oh,  no !  not  ev'n  when  flrst  we  lored, 

2K3. 
Oh,  say,  thnu  best  and  brightest,  905. 
Oh,  soon  return,  351. 
Oh,  stranger !  If  Anarreon's  shell,  (An- 

Uiolngla.)  103. 
Oh !  teach  me  to  love  thee,  303. 
Oh  !  the  sight  entrancing.  96L 
Oh !  think  not  my  vplriu  are  always  as 

llghu  230. 
Oh  think,  when  a  hero  Is  sighing,  '^. 
Oh  thou!  of  all  crmtlon   blest,  ^Od« 

xxxiT.  Anacreon.)  83. 
Oh  thou!  who  drj'est  the  mourMi's 

te»»r,  «W9. 
Oh.  tidings  of  freedom !   Ob,  aeeeats  cl 

hope!  580 
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Oh .  where  art  thoa  dreaming  1  315. 

Oh  I  w here's  Ihe  »lnve  so  lowly.  230. 

Oh  woman,  if  through  sinful  wile,  139. 

Ob.  ye  deiid !  SS9. 

Olden  time,  the  song  of  the.  355. 

Olympus,  iHtest  accounts  from,  G32. 

One  deur  smile.  3.'>1. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  nights  that  od, 

315. 
Once  In  each  revolving  year,  (Ode  xxv. 

Anacreon.)  78. 
One  bum|ier  at  parting.  345. 
One  day  the  Mnses  twined  the  hands, 

(Ode  XX.  Anncreon.)  75. 
Oppression,  memory  and  record  of.  291. 
Orangemen  of  Ireland,  their  petition, 

550. 
Orcus,  the  heathen  priest.  721.  734. 
Orcus.  high  priest,  to  the  Prefect  De- 

cius,  TJ4. 
Origen.  6U8.  714. 
Ormuxd.  of  the  ancient  Persians,  and 

his  angels,  521. 
Osiris,  or  Sempis.  681. 
Ossian.  allusitms  to,  270.  373. 
Ossian.  fminnents  In  imitation  of,  30. 
f  )nr  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy,  315i. 
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Paddy*s  Metamorphosis,  608. 
Painting.  165.  327.  371.  503. 
Palestine  and  the  river  Jordan,  410. 
Paradise  and  the  Perl.  406—412.    Critl- 
cUms  of  Fadliideen  on  this  romance, 
412. 
Paradise  of  Epicurus,  681.  Of  Mahomet, 
5211. 

Parallel,  the,  358. 

Parliament,  the  recess  of.  a  hymn,  551. 
OccHHional  address,  for  the  opening 
of  the  ne%v  I'heatre  of  8l  Stephen. 
(Nov.  24.  1812.)  224.  Satirical  noUce 
of  some  memliers  of  the  lloo>e  of 
Lords,  5H1— w^gu.  5^.  597.  Iteport  of 
speeches  relttive  to  Maynooth  Col- 
lege. 625.  Exhibition  of  models  of 
the  two  llouxes  of.  625. 

Passion.  3il6.  34H.  371. 

Putrick*s  Purgatory,  and  mystic  lake  In 
Donegall.  265. 

PatrtHis  and  Pulfs  ice,  633. 

Paul  the  Silentlar>',  167.  366,  3b' 

Peace.  712. 

Peace  and  glory.  143. 

Peace  be  around  thee,  3rM. 

Peace  to  the  slunilierers!  2H8. 

Peace,  pence  t4i  him  that's  gone.  354. 

Pearls.  170.  2!^2.  .'>32.  Mythosas  to  their 
pr<Mluction.  450,  n. 

Pearls.  Irl.oh,  26.3. 

Peer,  how  to  mnke  one's  self  a,  609. 

Peers,  bittch  the  first.  5<'ia 

Perceval.  Right  lion.  Spencer,  on  the 
dertth  of.  4.'>5. 

PerAinit's  for  the  hair  and  beard.  67,  n. 

Pad.  Pantdise  and  the.  406 — til. 

Peris  and  f.itries,  44^  AVX     Fids  Lalla 
RiMikh.  4lc. 

Pwtwinkles,  flscal.  567. 
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Periwinkles  and  Locosta,  SGT. 
Persecution,  the  Decian  71& 
Persia  and  (be  Persians,  210, 311.    ridt 
Lalla  Rookh.  379.  45:1,  ct  pattim.  Su- 
perstltkms  notions  of  this  eastern  peo- 
ple. !Hilf.  583,  «. 
PuUadelphia  and  th^  Schuylkill  river, 

179. 
Phlliis.  to,  139. 
Phllodemus :— ••  My  Mopsa   Is   little.** 

368. 
PhiltMopiiy,  a  vision  of,  153.  Fide  the 
classical  notes  to  this  poem,  153 — I.'i5. 
Philosophy,  poems  relative  to,  treating 
of  philosophers,  ancient  and  nuMlern, 
122.344.527.  ArisUitle,  154,  a.  Pytha- 
goras, 154.  Democritus,  154.  Plato, 
154.  II.  Epicunu,  664. ». ;  703.  el  «ef . 
Aiciphrnn,  199,  ct  ««f.  Pyrrho.  122. 
Aristippas,  141.  Zeno,  133.  Mauper- 
tnis.  II. 

PhilostratQs,  a  thought  of,  lmk.':.ted  by 
Ben  Jonson,  64,  a. 

Pictures,  Italian  galleries  of,  46 

Pigeons,  carrier,  398. 

Pilgrim,  man  a,  305. 

Pilgrim,  the.  338.  Still  thus,  when  twi- 
light gleam*d.  339. 

Planets,  the,  527,  a. 

Plato,  eHgram  ot,  75,  n.  He  wrote  In 
bed.  503. 

Platonic  philosophy,  and  followers  of 
Plato,  153,  et  #ef . 

Pleasure  contrasted  with  pain,  390. 

Plumas.iier.  to  a,  (Anncre<mtic,)  819. 

Pixro-Curante  Society,  the,  495.  (Sas 
Rhymes  on  the  Road.)    Song  of,  GOO. 

Poesy,  267.  270. 

Poet's  dream ;  Dinner  of  Type  and  Co.. 
630. 

Police  reports,  case  of  imposture.  624. 

Political  allusions,  by  the  author.  35.  et 
geq.;  and  Satirical  Poems.  271.  2!)1. 
Set  " I'he  Fuilge  Family." 5.18.  el  eey.  ; 
637,  et  teq.  See  the  Satirical  Poems, 
547.  iLC.  See  alto  547—636.  et  paseim. 
For  the  poet's  allUHlons  to  the  alfHirs 
of  N.  America  and  of  France.  »ee  161 
—187. 

Political  and  SaUrical  Poems.  45.^  &c. 

politician,  how  to  nmke  a  g<MMl,  586. 

Politics,  Irish,  aliUMlons  to,  39  rl  eeq. 
See  547—636,  et  ptusim. 

Pol)-crates  of  Samos  M, 

Poor  broken  flower,  346. 

Porcelain  and  China.  450.  452. 

Porte.  Ode  Ui  the  Sublime,  563. 

Power.  Mr.  RichHrd.  48. 

Prayer  of  Mahometans,  411. 

Press  the  gmpe.  and  let  it  pour,  110. 

"  Press,  the."  newspaper.  30. 

Priestess  of  the  M(M>n.  687. 

Prologue,  spoken  at  tht  'opening  of  the 
Kilkenny  Theatre,  (>clol.wr,  1809,  513. 

Proxy,  how  to  write  by,  575. 

Psaphon.  his  birib  taught  to  pronounce 
his  name.  501. 

Psyche.  i:i5.  147.  542. 

Puck,  song  of  old.  623. 

Pair,  |iroflignte  Londoners,  590. 

Purgatory,  533. 


Put  oflTthe  vestal  veil,  air,  oh,  ISL 
Pyramids  of  Meniph.s.  670. 
the  Lady  of  the  Pyramid,  67G 


Qnadrllles.  544.    Episcopal  '.OIL 

Quakers,  651. 

Quarteriy  Review,  the,  5R8.  OSfL  1«- 
rtectifins  addressed  to  the  nnihor  d 
the  article  of  "  the  Chore  h**  la  tLa 
623 

Quick !  we  have  but  a  second,  303 
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Raise  the  buckler,  poise  tha  laaea, 
Raphael,  his  Fornarlna,  5U3. 
Riiwdon,  to  the  Lady  Cbarlocte.  ftoss 

the  banks  of  the  81.  Lawrenca,  titi. 

Romance  of  the  Indian  Spirit,  IDS. 
Reason,  143.  347.  2H].  348.  3S7. 
Reason.  Folly,  and  Beauty.  SSL 
Red  Fox,  the.  30. 

Redbreast,  the,  in  December.  381. 
Rector  and  his  coraie,  the,  607. 
Ref(»rm.  notions  on.  601. 
Religion,  the  **  Sacred  Soogs,**  SOT. 
Religion  and  trade,  628. 
Religion  In  the  East,  Brahma,  Ac  ^7. 

(See  Lalla  Rookh.) 
Religious  emMems  and  types,  308.  **!•> 

tolerance**  satirised.  194.  «<  zm»,   Qi 

Toleration.  310.  ec  pme^im^ 
Remember  him  thoa    ieav*s    br^sd. 

108. 
Remem^r  the  time  in  La  Mancka*! 

shades.  351. 
Renieiiiber  thee !  354. 
Remonstrance,  addressed  to  I»rd  Jobs 

Russell,  aller  a  convi  (^mtkin  in  whtck 

he  had  intimated  sonie  ides  of  giving 

up  all  poliucai  pursuits,  514. 
Resemblnnce.  the :  %'os,  if  'twere  any 

common  love.  126. 
Reulien  and  Rose.  109. 
Revenue,  decimating,  and  decimal  aritb- 

meiic,  567. 
Reverend  Pamphleteer,  the,  618. 
Reverends  and  Right  Reverends,  leso- 

lutions  pns^d  at  a  meeting  uf,  58d. 
Reyni>lds,  Mr.  Thomas,  4.16. 
Rhodniie.  676.    Fable  of  the   Lady  of 

the  Pyrtniid.  676. 
Rhymes  on  the  Road,  extracted  fmoi 

thcj«)urnal  of  a  travelling  member  cf 

the   Poco-Curante  Society,    In   Wit, 

495. 
Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wote, 

231. 
Rich*  In  bliss,  I   proudly  scorn,   (Odt 

Lxvii.  Anacreon.)  Ul). 
Ring,  the;  a  tale  of  Ru|icrt.  12R. 
Ring,  the :— The  happy  day  at  IcagA 

arrived,  128. 
Ring,   the:— No,    Lady!    Lady!    hMf 

the  ring.  126. 
Rings  and  Seals,  l.'iO. 
RIpun'd  by  the  solar  benm.    ;Odt  WL 

Anacreon,)  95w 
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ftival  Topics :— An  Extravafanxa,  610. 

Sea,  the  Old  Man  of  the,  565.    A  Re- 

Greece.** 300—335.    8<mg8  ftoro  the 

Roeb3,  Sir  Boyle,  hi*  bland«r«.  572. 

flection  at,  113. 

Greek  Anthology-.  360— .HiO.    Unpub- 

Rock. CnptalD.  his  epistle  to  Lord  Ljrnd- 

See  yo.i,  beneath  yon  cloud  so  dark 

lished   songs,  frc.  309  -373.    Occa- 

hurst, 635.    Uls  letter  to  Terry  Alt. 

IW. 

sional  songs.  614.  600.    Songs  from 

638. 

See  the  dawn  (Vom  heaven.  389. 

'*  M.  P.,  or  the  Blue  Stocking,**  856— 

Bu^^ers.  Mr.,  accompanied  by  tlie  anthor 

Selim  and  Nounnahal,  44.V-453. 

658.    Songs  of  the  Church,  No.  1, 602. 

in  PHTis,  44.    8e*  the  DedlrAtions  to 

Sephiniths  or  Splendors  of  the  Cabala, 

S4»verelgn.  a  golden,  548. 

Samuel  Rogers,  Esq. 

540.  a. 

Sovereign  woman,  a  ballad,  661. 

Rome,   artists   at,   40.    The   Palatine 

Sepulture,  ancient  Egyptian  mode  ot, 

Soul,  the,  685. 

Monnt,  47. 

677. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt*!* 

Rokeby.  allusions  to,  900. 313. 

Seraphim,  538. 

dark  sea,  300. 

Romalka,  the,  danced  In  Zen,  331,  a 

Serapis.  the  god.  681. 

Southey,  to  Robert.  Esq.,  Annooaee- 

sef. 

Seth.  traditions  relative  to  the  patri- 

ment of  a  new  Thalabu,  615. 

Romaldklrk.  tn  the  Curate  of.  605. 

arch,  SM. 

S|iecnlatlon,  a,  519. 

Rondeau.— ** Good  night!  (ood  nl;nt!** 

Shaliiimr  Palace,  the,  449.  453. 

Speeches,  a  corrected  report  of  some 

123. 

Shall  the  harp  then  be  silent,  960. 

late.  597. 

R^Nta.  to,  ISO. 

Shnninick,  oh  the,  344. 

Spencer.  Hon.  W.  R.,  luies  addressjd 

Roiia  to.  written  during  Illness,  114. 

Shannon,  stanzas  from  the  banks  of 

to  him  fnim  Buflklo  and  Lake  Erie, 

Rosa,  trn  VM.  139. 

the,  584 

in  N.  America.  181. 

Rose  of  CH»hniere.  443. 

She  is  far  (Vom  the    and  where  her 

Spirit  of  Joy.  thy  aluir  lies,  656. 

Roae.  the  Alpine.  387. 

young  hero  sleeps,  i  3. 

Spirit,  the  Indian,  (or  N.  AmerlcAn,^  IBt. 

Ro!*e.  the.  and  summer  bee,  291. 

She  never  look*d  so  kind  ;rfore,  118. 

Spirit  of  Love.  wh«Me  locks  anruird. 

R<He  of  the  desert !  355. 

She  sung  of  love.  305. 

(Ode  Lxzv.  Anacreon,)  101. 

Riise  and  nitrhtingnle.  300. 

She  has  beauty,  but  still  you  must  keep 

Spirit  of  the  WwnIs,  the  Evil :— Song, 

Rosie.  the  young.  .153. 

your  heart  cool,  348. 

180. 

Ro<e-tree.  the  pretty,  ai7. 

Sheridan,  Right  Hon.  Richard  Rrinsley, 

Spring  and  Autumn,  396.  368. 

Rme  In  nettles  hid,  the : — Connndnim, 

Lines  on  the  death  of,  4.')6.  His  char- 

Su l^wrence,  river,  183,  184 ;  the  G«lf 

156. 

acter  described,  457.    Intended  Life 

of.  186. 

Ro^«.  the.  Festival  of  the  Scattering  of. 

of.  .50. 

St.  Senanus  and  the  Lady.  357. 

374.  44.1,  a.  453.    Of  the  garden  of  the 

Sheridan.  Mrs.,  air  composed  by,  297. 

Star  of  the  Waters,  8«ithis.  6^6. 

Nile,  449.    Attar  Gnl,  4S3. 

Shield,  the.  113. 

Stars,  s<mie  of  the  poet's  alluslona  to 

1    Roses,  pi>litical.  327.  ii. 

Shine  out,  stars.  3t7. 

the.  333.  3H9.  390.  300.  390.  38&  331. 

Round  the  world   goes,  by  day  and 

Ship  a-hoy !— Song,  37. 

373.  527.  5.12.  OlO. 

night,  3IH. 

Ships  and  wrecks,  161.  167,  166.  293, 

Steersman's  Mong,  the,  175. 

Row  gently  here,  3^. 

395.305. 

Stephens,  Henry,  wrote  oo  hmrseback. 

Rucl.  the  second  Angel,  520.  His  Storv, 

Ships,  the  meeting  of  the,  343. 

496. 

537. 

Shiraz  wine.  450. 

Stevenson.  Sir  John,  poetical  tribute  to 

Ruby,  magnificent  450. 

Siiould  those  fond  hopes,  381. 

271.     See  also  39.  ii.  273.  390,  SOU,  SOL 

Russell.  I^ml  John,  remonstrance  on 

Shrine,  the.  111. 

304.  307. 

his  Intended  retirement  from  politics. 

Silence,  emblem  of,  368. 

Still,  like  dew  in  silence  fiilllng.  368. 

514. 

Silence  is  In  our  fe»tMl  halls,  371. 

Still  thou  fliesu  and  still  I  woo  tbe«, 

Russian  lover,  the:— Reetly  o*er  the 

Silence,  chain  of.  35-2,  n. 

37K 

moonlit  snows,  373. 

Simonldes,  epitaphs  on  Anacreon  by. 

Still  when  daylight  o*er  the  wave.  360. 

lU3,n. 

Storm  at  sea,  lines  written  In  a,  168. 

S 

Sin,  523.  535. 

Stranirer.  the  heart-wounded.  340. 

Sincd  first  thy  word,  305. 

Strangford,  to   l^ird;  written  on  board 

Aicred  Song^,  397.    Dedication  to  Ed- 

Sine sweet  harp.  367. 

the  Phaeton  frigate,  off  the  Asores, 

ward  TuIUt  Onlton.  E«q«  897. 

Sing,  sing.  niUHic  was  given,  200. 

101. 

Sail  on,  sail  "n.  :hou  fearless  bark,  357. 

Sinking  Fund  cried,  5o0 

Strew  me  a  fmgmnt  l«d  of  leaves.  (Ode 

Sniior  boy.  His  day,  366. 

Sinners,  3(16. 

xxxti.  Anacreon.)  HI. 

SalniNgundi,  3117. 

Sirinio.  peninsula  of.  516. 

Sublime  was  the  warning  that  liberty 

Snnnnzaro.  his  GalUcIo  nell*  Arcadia, 

Slumber,  oh  slumber !  if  sleeping  thou 

spitke,  33.5. 

quoted.  06.  n. 

niHk'st.  89b 

Siilpicia.  Tiliulius  to,  516. 

Sappho,  lyre  of,  315.    Legends  of  Len- 

Sluintier.  poetical  allusions  to,  2**i. 

Suniiiter  clondH,  .531. 

CHdin.  33l>. 

Smile,  one  dear.  3.11. 

Su  miner  Pete.  the.  .ms. 

S»»rpi.  Fm  Paolo.  500. 

SnMMithly     flowing    through    verdant 

Summer  webs  that  flont  and  shine,  360l 

Bntiricni  and  Political  Pnen  s.  455.  Ate. 

vales.  313. 

Siinday  Lihics.  a  Scotch  ode,  590. 

Say,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  Y 

Snnke.  the.  119. 

Surprise,  the,  121. 

3H8. 

Snow  Spirit,   the: — No.  ne'er  did  the 

SiiHnn.  050. 

Bay.  what  fhall  we  dance  1  344. 

.     wave  In  lu  element  steep,  172 

Swallow,  the.  713. 

Skeptic    the;    a  Phllonnphiral  Sntire, 

So  wnmiiy  we  met  3H0. 

Swans,  the  Mn«e's,  317 

199.    The  prefsce  on  ancient  pMlo«o- 

SolinHin.  throne  of.  was  called  the  Star 

Siveot  Is  your  kiss,  my  Tvils  dear,  167. 

phy.  and  the  Pyrrhonlsts,  199.    The 

of  the  Genii.  379. 

Sweet  Indy.  ItMik  not  thus  Hgain.  113. 

entire,  3110-310. 

Some  morfils  there  may  be,  so  wise  or 

Sweet  spirit?  If  thy  air)-  sifep.  116. 

8keplici!«ni,  .542. 

fo  fine.  311. 

Sweet  Inniofailen.  fare  thee  well.  30S. 

Botiit  Sir  Wjtiier.  his  musical  tnnte.  30. 

Songs,  some  of  the  occa«ion.il.  inten^'o 

Swing!*,  nn  Ba;>tem  pastime  and  exer 

Inierc^tSns  scene  at  the  Edinburgh 

ven  in  Mr.  Miwirc's  ptieni^  : — 107.  IllH. 

riite.  443 

theatre.  37. 

I(r9.  ll.K  135.  ice.     Many  early  i>ongf 

Swonl.  the  warrior's.  857.  261  aC7.  876. 

Scriptures,  the  Holy.  303. 

occur  fn.m  ji.  Itl.'i— l.-iii.  a^.^*— 278.  3lli, 

Sylpb's  KhII.  the.  .51.1 

Sculptor,  wouldbi  thou  glad  my  "soul, 

311. 313.  314.  315  310, 317,  &c.    Sonars 

Sylphs  and  Gnomes.  .533,  ft. 

(Ode  V.  Anacrcon,)  66. 

inienpe.nced   In    the   "Evenings   in 

Syra,  holy  fount  of,  33.5. 
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INDEX. 


'i  Abies  r.r  Stone,  the  Seven,  G87. 

1  ake  back  the  sigh,  14^ 

Tlike  tuck  the  virpin  pane,  93S. 

Taku  home  the  bowU  9M. 

Tar  barrels,  thoughu  on,  G04. 

Tiira.  the  hails  of,  )230. 

Tear,  the.  1 10.  3'2». '239. 

Tears,  3()1.  3it2.  347. 360. 

Tears,  ptietical  allusions  to,  285.  SiO. 

2i».3un 
Teflis.  or  Tiflls.  brooks  of  450. 
Tell   nie,  gentle  Vfiuih,  I  pray  thee, 

(Ode  It.  Anncroon.)  68. 
Tell  nie  not  of  joys  above,  414. 
Tell  nie  why,  my  Dwoeiest  dove,  (Ode 

XV.  Anacreon.)  71. 
Temples,  Lake  of  the,  6G4. 
Thulaba,  announcement  of  a  new,  to 

Mr.  Sonthey.  615. 
That  wrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  it,  110. 
Temple,  the,  at  Jerusalem,  302.  3(15. 
The  bird,  let  luuae  In  Enstern  skies,  29S. 
The  garland  I  eend  thee,  206. 
The  more  I  vlew*d  this  world.  515. 
The  Phr)-giHn  rock    that    braves   the 

storm,  (Ode  xxii.  Anacreon.)  76. 
The  sky  is  bright,  the  breeze  Is  fair, 

3ia 

The  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way, 

657. 
The  time  Tve  lost  In  wooing,  350. 
The  turf  shall  be  thy  fragrant  shrine, 

3U0. 
I  he  women  tell  me  every  day,  (Ode 

vii.  Anacreon.)  67. 
The  world  hnd  just  begun  to  steal,  115. 
The  world  was  hush'd,  361. 
rbe  wreath  you  wove,  115. 
Thee,  thee,  only  thee,  360. 
Then  fare  thee  well.  384. 
Then  hrst  from  love,  371. 
Theocritus,  in  praise  of  Anacreon,  103, 

«. 
fhcora  of  Alexandria,  and  her  daughter 

Alethe.  OiiH.     Death  of  a  iiioiher,  701. 
There  are  sounds  of  niirih,  3G1). 
Tb'-re  conies  a  time,  3H3. 
There  is  a  bleak  desert,  305. 
There's  somelhiug  strange :  Buffo  Son^, 

370. 
They  know  not  my  heart,  365. 
They  may  rail  at  this  life.  356. 
They  met  but  once  in  youth's  sweet 

hour.  3fil. 
They  tell  how  Atys,  wild  with  love, 

(Ode  XII.  Anacreon.)  69. 
They  tell  us  of  an  Indian  tree,  519. 
They  tell  uie  thou'rt  the  favor'd  guest, 

358. 
They  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck, 

(Ode  Lxix.  Anacreon.)  99. 
Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray, 

137. 
Those  evening  bells !  3J^. 
Thou  art,  O  Go<l,  the  life  and  light! 

39'i. 
Thou  art  not  dead.  330. 
Thoa  iov'st  no  more,  394 


Thoti,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues,  (Ode 

xvu  Aniicreon,)  72. 
Thou  bidd*st  me  sing  the  hiy  I  sung  to 

thee,  363. 
Though  humble  the  banqnet,  368. 
Though  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country 

entwlneth.  658. 
Though   sorrow  long   has   worn   my 

heart,  117. 
Though  the  last  glimp^  of  Erin.  331. 
Though  'Us  all  but  a  dream  at  the  best, 

391. 
Through  grief  and  through  danger,  338. 
Thus  have  1  charni'd  with  visionary 

lay,  185. 
Thy  harp  may  sing  of  Trov's  alarms, 

(Ode  XXVI.  Anncreon.)  79. 
Thy  socg  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel, 

139 
Tihuilns  to  Snlpicia,  516. 
Tlghe,  to  Mrs.  Henry,  on  reading  her 

Psyche,  135. 
Time,  a  poet's  allusions  to  the  hand  of, 

311.  345.  384.  387.  393.  541. 
'TIS  gone,  and  forever,  the  light  we 

saw  breaking,  351. 
*Tis  sweet  to  think,  that  where*er  we 

rove,  338. 
"  Tls  the  vine !  *tls  the  vine  1"  said  the 

cuii-loving  boy,  335. 
'Tis  true,  my  fading  years  decline,  ;c  de 

XLVii.  Anucreon.)  89. 
'TIS  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now,  153. 
'TIS  the  last  rose  of  8nnHner,345. 
Tithe  case,  late,  600. 
Tithe,  song  of  the  departing  Spirit  of; 

5H1. 
To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  heaven. 

(Ode  XXIV.  Anacreon.)  78. 
To  ladies'  eyes  around.  355. 
To  Love  and  Bacchus  ever  young,  61,  n. 
To  liove,  the  soft  and  blooming  child, 

(Ode  Lxin.  Anacreon,)  98. 
To  my  Shadow.  641. 
To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain,  656. 
To  thee,  the  queen  of  nymphs  divine, 

(Ode  L^vi.  Anacreon.)  98. 
To-duy,  dearest.  Is  ours,  345. 
To  see  thee  every  day  that  came,  156. 
To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose,  3<>G. 
T<M)  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 

294. 
Torch  of  liberty,  the,  487. 
Tories,  desitructive  propositions  of  the, 

020. 
Tortoise-shell  of  Pegu,  triple-colored^ 

453. 
Tory,  mad,  and  the  comet,  598. 
Tory  Plcjiges,  002. 

Tory.  r>oclor,  and  Doctor  Whig.  604. 
Translations.    See  Horace,  Anthology, 

tec 
Tribune,  the  young,  721. 723. 
Trinity  College.  Dublin,  an  examination 

political,  33,  et  tr^. 
Tripe,  lout  |)our  la,  57L 
Truth.  351  .^«t3.  365. 
Truth  characierized.  292  305.  723 
T'uciit  Saliiuitn,  motint.m,  •43.  n. 
Tulip,  said  Co  be  of  Turkish  extraction. 

3n. 


*Tivas  In  a  mockiag  dream  of  nigitl 
(Ode  XXX.  Anacreon.)  81. 

*Twa8  night,  and  many  a  circling  ln«l, 
(Ode  xxxvn.  Anacrei>n.)  84. 

*Twas  noon  of  night,  when  round  tk« 
pole,  (Ode  xxxiii.  Anacieon.)  88 

*Twa«  one  of  those  dreams.  dOS. 

*Twas  when  the  world  was  la  l.i 
prime,  523. 

Twas  but  for  a  rooib.:  nt,  and  )*€£  in  Unt 
time,  1H6. 

Twin'st  thou  with  lofty  \ireath  by 
browt  367. 

T>vopenny  Poet-beg,  by  Tbnmas  Brown 
the  Younger,  1^3.  Dedication  lo  Ste- 
phen VVoolrich«).  Esq..  903.  The  Pre- 
face. 3U3.  The  Intercepted  Lcaers: 
—From  ilr*  Princess  Charlotte  of 
Wales  to  Lady  Barbara  Ashley.  IM- 
ter  I..  3[15.  From  Col.  M'Mahmi  tu  G. 
F  Leckle,  Em)..  I^tur  lU  3U6.  lu 
Fck.ft«.ri^t,  207.  From  the  Regent  to 
Lord  Yarmouth.  Jitter  IIU3U7.  From 
the  Rt.  Hon.  Patrick  Duigenan  tu  the 
Rl  Hon.  Sir  John  iNlchol.  J^urlW 
306  'Enclosing  an  *  Unan«wemble 
Argument  against  the  Papists.*  '<J^) 
From  the  Countess  Downger  of  Cork. 
I^Ur  Vm  909.  Its  P<iat»cript,  177. 
From  Abdallah  tn  London,  to  Mohas- 
san  in  Ispahan.  Letter  VU  310.  Fn«i 

LackingUin  it  Co.  to ,  Esq..  Lft- 

ter  VII..  311.    From  Col.  Thomas  U> 

Bkeflinglon.  Esq..  /Wter  VI IL, 

313.  Appendix  to  these  EpisUes,  213 
—316. 

Tynilese  Song  of  Liberty : — Merrily  ev- 
ery bosom  boundeth,350. 


u 


Unbind  thee,  love,  3<j9. 

Cp  and  march  !  the  timbrels  soQnd.339. 

Up.  sailor  boy.  'tis  day,  3li8, 

Up  with  the  sparkling  brimmer,  333. 


Valerian,  the  emperor.  719. 

Vallclort,  to  Camline  Viscountess,  writ- 
ten at  Lacock  Abbey  In  the  year  loS, 
5ia 

Valley  of  Visions,  frrr. 

Valley,  the  unequalled,  453. 

Van,  the  EuthanaMa  of,  5£2. 

Variety,  107. 

Veil,  the  silver,  377. 

Veiled  Prophet  of  Khorass.'tn.  3TG. 

Venice,   (onnet  gU»ry    of.    bOO.    W'tn 
against  the  Turks,  500.     Her  t>-TBniu 
cal  oligarchy,  500.  T<»rtures,  5<)0.  Her 
fall  a  retribution,  500. 

Venus,  poetical  allusions  to  the  god- 
dess. 2(16. 

Venus,  the  planet,  167.  25G.  CtJl. 

Venus  Anadyomene,  503. 

Venu*  Papyria.  548 

Virg«:.of '.^cIpM,  the,  118. 
Virtue.  UkI.  170. 
Vishnu,  571. 


If  sion.  a  by  the  author  or  ChrUtabel, 

T::c€  tbe,33G. 

\  oiiiuc  s  KUs,  rendered  by  Mrs. , 

123. 
Vulcan .  hear  your  glor'ous  task,  (Ode 

tv.  Anacreon,}  Ga. 

w 

Wake  thee,  my  dear— ihy  dreaming, 
355. 

Wake  UP,  sweet  melody !  359. 

Wales,  rnnccss  Charlotte  of,  303,  et  »eq. 

Wulton.  Isaac,  443,  n. 

Wiiltz  Dueu  314. 

Waltzing,  M5. 

Warning,  a,  152. 

War  against  Babylon :  307. 

War's  high-sounding  harp,  306 

Warrior,  the  dying,  338. 

WashingioD,  city  of,  and  the  American 
nve.-s.  Ate,  ]75. 178,  ei  $eq. 

Watchman,  the,  a  Glee,  344. 

Waterloo  C4)in,  advertisement  of  a  miss- 
ing or  lost,  505. 

We  care  not ;  Song,  6C0. 

We  read  the  flying  courser's  name, 
(Ode  iivii.  Anacreon.)  79. 

Weep,  children  of  Israel !  304. 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of 
the  tomb,  S99. 

Weep  on !  weep  un  \  your  hour  is  past, 
2M. 

Weeping  for  thee,  my  love,  through  the 
long  day,  321. 

Welcome,  sweet  bird,  through  the  sun- 
ny air  winging,  333. 

Well!  peace  to  thy  heart,  though  anoth- 
er's it  be.  171. 

Well,  the  Holy,  alleged  mirnculoiu  ap- 
pearance of  the  moon  night  and  day 
in  the,  398. 

Wi  llingtim  Spa,  the,  C19. 

Wellington,  Field  .Marshal  the  Duke  of, 
3-1.  Ueinforcements  for  him,  220.  His 
Crace  and  the  ftlinUters,  227.  598. 

'.VcIiinpU)n,  Napoleon,  and  Waterloo, 

Were  not  the  sin  Ail  Mary's  tears,  301. 
What's  my  thought  like  1  220. 
What  shall  I  sing  thee  1  543. 
What  the  bee  is  to  the  floweret,  243. 
W^hen  Bacchus,  Jove*s  immortal  boy, 

(Ode  XLix.  Anacreon,)  89. 
When, casting  many  a  look  behind,  111. 
When  cold  In  the  earth  lies  the  friend 

thou  hast  loved,  254. 
W'hen  Cupid  sees  how 'thickly  now, 

(Ode  Lxxviii.  Anacreon,)  !01. 
When  evening  shades  are  falling,  32o. 
When  first  that  smile,  288. 
When  first  I  met  thee  warm  and  young. 

24.  249. 
When  gold,  as  fleet  a*  ^phyr's  pinion, 

(Ode  Lviii.  Anucreon,)  U5. 
W'hen  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but 

the  name,  220  1 


When  I  behold  the  festive  tram,  (Ode 

uii.  Anacreon.)  91. 
When  I  loved  you,  I  can't  but  allow, 

111. 
When  Love  is  kind,  S9G. 
When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother,  2GG. 
When  night  brings  the  hoar.  295. 
When  Love  was  a  child.  280. 
When  my  thirsty  soul  1  steep,  (Ode 

XLviii.  Anacreon,)  89. 
When  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  scene, 

(Ode  xLi.  Anacreon.)  80. 
When  o'er  the  silent  seas  alone,  343. 
When  the  first  summer  bee,  291. 
When  the  wine-cup  is  smiling  before 

as,29L 
When  thou  shalt  wander,  288. 
When  the  sad  word  **  Adieu,"  367. 
When  thou  art  nigh,  It  seems,  30.1. 
When  to  sad  music  silent  you  listen, 

365. 
When  on  the  lip  the  sigh  delays,  345. 
When  through  life  unblest  we  rove, 

239. 
When  through  the  Piazzetta,  289. 
When   Time,  who  steals   our   years 

away,  106. 
When  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep, 

120. 
When  wine  I  qnafi;  before  my  eyes, 

(Ode  L.  Anacreon,)  90. 
Whene'er  I  see  those  smiling  eyes,  355. 
When  twilight  dews  are  fulling  soft, 

353. 
When  *mldst  the  gay  I  meet,  352 
Where  is  the  heart  that  would  not  give, 

660. 
Where  are  the  visions,  293. 
Where  is  your  dwelling,  ye  sainted, 

306. 
Where  shall  we  bury  our  shame  t  291. 
Whig,  Dr..  and  Dr.  Ton',  their  consul- 
tation, 601. 
While  gazing  on  the  moon's  light,  237. 
White  our  rosy  fillets  shed,  (Ode  xlui. 

Anacreon,)  87. 
WhiSe  we  Invoke  the  wreathed  spring, 

(Ode  Lv.  Anacreon,)  92. 
Who  comes  so  gracefully,  332. 
Who  is  the  maid  my  spirit  seeks.  298. 
Who'll  buy  my  love-knots?  a«. 
Who'll  buy?  'tis  Folly's  shop.  316. 
Whoxe  was  the  artist  hand  that  spread, 

(Ode  Lvn.  Anacreon,)  94. 
Why  does  azure  deck  the  sky  ?  124. 
Why  does  she  so  long  delay  ?  367. 
Wind  thy  horn,  my  hunter-boy,  203. 
Wine-cup  Is  circling,  the,  270. 
Wine,  praise  of,  in  Lalla  Rookh,  450. 
452.    See  al$o  other  poems  and  songs, 
£530.  234.  245.  252.  263.  267.  2^).  290, 
291.  293.     Wisdom,  ^H.  2ri0.  291. 
Wit,  335.    The  quiver  of,  244. 
With  all  my  soul.  then,  let  us  part  IIR. 
With  twenty  chords  my  lyre  is  hung, 

(Ode  Lxxi.  Anacreon.)  100. 
Within  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep,  ^Ode 

XLv.  Anacreim.)  88. 
Wo,  wo  unto  him !  571. 


Woman,  179.  269. 328.  503. 5S7,  S38,  B9. 

534.  56L 
Woman :— Away,  away— you're  all  ths   | 

same,  152. 
Wonder,  the,  121. 

Woods  and  Forests,  Ode  to  the,  579 
Woodpecker,  the :  I  knew  by  the  smoke 

that  so  gracefully  curl'd,  183. 
Word  awaked  my  heart,  thy,  305. 
World,  the  fashionable,  309. 
World  is  all  a  fleeiog  show,  this,  299. 
World,  when  abroad  in  the,  294. 
Would  that  I  were  a  Mneful  lyre,  (Ode 

Lxxvn.  Anacreon,)  101. 
Wreath  the  bowl,  254. 
Wreath  and  the  Chain,  the,  146. 
Write  on,  write  on,  ye  Barons  dear, SB]. 


Y th.  Earl  of.  450.    Letter  addressed 

to,  by  Thomas  Brown  the  Younger, 

207.  Some  remarks  on  the  same,  217. 

221.  323,  224. 
Years  have  pass'd,  old  friend,  since  we, 

372. 
Yemen,  and  the  rest  of  Arabia,  alluded 

to,  417,  et  eeq. 
Yes,  be  the  glorious  revel  mine,  (Ode 

ZLU.  Anacreon,)  86. 
Yes— loving  is  a  painful  thrill,  (Ode 

zxix.  Anacreon.)  80. 
Yes.  sad  one  of  Zion,  if  closely  resem- 

bllng,  258. 
Yes,  yes,  when  the  bloom  of  Love's 

boyhood  is  o'er,  353. 
You  reud  it  in  these  spell-bound  eyea, 

160.  j 

You  bid  me  explain,  my  dear  angrf    ' 

Ma'amselle.  .599. 
You    remember   Ellen,   our   hamlets 

pride,  247. 
You  who  would  try,  (vide  the  Epicu 

rean,;  678. 
Young  I»vc,  296.  338. 
Young  Love  lived  once  In  an  hnmble 

she,  u56. 
Youth,  poetical  allusions  to,  285.  287. 

313. 
Youth's  endearing  charms  are  fled,  (Ode 

LAI.  .Anacreon.)  97. 
Youth  and  Age,  338. 
Youth  and  Death,  676. 


Zaraph.  5.19.    His  bride,  511 

Zca,  or  Ceos,  island  of  the  Archipelago; 

i?cene  of  the  First  Evening  in  Greect, 

318,  ettfr?. 
Zeilan,  king  of,  his  ruby,  450.  m. 
Zelica,    $ee    "The  Veiled    Prophet  of   I 

Khorassan."  379.  et  eeq. 
Zinge,  and  the  Zinglans,  4 11. 
Zion,  29H.  3ul. 
ZiNlinc,  the,  533  b91. 
Zone  of  bells  of  an  Indian  dtndng  girl, 
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